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PREFACE. 


Thb  present  Putlication  is  intended  to  form,  with  The  British  Drama,  and 

Shakspeare,  a  complete  and  uniform  Collection,  in  Ten  Volumes,  of  the 

best  English  Plays.  The  distinction  o(  Ancient  and  Modem  wiU  be  found 

to  consist  chiefly  in  reference  to  their  having  lost  or  retained  possession  of 

die  Stage.    Hamlet  and  Macbeth,  for  example,  cannot,  in  this  sense,  be 

termed  ancient  Plays,  although  prior  m  date  to  many,  cr  indeed  to  most 

of  those  which  will  be  fbund  in  the  following  Volumes.    It  is  unnecessary 

to  mform  the  lovers  of  the  Drama,  that  although  the  later  and  more 

fashionable  department  of  die  Collection  will  be  found  most  useful  to 

the  frequenters  of  the  Theatre,  yet  that  which  we  are  now  prefacing  will 

be  the  most  acceptable  to  the  admirers  of  poetry.    From  the  latter  end 

of  the  sixteenth  century  to  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  vrar,  the  best 

Poets  of  England  were  engaged  in  dramatic  composition;  and  Drayton 

and  Sfencer  are  the  only  authors  6f  eminent  reputation,  who  have  not 

wtitten  for  the  Stage. 

It  must  be  recollected,  that,  besides  the  immortal  Shakspeare,  there 
flourished,  during  this  period,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson, 
VOL.  I.  b 
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FoRDy  Massinger,  and  Webster;  and  the  lesser,  yet  respectable  names 
of  Shirley,  Daniel,  Brome,  Marston,  Dekkar,  and  others,  adorn 
the  same  age.  All  of  whom  either  derived  their  principal  subsistence 
from,  or  at  least  dedicated  most  of  their  time  to,  dramatic  composition. 
Nor  are  the  monuments  of  their  labour  unworthy  of  the  associates, 
perhaps  the  friends,  of  Shakspeare.  These  efforts  of  the  earlier  dra- 
matic Muse  are  in  general  free  from  the  licentiousness  which  invaded 
the  Stage  after  the  Restoration.  Coarse  and  indelicate  passages  may  be 
found  by  those  who  loye  to  glean  for  them;  but  the  general  tenour 
of  our  more  ancient  Plays  is  highly  virtuous  :  nor  had  the  Stage  at  any 
time,  or  in  any  country,  so  good  a  title  to  be  considered  as  a  school  of 
morals,  as  in  England,  during  the  reigns  of  Elizabeth,  James,  and 
Charles  the  First.    Such  being  the  case,  little  apology  is  necessary 

for  introducing  to  the  public,  in  a  compendious  and  at  the  same  time  an 
•  • ••  •       •  « 

elegant  fdrwitih^  wwjfs  i^;;^hich  genius  has  aided  virtue;  and  an 
elegant  and  cl^icAE-im^S^ent  is  combined  with  lessons  of  morality, 
and  a  knovi^ectg^  pf  tf^'hsum^  hearf. 

The  ground-work  of  tfce  present  Collection  is  the  excellent  Selection 
known  by  the  name  of  Dodsley^s  Old  Plays.    Some  variations,  however, 
have  been  introduced;  and  particularly  all  the  Plays  ascribed  to  Shak- 
speare, but  left  out  in  the  later  editions  of  his  works,  have  been  ex- 
tracted from  Johnson  and  Steevens's  Supplement  of  1780.    Some  other 
Plays  have  been  added,  and  some  of  Dodsley*s  Collection  omitta 
either  because  they  appeared  to  possess  but  little  interest,  or  on  accou 
of  their  being  lately  republished.    The  Plays  of  Massinger,  for  exair 
liave  been  left  out^  on  account  of  the  excellent  edition  of  Mr.  Giffi 
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and  for  those  of  Ford,  the  reader  is  referred  to  that  which  is  now  pre- 
pared for  publication  by  Mr.  Henry  Weber. 

With  these  few  preliminary  remarks,  the  Publisher  oflFers  to  the 
world  The  Ancient  British  Di^ama. 


N.  B.  Where  references  are  made  in  this  Work  to  the  Plays  of  Shakspeare, 
it  was  considered  unnecessary  to  repeat  his  name,  as  the  Plays  of  our  immortal 
Bard  are  known  to  almost  every  reader.  It  may,  however,  be  proper  to  observe, 
that  it  is  the  edition  of  1778|  which  is  uniformly  meant— *— References  are  also 
made,  in  some  of  the  notes,  to  Dodslet's  Old  Plays,  without  mentioning  the  title — 
*  Dodslet's  Old  Plays/  edit  1780-^but  the  intelligent  reader  will  find  no  difficulty 
in  discriminating  them. 
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FOUR    P's. 

J.  HBTWOOJU 


Jon  Hmroop,  or  Heewoodf  one  of  the  most  ancient  dramatic  writers  in  the  English  knguage, 
was  born  in  the  city  of  London,*  and  educated  in  the  university  of  Oxfords  at  the  ancient  HostU 
called  Bn*adgat^s^  in  St  Aldgate*s  Pari^  He  was  in  his  time  more  celebrated  for  his  wit  than  hii 
learning  ;  and  having  some  fair  posseuions  at  North  Mims^  he  resided  there  after  he  Ufl  Oxford, 
and  became  intimately  acouainted  with  Sir  Thomas  More,  who  lived  in  that  neighbourhood,  *    Here 


intimately  acquainted  with  Sir  Thomas  More^  who  lived  in  that  neigf 
the  latter  wrote  his  celebrated  work  called  Utopia,  and  is  supposed  to  have  assisted  Heywood  in  the 
composition  of  his  Epigrams.  ^  Through  Sir  Thomas  Morels  means,  it  is  probable  our  author  was  in- 
troduced  to  the  knowledge  of  King  Henn^  FIILy  and  of  his  daughter  the  princess,  afterwards  Q^eeH 
Mary  :  ly  the  former  of  whom,  he  was  held  in  much  esteem  for  the  mirth  and  quickneu  of  his  conr 
ceits ;  and  so  much^  valued  by  the  latter,  that  he  was  often,  after  she  came  to  the  throne,  admitted 
to  the  honour  of  waiting  upon  and  exercising  his  fancy  before  her,  even  to  the  time  she  lay  languish^ 
vsgon  her  death-bed.  His  education  having  been  in  the  Roman  Catholic  fiuth,  he  continued  steadily 
ettached  to  the  tenets  of  that  religion ;  and  during  the  reign '  of  Edward  VUfeU  under  the  suspicion 


'  Wood,  in  lib  Atkenm  Oxoniensts,  Vol.  I.  p.  149,  positfrely  flxri  bis  birth  at  tliis  place.  Otlier  wri* 
ten  have  made  liim  a  Dative  of  North  vtint,  in  Hertfordshire,  but  apparently  without  any  authority. 
Bale,  who  lived  nearest  to  the  author's  timi;,  calls  him  Civis  Ltmdhunsis  i  which  words,  thouf^h  they  do 
■ot  absolutely  prove  that  he  iras  bom  in  ixHidoQ,  yet  sorely  skn  sofllcient,  in  a  matter  of  thb  uncertainty, 
to  warrant  any  one  to  conclude  that  he  was  a  native  of  that  city,  as  no  circumstance  appears  to  indnce 


8teevenB*s  Shakespeare,  Vol.  V. 

*Athcn.Ozon  Vol.  I.  p.  149. 

"*  But  to  step  backe  to  my  teske,  (though  everie  place  I  step  to,  yeeldCs  me  sweeter  dIscourM,)  what 
"  thiake  you  by  Haywood,  that  scaped  huging  with  his  mirth  i  the  king  being  graciously,  and  (as  I 
^thioke)  truly  perswaded,  that  a  man  that  wrate  so  pleasant  and  harmelesse*  verses,  could  not  have  any 
^  krmeftdl  conceit  againrt  his  ph^ceedings,  and  so,  by  ttie  honest  motion  of  a  gentleman  of  his  chambe 
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qf  practising  agaimt  the  govenmentf  and  narrowly  ^^^ff^  *^  holier.  After  tke'tkaih  if  .^  P^ 
frofiew  tkt  queenf  he  left  the  nation,  Mtyi  Wood,^  for  rdigion  sake,  and  eettled  at  Mechlenf  in  Br»- 
bontf  where  he  died  aiout  the  year  156S»  leaving  several  chUdren  ;  one  of  vAom,  Jatper  Heywoodf 
translated  three  qfSeneea*s  pleM,  and  wrote  several  poems,  printed  in  the  Paradise  (jf  Dainty  De- 
vises, 4to,  1578.  This  Jasper  Heywood  was,  according  to  Fuller,  executed  %n  the  reign  cfQaem 
EUMabeth  ;  Imt  more  prooahfy,  as  Sir  Richard  Baker  asserts,  woas  among  those  who  were  taken  t» 
t58S,  and  sent  out  of  England, 

John  Heywood  ^  appears  to  he  the  second  English  dramatic  writer,  Oldjys  *  sstys  he  hemoM  to  write 
about  the  year  1590,  out  that  he  could  not  find  he  pubUshed  any  thing  so  early.  The  fiUowing  is  a 
Hit  of  his  works : 

^  A  Fky  betwene  Jt^n  the  Bksband,  Tyb  the  Wyfe,  and  Sir  Johan  the  Priest,  by  John  Hey 
wood,  Ato.  Imprynted  at  London  by  William  EoMtaU,  the  l%th  day  of  February,  15S3.*  (Ol^s 
MS,  Notes,  and  Companion  to  the  Playhouse,) 

"  A  Mery  Flay  betwene  the  Fardoner  and  the  Frere,  the  Curate,  and  neybour  Fratte,  Ato,  ib- 
^prynted  by  WiUiam  Rastall,  5th  of  April,  1539.''  (Ames,  162.  OUfyi^s  MS.  Notes,  and  Compsh 
fiiofi  to  the  Fhyhousc) 

"  The  Flave  called  the  Foure  P.  P.  A  newe  and  a  very  mery  Enterlude^A  Falmer,  A  Far- 
^  doner,  A  rotycary,  A  Fedler.  Made  ty  John  Heewqod,  Ato.  Imprmited  at  Dmdon,  in  Flete  Strete 
^  at  the  svnge  of  the  George,  by  Wyllyam  MyddyUon,  Ato,  no  date.     Also, 

^  A  Play  qf'Genteelness  and  No&litie.  An  Interlude  in  two  Parts,  Ato,  no  date!'  (Companion 
to  tht  Playhouu,) 

^  A  Play  rfLove,    An  Interlude,  Ato,  1593."    (Companion  to  the  FlauhauMe). 

^  A  Play  of  the  Weather,  called  A  new  and  a  very  merry  Interlude  cfaU  manner  of  Weathers, 
**  1553,  fotio^  (Companion  to  the  Playhouse.  Oldyis  MS,)  Also  w  t9mo,  printed  by  Robert 
Wyer,  no  date.    (Ames,  \51,) 

**  The  Spider  and  the  Flic,  a  Parable,  mode  by  John  Heywood.  Imprinted  by  Thomas  FoeoeU, 
^  1556,  B,  L.  Ato.''  '       "^ 

**  John  Heywood's  Woorkes,  A  Dialogue  conteyung  the  NunAer  of  the  effectual  Praverbes  in  the 
^  English  Tongue,  compacte  in  a  matter  concerning  two  Maner  ofMariames :  with  one  Hundredth 
^  ^ipigrammes;  and  three  Hundredth  of  Epigrammes  uppon  three  Hun£red  Praverbes,  and  a  fifth 
**  hundred  of  Epigrammes,  W hereunto  are  newly  added,  a  sixte  hundred  <tf  Epigrammes,  by  the  said 
^  John  Heywoode.    Imprinted  by  Thomas  Marshe,  1576,  Ato,  B.  L." 

Another  edition  was  printed  by  Felix  Kyngston,  in  Ato,  B,  L,  1598. 

*'  A  Brefe  Balet,  touching  the  trayterous  takynge  qfScarborow  Castle.  Lmrinted  at  London  In 
^  Thomas  Powel,"  On  a  bnad  side  of  two  columns,  B,  L,  (Among  the  FoUo  VoUmms  ^Dysons 
Collections,  in  the  Library  qf  the  Society  rf Antiquarians,)  Thomas  Stafford,  who  took  that  castle 
SSd  April,  1557,  and  proclaim^  himself  protector  of  the  re4fl^,jDas  beheaded  9&th  MayftMowing, 
and  three  of  his  accomplices  were  hanged,    Oldyis  MS. 

**  A  Balade  of  the  Meeting  and  Aiarriage  of  the  King  and  Queenes  Highness.  Imprinted  by  W. 
**ByddeW    One  side  of  a  large  half  sheet.    Oldys. 

Winstanly^  hath  eipressed  a  doubt,  whether  the  author  of  the'Epigrains,  and  of  the  Flays,  were 
not  different  persons.  The  following  Epigram  will  be  sufficient  to  set  that  fact  b^/ond  amtro" 
diction,  and  at  the  same  time  eihibit  a  speamen  of  the  author^s  manner :     '  ;        '   ' 

Art  thoa  Heywood,  witli  tby  mad  merry  wit  f       , 

Yea,  fonooth,  master,  tluit  nune  is  even  i|it« 
Art  thoo  Heywood,  that  appliest  mirth  more  tliaa thrift? 
'   Yes,  sir«  I  take  merry  mirth  a  golden  gift. 
Art  thoa  Heywood,  tliat  hast  made  many  mad  plays  }  . 

Yea,  many  plays,  few  good  works  in  n|iy  days.       ! 
Art  thoa  Uey^rood,  that  hath  made  men  menry.loqg  ? 

Yea,  and  will,  if  I  be  made  merry  amoqg. 
Art  thoa  Heywood,  that  woaldst  be  made  merry  now  I 

Yes,  sir,  help  me  to  it  noif ,  1  beseech  yoa^ 


<*  saved  him  firom  the  jerke  of  the  six-stringed  whip."— Harrimgtov's  Metamorphoses  o/JJax^  1586, 
p.  96, 

«  Atl^en.  Oxon.  Vol.  I.  p.  149. 

7  Dt  Palsgrave*  whose  play  of  Acolastns  was  printed  in  the  year  1529.  seems  to  ha,it  been  tht  fint* 
See  ^met,  166.  -. .  .    ^ 

»  MS.  Noteron  Laiigbaine.  f  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  p.  46. 
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mUedai 
DrhUerf 


to  him,  I  tkmkfabely.  The  Pinmer  qfWakefieid^  and  Phihttu, 
rgh,  1608. 
tiatu  a  ftooik  wriiten  by  our  tmtkoTy  intUled,  Monumenta  Literaria;  which  are 
labore  oondita,  quam  lepore  coodita. 


THE  FOUR  P*8. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiC 


A  Palmer, 
A  Pardoner, 


I 


A  Poticary, 
APedkr. 


'  Pahmer  ipeakethn 

Sow  God  be  here;  who  kepeth  tbis  place ? 
Now  bj  my  fajth,  I  cm  yon  mei^; 
'  Of  mson  I  mast  sew  for  grace, 
Mj  lewdneaa  tbeweth  me  so  bomelji; 
Mflierof  joor  pardon  sat  and  wonne, 
I  taw  jou,^  as  cnrtesj  dotb  ne  bjttde, 
Tb  laa  this  whTche  tmdbe  bej^onney 
li  oflipr  as  may  come  bcote  m  mjnde.      ^ 
lam  a  l^bMr,  as  ye  '  m^    , 
Wbkhe  of  «|r  lyfe  moche  part  have^  spent 
In  many  a  (km  and  fane  '  contne. 
As  pi%ryms  do  of  good  intent 
At  ffierastfem  *  haie  I  bene 


Before  Chry8te*s  blessed  sepultare : 
The  mount  of  Calvary  have  I  sene,' 
A  holy  place  ye  may  be  sure. 
To  Jpsaphat  and  Olyvete,* 
On  fbte,  God  wote,  I  went  lyght  bare : ' 
Many  a  sake  tere  dyd  I  swete. 
Before  thys  carkes  coulde'  come  thare. 
Yet  have  I  bene  at  Rome  also, 
Afld  g(^e  the  statyons  '^  all  a  row. 
Saynt  Peter's  shryne,  and  many  mo, 
xtian  yf  I  told  all  ye  do  know. 
Except  that  there  be  any  suche, 
That  hath  ben  there,  and  diligently 
Hach  taken  hede,  and  marked  muche, 
Then  can  they  speke  as  muche  as  (. 


^ 


*  VoU  III.  +  Wov^ies,  p.  221. 

'  Palmer — ^^  The  diiCertnce  between  a  pilgrinr  and  a  palmer  was  thos  :  The  pilgrim  had  some  bome^ 
#r  ^elliog  place;  but  the  paliaer  had  none.  The  pilgrim  travelled  to  some  certain  designed  place,  or 
ptaMs  I  bat  the  palmer  to  all.  The  pilgrim  went  at  bis  own  cl|arges ;  bnt  the  palmer  profesud  wilful 
poverty,  iad  went  npon  alms.  The  pilgrim  might  give  over  his  profession,  and  return  home  i  bat  the 
palmrr  must  be  constant  till  he  had  obtained  the  palm,  that  b,  victory  over  all  spiritual  enemies,  and 
life  by  death,  and  thqice  his  name  Pahur ;  or  else  from  a  staff,  or  boughs  of  palm,  which  he  always 
carried  along  with  hiil*'— Statslkv's  Roman  Honeleech,  1769,  p.  99. 

*  Ssw^f    sae  now,  edition  1509.  '  Ke—you,  edit.  1569. 

^  HMw—hath,  1st  edit.  ^  Fayre  andfarrt^twr  and  faire,  edit.  1569. 

*  J^§nmaUm^-Jenaakmf  edlC  1509. 
'  Stew  /—I  have,  edit  1569. 

*  7h  Jmofikai  and  Ofyvete — Manadevlle  thus  mentlom  these  places :  **  And  towards  the  est  syde,  with- 
ovte  the  walks  of  the  cylce  (f.  e.  Jerusalem)  b  the  vale  of  Josaphathe,  that  tonchethe  to  the  walles,  as 
thoaghe  it  were  a  large  dyche.  And  anen  that  vale  of  Josaphathe  oat  of  the  cytee,  is  the  chircbe  of 
Sernt  Stevcne,  where  be  was  stoned  to  detbe.'* — Foiage  Ond  Trmmile,  8vo,  1735,  p.  96.  <*  And  above  the 
▼ale  b  the  mosmt  of  OUfveie :  and  it  b  clepcd  so  for  the  plentee  of  olyres  that  growcn  there.  That  meant 
is  nsore  highe  than  the  cytee  of  Jerusalem  Is;  aad  therefore  may  men  upon  that  mount  see  many  the 
stretes  of  the  cytee.  And  l»etwene  that  mount  and  the  cytee  b  not  but  the  vale  of  Jotapkathe^  that  b  not 
lUle  large.  And  fro  that  mount  steighe  oure  Lord  Jesa  Crist  to  heven  npon  Ascemion-day ;  and  zit 
there  schewethe  the  schapp  of  hb  left  foot  bi  the  stone.*'— rbto^s  and  TraoaiU,  8vo,  1785,  p.  116. 

'  ComU&^wonld^  edit.  1569. 

'^  The  tiatgtmB  (tiationei,  or  J«nie8>— Answered  to  the  stages  between  London  and  Rome,  or  Holy  Landi 
•f  which  there  b  a  map  hi  a  IIS.  of  Math.  Parb,  Roy.  Lib.  U.  C.  VII.  and  Bennst.  Coll.  c.  iz.  and 
PLVILBriuTopog.  Vol.  I.p,  85.    G. 
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Then  at  the  Rodet  '^*  also  I  wai; 
And  rounde  about  to  Amias." 


On  the  hjrlles  of  Annenj,  whene  I  saw ''  Noe't 
arke ;  '* 


At  Saynt  Toncomber  and  Saynt  Tronion :  '*  With  holy  Job,  and  Say  ot  George  in  Soutbwarbe;'' 

At  Saynt  Bothulph,  '^  and  Saynt  Anne  of  Buck-  I  At  WaUam,'^  and  at  WaUyn(j;|ian) ;  '^ 
ston*'^  I  And  at  the  good  rood  ^  of  Dagoam ;  ^' 


'^  *  jRodlBf— Rhodes,  an  island  to  which  the  Knights  Hospitallers,  now  Knights  of  Malta,  retired,  on 
being  driven  oat  of  Jerusiilem. 

*'  Jmim    probably  Emaus,  near  Jerusalem. 

'^  Saj/nt  Toncomber  and  Saynt  TVonion — Of  tbc8e  saints,  or  places,  I  can  give  no  account. 

'^  Saynt  Botkulph — Saint  Bothiilph  is  said  to  have  been  horn  iu  Cornwall,  and  was  eminent  for  work- 
ing miracles  about  the  time  of  Lucius,     iie  was  bnried  at  Boston,  in  Lincolnshire. 

'^  Saynt  jinne  of  Buckxton — \*'  Within  the  parish  of  Bacwell,  in  Derbyshire,  is  a  chappeU  (sometyme 
dedicated  to  St  Jnne^)  in  a  place  called  Bucaton,  whearc  is  a  botte  bathe,  of  such  like  qualitie  as  those 
mentioned  in  Bathe  be.  llyther  they  weare  wont  to  run  on  pilgrimage,  ascribinge  to  St  Anne  miraculously, 
that  thinge  which  is  in  that  and  sondrye  other  waters^^naturally."' — LAiiBAaoE*8  Dictionarium,  p.  48. 
Drayton  says, 

'*  — T  can  again  produce  those  wondrous  wells 
Of  Bucston,  as  1  have  that  most  delicious  fount 
IVbich  men  the  second  Bdth  of  England  do  account, 
IVhich  in  the  primer  reigns,  when  first  this  well  began 
To  have  her  virtues  known  unto  the  blest  St  An(>e, 
Was  consecrated  then.**  .^ 

Poly  Qlbiony  Song  zxvi. 

'^  Sam — see,  1st  editiom 

'^  HyUe9  of  Armeny,  wkero  I  »am  Noe's  arke^*  And  so  passe  men  be  this  Ermonie,  and  entren  the  see 
of  Perno.  Fro  that  cytee  of  Jrtyroun  go  men  to  an  hille  that  is  clept  SobissocolU.  And  there  besyde  is 
another  hille  that  men  clepen  Jrarathe ;  but  the  Japes  clepen  it  7'anuz ;  where  Noe^s  schipp  rested,  and 
ait  b  upon  that  montayne ;  and  men  may  seen  it  a  ferr  in  cleer  wedre :  and  (hat  montayne  is  wel  a  7 
rayle  higbe.  And  sum  men  seyn,  that  tbei  ban  jeen  and  touclied  the  schipp,  and  put  hcrc^yngres  in  the 
fiarties  where  the  feend  went  out,  whan  that  Moe  seyde,  Benedicite,  But  they  that  seyen  suche  wordfs* 
aeyen  hoe  wille;  for  a  man  may  not  gon  up  the  montayne  for  gret  plentee  of  snow,  that  is  alle  weys  on 
that  montaynoi  nouther  somer  ne  wynter ;  so  that  no  man  may  gon  up  there,  ne  nevere  man  dide,sithe  the 
tyme  of  i^oe,  saf  a  monk,  that,  be  the  grace  of  God,  brooghte  on  of  the  plankes  doun,  that  zit  n  in  the 
mynstre  at  the  foot  of  the  monntayne." — Maunoevilb's  Voiagt  and  TravaiU,  17^,  p.  179. 

''  Si^  Oeorge  in  Sout/ucarke — Formerly  belonging  to  the  priory'of  Bermomfaey.    See  Stow's  5Mr- 

'^  Waltam — The  famous  holy  CrofES  of  Waltham,  which  tradition  says  was  discovered  in  the  following 
manner :  A  carpenter,  iu  the  reign  of  Canute,  living  at  Lutegnrsbyry,  had  a  vision  in  the  nic;ht  of  Christ 
crucified,  by  whom  be  was  coamianded  to  go  to  the  parish  priest,  and  direct  him  to  walk,  accompanied 
with  his  parishioners,  in  solemn  procession  to  the  top  of  an  adjoining  hill,  where  on  digging  (hey  would 
find  a  cross  the  very  sign  of  Christ's  passion.  The  man,  neglecting  to  perform  (he  orders  of  the  image, 
was  visited  by  it  a  second  time,  and  his  hands  were  then  griped  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  marks  remained 
some  time  after,  he  then  acquainted  the  priest,  and,  as  they  were  ordered,  they  proceeded  to  the  place 
pointed  out,  where  they  discovered  a  great  marble,  having  in  it  of  black  flint  the  image  of  (he  cracifix. 
They  then  informed  the  lord  of  the  manor  of  the  transaction ;  and  he  immediately  resolved  to  send  the 
crosK  first  to  Canterbury, and  afterwards  to  Reading;  but  on  attempting  to  draw  it  to  these  places,  although 
with  the  force  of  twelve  red  oxen,  and  as  many  white  kine,  it  was  found  impracticable,  and  he  was 
obliged  to  desist.  He  then  determined  to  fix  it  at  Waltham,  and  immediately  the  wain  be^^an  to  move 
thither  of  itself.  In  the  way  many  persons  were  healed  of  disordeis  ;  and  the  relick  soon  became  much 
resorted  to  by  the  pilgrims  on  account  of  the  miracles  performed  by  it.  LAMOAniTE  s  Dictionarium  An* 
gti^  J opograpkicum  et  Hi^toricum^  4to.  1780,  p.  4.SI. 

'^  IVaUyngkam — *'  Walsingham,  in  Norfolk,  where  was  nncicnlly  an  imaee  of  the  Vii^in  Mary,  famoni 
over  all  Lurope  for  the  numerons  pilgrimages  made  to  it,  and  the  great  riches  it  possessed.  hrasmu>  has 
given  a  very  exact  and  humourous  description  of  the  superstitions  practised  (here  in  his  time.  See  hit 
Account  of  the  Virgo  Parathatassia^  in  his  Coloquy,  intitled,  Pere^rinatio  Religionis  Ergo,  ile  teKs  as, 
the  rich  oQerings  in  silver, -gold,  and  precious  stones,  that  were  there  shewn  him,  were  incredible ;  (here 
being  scai^e  a  person  of  any  note  in  Lngland,  but  what  some  time  or  other  paid  a  visit,  or  sent  a  present, 
to  our  Lady  of  Wabingham.  At  the  <UssoIution  of  the  monasteries,  in  \5S^,  this  splendid  image,  vtith 
another  from  Ipswich,  was  carried  to  Chelsea,  and  there  burnt  la  (be  presence  of  commissioaers."* — See 
I^EacY's  RcUqmto/jincicnt  Poetry^  YoL  I|.  p.  79.  Robert  Longland,  in  Pier's  Plowman's  Vitions,  1550, 
p.  l.says. 
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At  Ssfof  CoruK^  ;  ^  atSftynt  JaipesiniQales;^  I  AtourLadTofBoitAn;*'atStEdiiraQd*fBtt7;# 
And  at  Sajoc  Wjncfrede't  wall  ^  i^  Walks ;        |  Aud  streyght  to  Sayni  Patrike*s  purgatory ;  ^' 


'^  Henaets  on  a  heape,  wytb  hoked  staTo, 
Wenteo  to  tVaUinghami  wod  \ker  weochct  after.  • 
Great  loubies  and  loage,  yt  loth  were  to  swinke^ 
Clothed  bliD  in  copes  to  be  knowen  from  other, 
And  shopen  bem  her  nets,  ker  ease  to  ha?e.*' 


♦» 


See  alio  Weever*i  Fimeral  Momuiunii^  p.  ISK 

^  Rood^^Hemne,  in  hU  GloMary  to  Peter  Lani^toft,  p.  544,  under  the  word  croUf  obsenres,  tkat,  ai* 
thoofb  tbe  cross  and  the  rood  are  commonly  taken  for  the  same,  yet  the  rood  properiy  signified  formerlj 
the  image  of  Chrbt  on  tbe  cross,  so  as  to  represent  both  the  cross  and  the  figure  of  oar  blessed  Savioar  ai 
br  saffered  opoD  It.  Tbe  roodg  that  were  in  charcbes  and  chapels  were  placed  in  shrines,  that  were  styled 
Mood'UfU.  *'*  Rood-loft^  saith-  Blount,  *'  a  shrine,  whereon  was  placed  tbe  cross  of  Christ.  The  roMf 
was  an  image  of  Christ  on  the  cross,  made  generally  of  wood,  and  erected  in  a  loft  for  that  purpose,  just 
•ter  the  pacuige  out  of  tbe  church  into  the  chancel."  But  rood-ioft  sometimes  also  signifies  a  shrine,  on 
which  was  placed  the  image  or  relicks  of  a  saint ;  because  generally  a  crucifix,  or  a  cross,  used  likewise 
to  attend  sucb  image  or  relicks. 

*'  Dagtunm — ^i.  e.  Dagenham,  in  Essex. 

**  Sc^t  Comely^ — Saint  Comely s,  according  to  the  Legenda  Aurea^  succeeded  Fabian  in  the  papacy* 
and  was  beheaded  in  the  reign  of  Deciao,  for  refusing  to  sacrifice  in  the  temple  of  Mars.  There  was  a 
fralel^ity  in  bis  honour  at  Westminster.    See  their  pardon,  BriU  Top,  I.  772. 

*^  Saynt  James  in  GaU§ — Weerer,  in  his  Funeral  Monuments^  p.  \V\  obsenres,  that  **  the  Italians,  yea 
those  that  dwell  neare  Rome,  will  mocke  and  scofie  at  our  English  (and  other)  pilgrims  that  go  to  Rone 
to  sec  tbe  Pope's  hoUnesse,  aiid  St  Peter's  chaire,  and  yet  the>  themselves  will  runoe  to  see  the  reliques  of 
Si  James  of  Compostella  in  the  kingdom  of  Galiciaf  in  Spaine,  which  is  above  twelve  hundred  English 
Biles."    See  also  Dr  (ieddes's  TVoc^s. 

^  Saymi  Wynefrede's  w6ll^SsAni  Wenefrede's  well,  near  Holywell,  in  tbe  county  of  Flint,  b  a  spring 
wbidi  rises,  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  hill,  out  of  a  rock,  and  is  formed  into  a  beautiful  polygonal  well,  co- 
vered with  a  rich  arch,  supported  by  pillars;  tbe  roof  exquisitely  carved  in  stone;  over  the  fountain,  tbe 
legend  of  St  Wenefrede  on  a  pendent  prcgection,  with  the  arms  of  England  at  tbe  bottom.  Numbers  of 
fii^  ribs  secoie  tbe  aVcb,  whose  intersections  are  coupled  with  some  sculpture.  To  this  place  the  resort 
of  pilgrims  was  forroet ly  very  great ;  and,  though  considerably  diminished,  there  art  still  to  be  seen,  la 
the  sammer,  a  few  in  the  water,  in  deep  devotion,  up  to  their  chins  for  hours,  sending  up  their  prayers  i 
or  performing  a  number  of  evolutions  round  the  polygonal  well ;  or  threading  the  arctt  between  well  and 
well  a  prescribed  number  of  timet.  The  legend  of  8t  Wenefrede  is  well  known.  Thote  who  desire  more 
infomation  oo  this  sul^ject,  may  be  referred  to  the  Legenda  Aurea^  Bbbop  Fleetwood's  Works^  or  Mr 
Ptaaant  s  Toar  into  Walts^  p.  >t8. 

*'  At  our  Lady  of  Bostoi^— Or  Botolpb's  town,  in  Lincolnshire,  where  St  Botolph  was  buried. 


M 


Delicious  Wytbaa  leads  to  holy  Bototjfh's  town.*'— Pofy  Olkion^  Song  xxv. 


^  At  Saxfnt  Edmund's  Bury — ** is  named  of  Kinge  Edmunde,  whom  tbe  comon  cbroniclei  call  St 

Edataad,  or  I  dround  tbe  Martyr,  for  Bury,  is  but  to  say  a  court  or  palace.  It  was  first  a  coUedge  of 
priestes,  founded  by  Atbelstane,  tbe  kinjee  of  Ingland,  to  tbe  honour  and  memorye  of  Edmund,  that  wai 
slayoe  at  IJoxton  (then  called  Eylesdund  [or  Eglesdoq]  as  «  eland  thinketh,)  whose  bones  he  removed 
thy tber.  The  hole  bystorie  of  this  matter  is  so  enterlaced  with  miracles,  that  Polydor  himselfe  (who  be« 
teved  them  better  than  I )  began  to  dalye  with  it,  sayingc,  that  monkes  were  muche  delighted  writh  Mem.'*— 
l«aiiBAaDB's  Dic/tOMorufN,  p.  S5. 

^7  Saynt  PatrHWe  purgatory — This  place,  which  was  much  frequented  by  pilgrims,  was  situated  on  a  lake 
called  Logb  Oerg*  in  tbe  southern  part  of  the  county  of  Donegal!,  near  the  borders  of  Tyrone  and  Fer« 
■lanagb.  It  waf  surrounded  with  wild  and  barren  mountains,  ^id  was  almost  inaccessible  by  horsemen, 
even  in  wander  time,  pn  account  of  great  bogs«  rocks,  and  precipices,  which  environed  it.  The  popular 
tradition  concerning  it,  is  as  ridiculous  as  is  to  be  found  in  any  legend  of  the  Romish  Marty rology.  After 
ceotiaaiag  in  great  credit  many  years,  it  began  to  decline;  and,  in  tbe  llStb  of  ilenry  the  Seventh,  was 
dcnolislied  with  great  solemnity,  on  St  Patrick  s  day,  by  the  Pope's  express  order.  It.  however,  after- 
wards came  into  reputation  again ;  insomuch,  that,  by  an  order  of  tbe  Privy-council,  dated  13th  of  Sep-* 
tember,  i  AS^,  it  iras  a  second  time  destroyed.  From  this  period,  as  pilgrimages  grew  less  in  fashion,  it 
will  appear  extraordinary,  that  the  place  should  be  a  third  time  restored  to  its  original  state,  and  as  much 
visited  as  in  any  former  period.  In  this  condition  it  continued  until  the  second  year  of  Queen  Anne,  when 
aa  act  of  tbe  Iritb  Parliament  declar^,  that  all  meetings  and  assemblies  there  should  be  adjudged  rioti 
and  unlawful  assemblies,  and  inflicted  a  penalty  upon  every  person  meeting  or  asiembling  contrary  to  the 
statute.  The  ceremonies  to  be  performed  by  the  pilgrims  are  very  eiactl>  set  forth  in  Richardson's  Great 
FeV.y^  Superatition^  and  Idolatry,  of  Pilgrimages  in  Ireland,  especially  t{f  that  to  St  Patrick's  Purgatory.-^^ 
Dablbi,  Svo,  1727. 


^ 
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Ikt  Rid)bone,^s  atid  at  tUUood  of  HayleB;^ 

Inhere  pilgijmes  jwynes  r?glit  mtiche  ftTayles; 
t  Smjnt  Davjs^'^aod  at  Sajot  Daub; '' 


At  JSaynt  MiitdieWy  ind  Saynt  Marie  in  Vetiis ;  ^ 
At  Majster  Johao  Sborne  id  Canterbury ;  ^' 
The  graet  God  of  Katewade^'^  at  Kynge  Henry  ^' 


It  U  mentioned  in  £rasmai*8  Praite  o/F^Ht^  1549,  sign.  A« — "  If  hereai  before  ye  latte  all  beavie  and 
flommyng,  as  if  ve  had  come  lately  from  Tropoaloi  cave,  or  Saint  Pdttiicke'i  mtrg^iorie.** 

**  Rid^<m&-i,  e.  Hedbume,  within  three  mUes  of  St  Alban's.  <'  At  this  place,*'  lays  Norden,  **  wove 
foonde  the  rellqnes  of  Amphiball,  who  is  saide  to  be  the  instractoar  and  convertoar  of  Alttan  from  Pagan- 
Isme,  of  whose  reliqoes  tueh  was  the  regard  that  the  abbottes  of  the  monasterie.  of  Albaa  had  thai  tbej 
should  be  devoutly  presenred,  that  a  decree  was  made  by  Thomas,  then  abbott,  that  a  prym  and  three 
manckes  should  be  appointed  to  this  holie  ftinction,  wboie  allowance  in  those  dayes  amounted,  yrarehr,  to 
tfrenty  pound,  or  upwards,  as  much  as  three  bundled  pound  In  this  age.** — ^Description  of  Herifordukitff 
p,  fi.    See  also  Weever's  Funeral  Monumenii,  p.  M6. 

Dr  MIddleton,  in  his  LeHtrfrom  Rome,  says^  Bishop  Usher  has  proved  that  this  saint  nerer  existed^ 
and  that  we  owe  the  honour  of  his  saintsbip  to  a  mistaken  pavage  in  the  legend  of  St  Alban,  where  the 
jimpkibohuy  there  mentioned.  Is  nothing  more  than  a  cloak. 

*9  Blood  of  Hajfle»-^Tbe  abbey  of  Hailes,  in  GloucetteiUhire,  was  founded  by  Richard,  khig  of  the  Ro- 
mans, brother  to  Henry  the  Third.  This  precious  rclick,  which  was  commonly  called  the  blood  of  Hailetf 
was  brought  out  of  (jermany  by  Richaad*s  son  Edmund,  who  bestowed  a  third  part  of  It  upon  bis  fintherll 
abbey  of  Hailes,  and,  some  time  after,  gave  the  other  two  parts  to  an  abbey  of  his  own  foundation  at 
Ashnig,  near  Berkhamstead.  It  was  given  out,  aud  believed  to  have  this  property,  that  If  a  man  was  in 
mortal  sin,  and  not  absolved,  he  could  not  see  It ;  otherwise,  he  might  see  it  very  well ;  therefore,  every 
roan  that  came  to  see  this  miracle,  this  most  precious  blood,  confessed  himself  first  to  one  of  the  priests 
there,  and  then,  otferlng  something  at  the  altar,  was  directed  to  a  chapel  where  the  miracle  was  showed. 
The  priest,  who  contesned  him.  In  the  mean  time,  retiring  to  the  back  part  of  the  said  chapel,  and  putting 
forth  a  little  cabinet,  or  vessel,  of  crystal;  which,  being  thick  on  the  one  side,  that  mithing  could  be 
seen  through  it,  but  on  the  other  side  thin  and  transparent,  they  used  diversely,  as  their  interest  required* 
On  the  dissolution  of  the  abbey,  it  was  discovered  to  be  nothing  more  than  hon^  clarified  and  coloured 
with  sailVon ; — **  an  unctowse  gumme  coloured ;  which,  in  the  giasse,  apperjrd  to  be  a  glisterynge  red,  re« 
semblyng  partlle  the  color  of  blood ;  and,  owte  of  the  giasse,  apparaunte  glystering  yelow  colonr,  like 
ambre  or  basse  gold.** — CertifieaU  of  VitUon,  printed  at  end  of  Heame*s  Bmedichu  Abbm  JU^  151* 

30  Saym  Dorys^ L  e.  Saint  Davi<L    Drayton,  in  hb  Pofy  Ottloii,  song  xziv.  says, 

**  Whose  Cambro-Britons  so  their  saints  as  duly  brought* 
**  To  advance  the  Christian  falth^  effectually  that  wrought  1 
«<  Their  David,  (one  derived  of  the  royal  British  bloody) 
*<  \¥ho^*gainst  Pelaglus*  false  and  damned  opinioni  stood  1 
**  And  turned  Menenia*s  name  to  liavid*i  sacred  see, 
**  The  patron  of  the  Welsh  deserving  well  to  be.*' 

See  an  account  of  him  in  an  extract  from  Bale,  In  GoArtn  de  Prmmlibui  AngUit^  p.  5TS.  edit*  I7if  .-^v 
He  Is  said  to  have  been  bishop  A5  years,  and  to  have  lived  146.  He  died,  accorduig  to  some  accounts,  in 
the  year  546 ;  according  to  others,  In  the  year  5^.  Hb  shrine,  I  am  Informed,  remains  In  the  wall  of 
hb  cathedral  in  Pembrokeshire. 

^'  Sa^t  Henif— ^t  Denis,  the  patron  of  France,  b  said  to  have  been  the  disciple  of  St  Plaal,  and  the 
first  who  preached  the  gospel  to  the  French.  The  legend  concerning  him  affirms,  that  after  he  was  be- 
headed, near  Parb,  be  walked  four  miles  with  hb  head  in  hb  hands.  His  body  was  said  to  be  entombed 
▼ei^  magnificently  at  the  abbey  of  St  Denb,  to  which  the  pilgrims  used  to  resort. 

3^  Sa^t  Mark  in  Keni»— At  the  church  of  St  Mark,  in  Venice,  they  pretend  to  have  the  body  of  thai 
crangelbt,  which  was  brought  thither  bv  certain  merchants  from  Alexandria,  in  Egypt,  in  fhe  year  8IO1 
Coryat  says,  that  the  treasure  of  this  church  was  of  that  inestimable  value,  that  k  was  thought  no  trea- 
aure  whatsoever  in  any  other  place  In  Christendom  might  compare  with  it,  neither  that  of  Si  Denb  la 
France,  nor  St  Peter's  in  Rome,  nor  that  of  Madonna  de  Loretto  in  Italy,  nor  that  of  Tole^  in  Spain,  nor 
any  other. — See  Coryat*s  Oncdjflet,  p.  214.  and  The  CommommeaUh  and  Gomrmmni  of  Venie$j  by  Contare- 
no,  translated  by  Lewes  Lewknor«  Esq.  1099,  p.  175. 

'^  MayHor  Johan  Skome  in  CanUrkury — Who  thb  John  Shome  was,  I  can  give  no  account.  la  the  pre- 
foce  to  The  Ar^Mdtnce  of  Armorie,  4to,  1597,  a  storv  b  told  of  one  who  had  been  called  to  worship  la  a 
eity  within  Middlesex,  and  who  being  desired  by  a  herald  to  show  his  coat  [i.  e.  of  arms,]  **  called  nnio 
hb  mayd,  commanding  her  to  fetch  his  coat,  which,  being  brought,  was  of  cloth  gardcd  with  a  buignniaa 
gard  of  bare  velvet,  well  bawdefied  on  the  halfe  placard,  aad  squalloted  in  the  fore  quarfers.  Lo,  quoth 
the  man  to  the  heraught,  here  it  b ;  if  ye  will  buv  it,  ye  shall  have  time  of  payment,  as  first  to  pay  halfe 
In  hand,  and  the  rest  by  and  by.  And  with  nmch  boste  he  said,  he  ware  not  the  same  since  he  caaie  last 
fhim  Sir  Jokn  Shome,^^  dec. 

^  KatewadfCmiwnde  Bridge  b  In  Sampford  handled,  la  the  coanty  of  Sufiblk,  where  there  may  have 
been  a  fomous  chapel  and  rood.    G. 

?5  Jfenry— Herry,  edit.  1589. 


[H^TwooB.  THE  FOUR  F«. 


43 


AtS>ynt8>fjpor*i;»^  toorLadjofSwithweie;^^  \  I  tniste  the  sooner  to  obttin 
At  Croiii^'*^mt  WyWomc,'*  and  at  Muswel ;  ^      For  my  salfacyon,  grace  and  mercy. 

For  be  ye  sure  I  thynke  assuredly,^ 


At  Saynt  Rycfaarde^^  and  at  Saynt  Roke;^ 
And  at  our  Lady  fb^  standetb  m  the  oke. 
To  thete^  with  otber  many  one, 
Devoutly  havp  I  prayed  imd  gooe^ 
Prayeing  to  them,  to  pray  for  me 
Unio  the  hlteed  TVyny^e, 


Who  seketh  saynts  tor  Chryste's  sake. 
And  namely  suche  as  pevne  do  take 
On  fote,  to  punish  their  ^'  frail  body. 
Shall  therby  meryte  more  hyely    ^  _  . 
Then  by  any  thyng  dona  by  man« 


Bf  wlioee  prayers  imd  my  dayly  payne,  I     Parci^  And  when  ye  ha?e  gone  as  far  as  ye  ^^can^ 


^  ^t^  SMyoiir*«— *'  In  September,  the  same  yeare,  (tays  Weever,  p.  1 1 1.)  Vis.  an.  SO.  Hen.  VIII.  by 
the  mccial  BM>tioB  of  great  Cromwell,  all  the  notable  images,  onto  &e  which  were  made  any  especial! 
piigriniagei  and  offerings,  as  the  images  of  our  Ltdjf  of  fVaUingluuHt.  Ipswich,  Worcester,  the  La^  of 
^tfiidow,  the  rood  of  grace  of  oor  Lady  of  Boxley,  and  the  image  of  the  rood  of  Saint  Saviour  ai  Bermond* 
«f  « with  all  the  rest,  were  brooght  no  to  Lopdon,  and  bamt  at  Chelsey ;  at  the  commandment  of  the  fore- 
said CromweD,  all  the  jewels,  and  other  rich  pflTerings  to  these,  and  to  the  shrines  (which  were  all  likewise 
ta&cai  away,  or  bealeo  to  pieces)  of  other  saints,  throoghont  both  England  and  Wales,  were  brooght  lata 
the  ia^*s  ticoiaK." 
^7  M  ear  Lti^  of  SmUkmela^Tka  church  dedicated  to  SaiiU  Mmy  at  Sonthwel,  in  Nottinghamshire. 
Crmmt — In  the  cooaty  of  Kent,  near  Greenwich. 

W^omo    In  Finsbury  handred,  Middlesex,  the  chapel  dedicated  to  St  Mmy.   See  above,  note  38. 

M  Jtaiwel  .**  ^nmcUfhiUj  called  also  Pinsenall-hill  j  there  was  a  chappie  sometime  bearing  the 

of  oor  Ladle  of  Maswell,  where  now  Alderman  Rot  hath  erected  a  proper  house,  the  place  taketh 

of  the  weU  and  of  the  hill,  Moosewell-hill  i  for  there  is  on  the  hill  a  sprmg  of  foire  water,  which  it 

wHhia  the  comnass  of  the  house.    There  was  some  time  an  image  of  the  Liidie  of  Muswell,  wher^ 

iBrnfl  ret      "     " 


eontimmu  resort  in  the  way  of  pylgrimage,  growing,  as  n  (though,  as  I  take  It,  fabulooslie)  re- 
parted,  la  fcgard  of  a  great  cure  which  was  performed  by  this  water  upon  a  king  of  Scots,  who  beiqg 
mna^gAy  diseased,  was,  by  some  devlne  iatelllgence,  advised  to  take  the  water  of  a  well  in  England,  call- 
ed MmtmMi  which,  alter  long  scratattoa  and  inquisition,  thb  well  was  found,  and  performed  the  cure.'*— • 
NoaoBv's  Speculum  BrUmmimt  p.  36.  edit.  1723.  I  am  informed,  that  the  mosaic  pavement,  and  other 
raim  of  this  well  and  its  chapel,  were  to  be  seen  about  twenty-five  ye^rs  agUb 

^  Smpti  Rwekardt — ^This  was  probably  Richard  Fitznige,  bishop  of  I^oadoo,  and  treasurer  of  England,  • 
hi  the  tlaie  of  Henry  the  Second.    His  shrine  was,  as  Wecver  observes,  p.  714.  in  St  Faults  church ;  and, 
m  he  coatiibuted  largely  to  the  bqildiog  of  the  church,  he  coiyectures  it  to  have  been  erected  there  e« 
that  accoonL    Drayton,  however,  in  his  Po/y  Olbion,  song  zxiv.  speaks  of  others  of  that  name  |  as, 

**  JUdbntf,  the  dear  son  to  Lothar,  king  of  Kent, 
When  he  his  happy  days  reliriously  had  spent ; 
And,  feeling  the  approach  of  his  declining  age, 
Desiroos  to  see  Rome  in  holy  pilgrimage. 
Into  thy  country  come,  at  Lucca  left  hb  life  i 
Whose  miracles  there  done,  yet  to  this  day  are  rife.** 


Again, 


Again, 


**  So  countries  more  remote  with  oun  we  did  acquaint ; 

As  Riehardy  for  the  fame  his  holiness  had  won. 

And  for  the  wondrous  things  that  through  bis  prayers  were  done  f 

From  this  his  native  home  Into  Calabria  call'd, 

And  of  St  Andrew's  there  the  bbhop  was  imtaird} 

For  whom  she  hath  profoss'd  much  reverence  to  thb  land.** 

**  So  other  southern  sees,  here  either  less  or  morci 
Have  likewise  had  their  saints • 


we  have  of  Chichester 


StOmi  Riduariy  and  with  him  Saint  Gilbert,  whicfaMo  stand 
InroU'd  amoi^  the  rest  of  thb  our  mitred  band.*' 

^  Ss9B#  Moke  Saint  Roke,  or  Roch,  was  bom  at  Montpelier,  In  France ;  and  died  in  prison  at  Am» 
flerye,  in  the  province  of  Lombardy,  where  a  large  church  was  built  in  honour  of  him.  See  L^sada 
jivftti^  p«  SSos 

«s  OMcfo— obtaye,  1st  edit  ^  ^tmredTj^-Hnrely,  1st  edit.  *'  2^ir— thy,  1st  edit 

^  Pardraei^-**  Pardoners  were  certain  fellows  that  carried  about  the  Pope*s  Indnlgencct,  and  sold 
them  lo  such  sup  would  buy  them ;  agaimt  whom  Lather,  by  Sleydan's  report,  incensed  the  people  oC 
Gcnaaay  ia  hb  tlaie,  exhorting  them  ne  mercu  tarn  viU$  imti  tmcrent,^' — Coif  E|« 

«7  r»— yoo,  edit.  1669. 
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For  all  jour  labour  and  gosQdy  entetiffe,       ^ 
Ye  will  come  home  ^  as  wyse  as  je  w^e, 
Pa/m.  Why,  syr,  dyspyse  ye  pylgryaia|;e  f 
Paril  Nay,  fore^  God,  sjr,  then  dyd  I  ra^; 
I  tbynke  ye  ryght  well  occU|ljedy 
To  seke  these  sayifts  on  every  s^de* 
Also  your  paynes  '^  I  not  dysphtbe  it; 
But  yet  I  discomende  your  wit : 
And  or  '.'  we  go  even  so  shall  ye. 
If  you  in  this  wyl  answere  me. 
I  pray  you  shew  what  the  cause  is^  ^ 
Ye  wente  all  these  pylcrymages  ? 

FAbn,  Forsoth,  this  Tyfe  1  did  beg^n. 
To  rydde  the  bondage  of  my  syn : 
For  whiche  these  sayntes  rehersed  or  this : 
I  have  both  sought  and  sene,  I  wys ; 
Besechynge  them  to  bear  recorde 
Of  all  my  payne,  unto  the  Lord, 
That  gyveth  all  remyssion,      ^^ 
Upon  eche  man's  contricyon : 
And  by  thyr  good  mediacion, 
Upon  myne  '^  humble  submyssiony 
1  trust  to  have  in  very  dede,  ^ 

For  my  soule  helth  the  better  spede.  ^^ 

PardU  Nowe  is  your  owne  confessyoO  lykely 
To  make  yourselfe  ^^  a  fool  quickly. 
For  I  perceyve  ye  wolde  obtayn 
No  other  ^^  thynge  for  all  your  payne. 
But  ouely  grace  your  soule  ti>  save : 
Now  mark  in  this  what  wyt  ye  have. 
To  seke  so  farre^  and  helpe  so  nye ; 
Even  here  at  home  is  it^iocdy : 
For  at  your  dore  royselfe  doth  dwelt. 
Who  coulde  have  saved  your  soule  aswel. 
As  all  your  wyde  wandrynge  shall  do^ 
Tliough  ye  wente  thryes  to  Jericho. 
Nowe  syns  ye  royght  have  spedde  at  home^ 
What  have  ye  wonne  by  running  ^^  to  Rome  ? 


Palm.  If  dib  be  true  Unit  yo6  iMiVe  tM(4^ 
Then  is  my  wyt  in  dede  repi^ted. 
But  let  us  here  fVrste  what  ve  are  ? 

Pard,  Truly  I  am  a  Pardoner. 

Pabn.  Truly  a  Pardoneif !  that  mity  be  trti^ ; 
But  a  true  Pardoned  dotb  riat  ensev^.  i^^ 
Rvght  selde  is  it  sene,  at  fi^ver. 
That  trueth  and  Pardoners  dwell  togeCfier. 
Fur  be  youf  pardons  never  so  gfeat, 
Yet  them  to  enlarge  ye  wyl  nat  let. 
With  surhe  lyes,  uiat  oft  tymes,  Cryste  wot. 
Ye  seme  to  have  that  ye  have  nat 
Wherfore  1  went  niyselfe  to  the  selfe  thynge 
In  every  place,  and  without  faynyng  : 
tiad  as  muche  pardon  there  assuredly. 
As  ye  can  promyse  me  here  doutet'ully. 
Howe  be  it,  1  thynke  ye  da  but  soofie :  '^ 
But  yf  ye  badde  all  the  pardon  ye  speak '^  of. 
And  no  whyt  of  pardon  graunted 
In  any  place,  where  I  hive  haunted; 
Yet  of  my  labour  I  hothyhge  repent ; 
Ood  bathe  respect  how  eche  tynie  is  spent. 
And  as  in  his  knowledge  all  is  regarded ; 
So  by  his  goodness  all  is  rewarded. 

pard.  By  the  '*  fyrste  parte  of  this  laste  tale, 
It  seemeth  ye  came  of  late  '^  from  the  ale  s 
For  reason  on  your  syde  so  farre  doth  fayle, 
That  ye  leve  reasoning,^  and  b^yn  to  rayle ; 
Wbenn  jon^  forget  your  owne  part  clerely, 
For  jTou^  be  as  untrue  as  I : 
And  in  one  poynte  ve  are  beyonde  me. 
For  you  *'  may  lie  by  aucthoryte,  - 
And  all  that  have  ^  waudred  so  farre. 
That  no  man  can  be  theyr  controller. 
And  where  you  ^  esteme  your  labour  so  muche ; 
I  say  yet  agayne  roy  pardons  are  ^  suche. 
That  yf  there  were  a  titonsande  soules  on  a  hepe, 
I  wold  brynge  them  all  to  heven,  as  good  ehepe,^' 


iMM*«pki 


^*  Ye  mil  come  home — Yet  welcome,  lit  edit* 
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Fore—for,  I  at  edit* 
5*  Myne— my,  edit.  1509. 
3'  Running — ronn^ln^,  Ut  edit. 
58  2%«— this,  edit.  1669. 
<^  Reasoning^f^'tonyngf  ist  edit. 
P3  Vou^^e^  1st  edit. 


1ft  edit. 


S'  Or-eie,  edit  1509. 


so 

"  FiNirse//A-yoa^  edit.  1609.        '^  No  oMef^notber,  1ft  edit. 

S6  5ro^<>»«ofte,  1st  edit.  ''  ^Moit— kepe,  1st  edit. 

59  Ye  came  of  lately  <m  come  late,  1ft  edit. 

6»  Fwi— ye,  Ist  edit.  «*  Fb»— ye,  Ist  edit. 

64  £/ave— hath,  Ist  edit.  ^  You—ye^  1st  edit. 


^  Are — be,  Ist  edit. 

^7  J  icold  brynge  them  all  to  Aeven,  ae  good  chepe — Cheap,  as  Dr  Johnson  observes,  if  market,  and  g^ed 
pheapt  therefore,  is  ton  marche. .  The  expression  b  very  frequent  in  ancient  writers,  as  in  ClHUrchyiurd*f 
fVorthynest  of  Wales.    Evans's  edition,  1776,  p.  3. 

<«  Victuals  good  cheape  in  most  part  of  Wal^f.*' 

^^  Seeing  thou  wilt  not  buie  counsayle  at  the  first  hande  good  cheape,  thou  shalt  buy  repentance  at  fecond 
hand,  at  such  an  unreasonable  rate,  that  thou  wilt  curse  thy  bard  penyworth,  and  ban  thy  bard  heart***-* 
Euphues,  1581,  p.  b.  *'  He  bueys  other  men's  cunning  good  cheape  in  London,  and  sefs  it  deare  fai  tbe 
countre>.  * — Dekkar's  Belmans  Nigh$'W^lkSf  H.  4*  See  other  instances  in  Mr  Steeveos's  Note  oo  FM 
Part  of  King  Ilenry  IV.  A.  3.  S.  8, 


'/ 


Heywood.} 
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As  je  have  Intniglit  fonreelfe  on  pylgrjmagey 
In  the  last  ^*  qaarter  of  your  voyage, 
Which  is  *•  far  a  this  side  heaven,  hy  God : 
There  your  labour  and  pardon  it  od. 
With  smale  cost  without  any  payne, 
These  pardons  bring  ^°  them  to  heven  playne. 
Gcve  me  but  a  peny  or  two  pens. 
And  assone  as  the  aoule  departeth  hens, 
IpJialfe  an  houre,  or  thre  quarters  at  the  moste, 
^^The  toule  is  in  heven  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Pot,  Send  ye  any  souls  to  heaven  by  water  ? 

PariL  If  we  doo,^"  sir,  what  is  the  mater? 

Poi,  By  God,  I  have  a  drye  souie  shulde  thy 
ther;    j      • 
I  pray  you  let  our  soules  go  to  heven  togyther ; 
So  bysy  you  twayn  be  in  soules  helth. 
May  nat  a  Potycary  come  in  by  stelth  ? 
Yes,  that  I  wyl/*  by  Saynt  Antony ; 
And  by  the  leve  of  thys  company. 
Prove  ye  false  knaves  bothe,  ere  ^'  we  goo, 
In  parte  of  your  sayings,  as  thys,  lo : 
Thou,  by  thy  travayle,  thynkest  heven  to  gete ; 

[To  the  Palmer, 
And  thou  by  pardons  and  reliques  countest  no  let,^^ 

[To  the  Pardoner, 
To  sonde  thyne  owne  soule  to  neven  sure, 
And  all  other  whome  thou  lyste  to  procure. 
If  I  toke  an  accion,  then  were  they  blanke ; 
For  lyke  theeves  the  knaves  rob^^  away  my  thanke. 
All  soules  in  heven,  havynge  releefe, 
Shall  they  thanke  yottr  crafces  ?  nay,  thanke  myn 

chefe. 
No  soole,  ye  knowe,  entreth  heven  gate, 
Tyll  from  the  bodye  he  be  separate : 
And  whome  have  ye  knowen  dye  honestly,^* 
Without  helpe  of  the  Potycary  ? 
Nay,  all  that  commeth  to  our  handlynge^ 
Except  ye  happe  to  come  to  hangynge ; 
That  way,  perchaonce,  ye  shall  nat  myster 
To  go  to  heven  without  a  glyster. 
But  be  ye  sure  I  wolde  be  wo,^^ 
If*  ye  shulde  chaunoe  to  begyle  me  so. 
As  good  to  lye  with  me  a  nyght. 
As  hang  abrode  in  the  mone  light. 
There  is  no  choyse  to  fle  my  hand ; 
But,  as  I  sayd,  into  the  bande. 


Syns  of  our  sbules  the  multitude 
[  sende  to  heaven,  when  all  is  vewd, 
Who  shulde  but  I  then  all  togyther 
Have  thanke  of  all  their  coroynge  thyther  ? 

Pard.  If  ye  kyl'd  a  thousande  in  an  houre  space. 
When  come  they  to  heven  dyenge  out  of  grace  ?'f? 

Pot.  If  a  thousande  pardons  about  your  necks 
were  teyd ; 
When  come  they  to  heven,  yf  they  never  dyed  ? 

Palm.  liong  lyfe  after  good  workes  in  dede 
Doth  hinder  manners  receyt  of  mede ; 
And  deth  before  one  dewty  done 
May  make  us  th3mke  wo  dye  too  sone ;  ^ 
Yet  bfftier  tary  a  thing  then  *°  have  it, 
Then  go  to  sone,  and  vayoly  crave  it. 

Pard.  The  longer  ye  dwell  in  communicacion 
The  lesse  shall  ye  lyke  thys  y^agynacion. 
For  ye  **  may  peroeyve  even  at  the  fyrst  chop 
Your  tale  is  trapt  in  such  a  stop, 
That,  at  the  4este,  ye  seme  worse  than  we. 

P4>t.  By  the  masse,  I  holde  us  nought  all  thre. 

Ped,  By  our  Lady,  then  have  I  gone  wronge 
And  yet  to  be  here  I  thought  it  bnge. 

Pot,  Brothef,  ye  have  gone  wrong  no  wyl, 
I  prayse  your  fortune  and  your  wyt, 
That  can  dyrrcte  you  so  discretely, 
To  plante  you  in  this  company. 
Thou  a  Palmer,  and  thou  a  Pardoner, 
I  a  Poticary. 

Ped.  And  I  a  Pedler. 

Pot,  Nowe,  on  my  fay th,  full  well  watched 
Where  the  devyll  were  we  foure  hatched  ? 

Ped.  That  maketh  no  mater,  since  we  be 
•    matched, 
I  coulde  be  mery  yf  that  I  had  catchyd 
Some  money  for  parte  of  the  ware  in  my  packe. 

Pot.  What  the  devyll  hast  thou  there  at  thy  back? 

Ped.  What  dost  thou  nat  knowe,  that  every 
Pedler 
In  all  kinde  of  trifles'*  must  he  a  medler? 
Specyally  in  women's  tryflinges ; 
Those  use  we  cheefly  *^  above  all  thynges. 
Whiche  thyngs  to  se,  yf  ye  he  disposed, 
Beholde  what  ware  here  is  disclosed  : 
This  gcre  shewcth  itself  in  suche  bewte. 
That  eche  man  thynketh  ^  it  saith  come  bye  me. 


«  L«i<— leste,  Ist  edit,  least,  edit.  I5fi0.    <»  /*— as,  Ist  edit.  7©  jjring— bryngeth,  1st  edit. 

7»  l>oo-Hiyd,  Ist  edit.  7»  /«y/--we  wiU,  ed.  1d69.    "  jtVc— or,  1st  edit. 

7*  M— i.  e.  hindrance.  75  i?o6— they  rob,  ed.  1569.    ^6  i/on«/Z^— hostely,  Ist  edit. 

77  Iwoide  be  wo-— To  be  woe,  is  often  used  by  old  writen  to  signify  to  be  sorrif.  So  Sbakspcare's  TempeU, 
JL,  9.  B.  I. 

«  J ow  »o« fort.  Sir." 
Cluuicer*s  Court  of  Love : 

" /  wolde  be  »o. 

That  I  presume  to  her  is  writin  so.*' 

See  Mr  Steevem's  Note  on  Shakspeare,  Vol.  I.  p.  106. 
7S  //^bat,  edit.  1569. 

7*  i>y0ngeoitfo/;raee~from  state  of  grace,  1st  edit.  "^  7%«f— Mr  Dodsley  reads,  anrf. 

»«  r«— yoo,  edit.  1569.  »*  Ml  kindi  of  tr  fits—every  tryfull,  1st  edit 

»  CA«^fy— chefe,  1st  edit.  •♦  nynJfee^A-^thlnks,  edit.  156V. 
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[Heywood. 


Loke  were  yourself  can  lyke  to  be  chooser, 
Yourselfe  shall  make  pr\ce,  though  I  be  a  looser. 
Is  here  ^'  nothynge  for  my  fatlier  Palmer? 
v/Have  ye  nat  a  wanton  in  a  corner  ? 
For  all  your  walkyng  to  holy  places, 
By  Cfyste,  I  ha\*e  herde  of  as  straunge  cases. 
Who  lyveih  in  love,  and  lave  wolde  wynne, 
Even  at  this  packe  he  must  begynne.  * 
Wherein  *^  is  ryght  many  a  proper  token, 
Of  Which  by  name  paite  shall  be  spoken  : 
Gloves,  pynnes,  combes,  glasses  unspottyd. 
Pomanders,  hookes,  and  lasses  knotted ;  ^^ 
Broches,  rynges,  and  all  manner  of  bedes; 
Laces  ^^  rounde  and  flat  for  women's  heades; 
^  Nedvis,  threde,  thymbell,  shers,  and  all  suche 

knackes. 
Where  lovers  be,  ijo  suche  thynges  lacks; 
%pers,^°  swathbonds,^'  rybandes,  and  sieve  laces, 
Gyrdyls,  knives,  pursses,  and  pyncaces. 

Pot,  Do  women  bye  their  pyncaces  of  yuu  ? 

Fed,  Ye,  that  they  do,  I  make  God  a  vow. 

Pot.  So  mot  I  thryve  then  for  my  parte, 
I  beshrewe  thy  knave's  nakyd  herte, 
For  makyoge  my  wifys  pyncace  so  wyde, 
The  pynnes  fall  out,  they  cannat  abyde : 
Yet  pynnes  she  roust  have,  one  or  other; 
Yf  she  lese  one,  she  wyll  fynde  another. 
\Vherein  I'  fynde  cause  to  complayne ; 
V^ew  pjDDcs  to  her  pleasure,  but  to  my  payne. 


Pard,  Syr,  ye  seme  wel  seue  in  woman's  causes ; 
r  pray  you  tell  me  what  causeth  this : 
That  women  after  iheyr  arysyoge,'* 
Be  so  longc  in  theyr  appareleng  ? 

Ped.  Forsoth,  women  have  many  lettes^ 
And  they  be  masked  in  many  nettes: 
As  froutlettes,^^  fyllettes,  partlettcs,'*  and  brace- 

lettcs;  . 
And  then  theyr  bonettes  and  theyr  poynettes'* 
By  these  lettes  and  nettes,  the  lette  is  suche. 
That  spede  is  small,  whan  haste  is  muche. 

Pot.  Another  cause  why  they  come  nat  forwarde, 
Whiclie  maketh  them  dayly  to  drawe  backwarde ; 
And  yet  '^  is  a  thynge  they  cannat  forbere ; 
jrThe  trymmynge  and  pynnynge  up  of  theyr  gere  ; 
Specyally  theyr  fydling  with  the  tayle  pyn; 
And  when  they  wolde  have  it  prickt  '^  in, 
If  it  chaunce  to  double  in  the  clothe, 
'*  Then  be  they  ^'  wode,  and  swere  *°^  an  othe. 
Tyl  it  stande  reght  they  wyll  nat  forsake  it. 
Thus  though  it  may  not,  yet  wyll  *°'  they  make  it 
But  be  ye  sure  they  do  but  defarre  it ; 
For  when  they  wolde  make  it,  ofte  times  they 

marre  it. 
But  prycke  them,  and  pynoe  them,  as  oyche  as 

ye  wyll. 
And  yet  wyll  they  loke  for  pynnynge  sty  11. 
So  that  I  durste  bolde  with  you  a  joyn^ 
Ye  shall  never  have  them  at  a  ful  '^  poioL 


«  ifere^there,  edit.  1560.  *  *«  FrAcrein— where,  Ist  edit. 

*7  Knotted— unknotted^  edit.  1569.  **  Laces— Istce^  1st  edit. 

''  Nedlesy  threde  thimbles,  and  such  other  knacks — Edition,  1569. 

^  Sypers — i.  e.  Cyprus  ;  thin  staff  of  which  women^s  veils  were  made.    So,  in  Sbakspcare^s  fVinttr*» 
Tatty  A.  4.  i».  3. 

"  Lawn  as  white  as  driven  snow, 

Cyprus  black  as  any  crow." 


Again,  in  Twelfth  Night: 


« 


a  cypruSf  not  a  bosom 

Hides  my  poor  heart."        S. 


''  SwUhhonds — i.  e.  rollers  In  which  infants  were  swathed.    So,  in  Tymon  of  Athens  : 

"  Had  thou,  like  us,  from  thy  first  swath"  &c.        S. 

^  jirysynge — uprising,  edit.  1569. 

^'  Fronttettes — Frontal,  Fr.     A  front  let ,  or  forehead-hand,    Cotgrave.     A /^on/W  is  mentioned  as 

Eart  of  a  woman's  dress,  in  Lyiy's  Midan^  I5*.'2  ;  "  Hoods,  frontlets,  wires,  cauls,  curling  irons,  periwig, 
odkins,  fillets,  hair  laces,  ribbons,  rolls,  kootstrings,  glasses,"  &c.    See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Ki^ 
*  Lear,  A.  l.  S.  4. 

**  Partkttes—Rulk  or  bands  for  women.    Sec  Glossary  to  Douglas's  Translation  of  Virgil. 
*^  Poynettes — Little  bodkins  or  puncheons.     Cotgrave,  voce  Poin^onnet. 
s>«  Ff/— if,  edit.  1569.  »'  Pn'cfrf— prycke,  1st  edit. 

^  Tiien  be  they  wode — Wode  signifies  mad^  furious,  or  violent.  So,  in  Ascham's  Toxophilas,  Bennct  s 
edition,  4t».  p.  H6.  '*  How  will  you  thinckc  that  suche  furiousoesse,  with  woode  countenance,  and  breo- 
ninge  eyes,  with  staringe  and,  bragginge,  with  hart  redye  to  leape  out  of  the  belly e  for  swelllngc,  can  be 
expressed  the  itentbe-part  to  the  uttermost."  Churchyard's  fVorthimess  of  iVales,  p.  103.  Evans's  edition* 
1776. 

<'  It  flowes  with  winde,  although  no  ray^e  there  bee. 

And  swelles  like  sea,  with  waves  and  foming  flood  : 

A  wonder  sure,  to  see  this  river  Dee, 

With  winde  alone,  to  waxe  so  wyld  and  wood, 

Majce  such  a  sturre,  as  water  would  be  mad. 

And  sheHe^ucb  life,  as  though  some  spreete  it  had." 

99  Xhey—i\kej  he,  edit.  1569.  '~  Swere— swereth,  1st  edit. 

10*  ir^t^-wil,  edit.  1669.  »°»  /f*!**— faU,  1st  edit. 
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Pe<2.  Let  women's  inatere  passe,  and  marke 
myne ; 
What  ever  theyr  poyntes  be,  these  pny ntes  be  fyue. 
Wherfore  yf  ye  be  wyjiynge  to  bye, 
Lay  doivne  money,  come  off  '°^  qoyckely. 

Palm,  Nay,  by  my  troutb,  we  be  lyke  fryers ; 
We  are  but  beggars,  we  be  no  byers. 

Pard.  Syr,  ye  may  showe  your  ware  for  your 
roynde, 
But  I  thynke  ye  shall  no  profyte  fynde. 

Ped.  VV€ll,  though  this  journey  acquyte  nocoste. 
Yet  thynke  I  nat  my  labour  loste : 
For,  by  the  fayth  of  my  body, 
I  lyke  ful  well  thys  company. 
Up  shall  this  packe ;  for,  it  is  playne, 
I  came  not  hyther  al  for  {;ayne. 
Who  may  nat  play  one  day  in  a  weke. 
May  thynke  hys  thryfte  is  farre  to  seyke. 
Devyse  what  pastyme  that  ye  thynke  beste. 
And  make  ye  sure  to  fynde  me  prest.  '^ 

Pot,  Why,  be  ye  so  unyversall 
That  ye  can  do  what  so  ever  ye  shall  ? 

Ped.  Syr,  yf  ye  lyste  for  to  appose  me ; 


What  I  can  do,  then  shall  you  se. 
Pot,  Then  tell  me  thys;   are  you  perfyt  in 

drynkynge  ? 
Ped.  Perfyt  in  drynkynge,  as  may  be  wysht  by 

thynkynge. 
Pot,  Then,  after  your  drynkynge,  how  fall  ye 

to  wynking? 
.  Ped,  Syr,  after  drynkynge,  whyle  the  shot  '^^  is 
tynkynt^e, 
Some  liedes  be  swymmyng,  '^  but  myne  wyll  be 

synkyng; 
And,  upon  drynkynge,  n[iy  eyse  wil  be  pynkynge; 
For  wynkyngc  to  drynkynge  is  alway  lynkynge. 

Pot.  Then  drynke  and  slepe  you  can  well  do; 
But,  yf  ye  were  desyred  therto, 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  can  you  syoge? 

Ped.  Syr,  I  have  some  syghb  m  syngyn^e. 
Pot.  But  is  your  brest  ^°\  any  ihynge  swete  ? 
Ped,  What  ever  my  breste  be,  myvoyce  b  mete. 
Pot,  That  answere  showeth  you  a  ryght  syng* 
ynpe  man. — 
Now  what  is  your  wyll,  good  father,  than? 
Palm,  What  helpeth  wyll,  where  is  no  skyll  ? 


*°'  Come  off— I.  e.  pay  down. 

*°*  Preai — i.  e.  ready ;  pret^  Fr.     So,  in  Casar  and  Pompey,  1607  : 

**  What  must  be,  must  be ;  Caesar's  prest  for  all.'* 

8«e  a  note  on  The  Merchant  of  Venice^  act  i.  scene  1.8* 
Again,  Chorcbyard's  Challenge,  1593,  p.  80 : 

*'  Then  shall  my  mouth,  my  muse,  my  pen,  and  all. 
Be  preMt  to  serve  at  each  good  subject's  call." 

Cjstbla's  Revels,  act  v.  scene  4 :  . 

**  I  am  prest  for  the  encounter." 

'^  Shot—l.  e.  the  reckoning.  See  Mr  Steevens's  note  to  The  First  Part  of  King  Henry  IK  act  v.  sc.  S, 
A^io,  in  Churchyard's  Worthyness  of  Wales : 

*'  Behuld  besides,  a  further  thing  to  note, 
The  best  cheap  cheare  they  have  that  may  be  found; 
The  *hot  iR  great  when  each  mans  pais  his  groate, 
If  all  alike  the  reckoning  runneth  round*" 

'°*  Stpymmyng — The  second  edition  reads,  swynking. 

'^^  Bui  is  your  brest  any  ihynge  sterte — In  Sir  John  Hawkins's  History  of  Music,  Vol.  III.  p.  466.  a  pas- 
'Hfi  in  Tusscr's  Five  Hundred  Points  of  Husbandryy  \5iiO,  is  cited,  in  which  this  line  occurs : 

'*  The  better  brent,  the  lesser  rest  ;'* 

■poo  which  he  makes  this  observation :  *Mn  singing,  the  sound  is  originally  produced  by  the  action  of 
^e  lonfis;  which  are  so  essential  an  organ  in  this  re»ipcrt,  that  to  have  a  good  breatt  was  formerly  a  com- 
n>OD  periphrasis  to  denote  a  good  singer.  The  Italians  make  use  of  the  terms,  voce  de  petto,  and  voce  di 
'^A  to  signify  two  kinds  of  voice,  of  which  the  first  is  the  best.  In  Shakespeare^s  comedy  of  Twelfth 
^^ikt,  after  the  clown  la  asked  to  sing.  Sir  Andrew  Aguerheek  says, 

**  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breast.^^ 

'*  And  in  the  statutes  of  Stoke  college,  in  Sufibik,  founded  by  Parker,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  is  a 
provision  in  these  words:  Of  which  said  queristers,  after,  their  ftr^a «<j  are  changed,  (i.  e.  their  voices 
'^fokc,)  we  will  the  most  apt  of  wit  and  capacity  be  helpen  with  exhibitions  of  forty  shillings,"  &c. 
8fe  also  the  notes  of  Mr  Warton  and  Mr  Steeveus  to  Twelf/h  Night,  act  ii.  scene  3. 
Aj^ain,  in  Middleton's  More  Disaembleis  besidts  IVomen,aci  i.  scene  1.  Dondolo,  after  a  song  by  his  page, 
■^yi,  **  Oh  rich,  ravishing,  rare,  and  enticing  1    Well,  go  thy  ways,  for  as  swoet  a  brested^agc  as  ever  lay 
at  bii  master's  feet,  in  a  truckle-bed.'* 
lyomen  beware  of  Women,  act  iii.  scene  2. 
**  Duke,  Yea,  the  voice  too,  sir? 
Fab.  1,  and  a  sveet  brest  too,  my  lord,  I  hope; 
Or  I  have  cast  away  my  money  wisely." 
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Pard.And  what  Mpeth  tkyll,  where  is  no  wil  ?'^ 

Pot,  For  wyll  or  skyll  what  helpeth  it, 
Where  frowarde  knaves  he  lackynge  wit  ?'^ 
Leve  off  thys  coriositie ; 
And  who  that  lyste,  synge  after  me. 

[Here  they  tyvge. 

Fed,  Thys  lyketh  roe  wel,  so  mot  I  the. 

Pard.  So  heipe  me  God,  it  lyketh  nat  me. 
Where  company  is  met,  and  well  agreed, 
Crood  pastyme  dooth  rvght  well  indede. 
But  who  can  syt  in  dalyaunce, 
Men  set  in  sache  a  vanannce  ? 
As  we  were  set,  or"®  ye  came  in, 
Whicbe  stryfe  thys  man  dyd  fyrst  begynne ; 
Alledgynge«  that  suche  men  as  ase, 
For  love  of  God,  and  not "'  refiise 
On  fot  to  goo,  from  place  to  place, 
A  pylgrimage,  callynge  for  grace, 
Shall  in  that  payne  with  penitence, 
Obtayne  discharge  of  csonscyence ; 
Comporynge  that  lyfe  for  the  beste 
Bnduccion  to  your  endless  rest. 
Upon  these  workes  our  mater  grewe ; 
For  yf  he  could  avow  them  true, 
As  good  to  be  a  gardener, 
As  for  to  be  a  Pardoner. 
But  when  I  harde  hyro  so  farre  wyde, 
I  then  aproched,  and  replyed : 
Sayenge  this,  that  this  "^indulgence, 
Havyng  the  foresaid  penitence, 
Dyschargeth  roan  of  all  offence, 
^With  muche  more  profyt  then  this  pretence. 
I  aske  but  two  pens  at  the  moste ; 
I  wys  this  is  nat  very  great  coste. 
And  from  "^  all  payne  without  dyspayre. 
My  soule  for  his  kepe  "'•  even  his  chayre. 
And  when  he  dyeth,  he  may  he  sore 
To  come  to  heven  even  ot  plesure. 
And  more  then  hcven  he  can  "*  nat  get, 
How  farre  so  ever  he  lyste  to  iet. 
Then  is  hys  payne  more  then  hys  wit, 
To  walke "'to  hcven,  syns  he  may  syt. 
Syr,  as  we  were  in  this  contencion, 
In  came  thys  daw  with  hys  invencyon ; 
Revelynge  us,  himselfe  avauntynge. 
That  all  the  soules  to  heven  assendynge, 
Are  most  bounce  to  rhe  Potirary, 
Bycaase  he  helpeth  rooste  men  to  dye ; 
y  Before  whiche  deth,  he  sayeth  in  decfe, 
No  soule  in  heven  can  ha\e  hys  mede. 

Fed,  Why  ?  do  Pocicaries  kyll  men  ? 


Pot,  By  God !  men  say  to  now  and  then. 

Ped,  And  I-  thought  ye  wolde  nat  have  myst, 
To  make  them  lyve  as  longe  as  ye  lytte. 
11  Pot,  As  loflge  as  we  ^yste?  nay,  as  ionge  ai 
'  they  can. 

Ped.  So  myght  we  Ijrve  without  you  than. 

Pot,  Ye ;  but  yet  it  is  "^  necessary 
For  to  have  a  Poticary ; 
For,  when  ye  fele  your  conscyehs  redy, 
1  can  sende  you  to  heven  very  "^  ouydLly. 
Wherfore,  concemynge  our  mater  nere. 
Above  these  twayne  I  am  best,  clere; 
And  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  me  so^ 
I  am  content ;  you,  and  no  mo 
Shal  be  our  judge,  as  in  thys  case, 
Whiche  of  jus  thre  shall  take  the  best  place. 

PcSrrneyther  wyll  judge  the beste'nor  worrte; 
For  be  ye  bleste,  or  be  ye  curste. 
Ye  know  it  is  no  wbyt  my  sleyght, 
To  be  a  judge  in  maters  of  weyght. 
It  behoveth  no  Pedlers,  nor  proctoun, 
To  take  on  them  indgemente  as  doctours ; 
But  yf  your  myndes  be  onely  set 
To  worke  for  soule  helthe,  ye  be  well  met ; 
For  eche  of  you  somwhat  doth  showe 
That  soules  towarde  heven  by  you  doe  growe. 
Then  yf  ye  can  so  well  agree. 
To  contynae  togyther  all  thre ; 
And  all  you  thre  obay  one  wyll. 
Then  all  your  myndes  ye  may  fulfyll. 
As  yf  ye  came  all  to  one  man, 
Who  shulde  goo  pylgryma^e  "'  more  then  he  can? 
In  that  ye  Palmer,  as  debite, 
May  clerely  dyscharde  hym,  parde. 
And  for  all  other  syns  ones  had  contryssyon. 
Your  pardons  geveth  hym  full  remyssyon. 
And  then  ye  Mayster  Poticary, 
May  sende  hym  to  heven  by  and  by. 

Pot.  Yf  he  taste  this  boxe  nye  aboute  the  pryroe, 
By  the  masse,  he  is  in  heven  or  even>songe  tyme ! 
My  craft  is  suche,  that  I  can  ryght  well, 
Sende  my  fryndes  to  heven,  and  myselfe  to  hell. 
But,  syrs,  marke  this  man,  for  he  is  wyse ; 
Who  "^  coulde  devyse  suche  a  devyse  ? 
For  yf  we  thre  may  be  as  one. 
Then  be  we  '*°  lordes  everych  one ; 
Betwene  us  all  aiulde  nat  be  myste, 
To  save  the  soules  of  whorae  we  lyste. 
But,  for  good  order,  at  a  worde, 
Twayne  of  us  must  wayte  on  the  thyrde. 
And  unto  that  I  do  agree, 


««s  iTiT— wyt,  Ut  edit. 

"»  ^it(f  fio/~-not  and,  1st  edit. 

«n  From— for,  edit.  1569. 


i«o  Or-cre. 


lop  |r«— wyll,  1st  edit. 

"*  7%ts— his,  edit.  15(». 

"3»  His  kepe^for  to  keep  crcn  In  hte  chair,  edit.  1509. 
«u  Cflw— may,  edit.  1569.  "'  fFaJite— wake,  Ist  edit. 

«'•  Vet  it  i>-4t  is  very,  edit.  1569.  "^  rery—sMeA  hi,  edit,  1569. 

"B  Shulde  goo  pylgrifmage-^hovl6  go  on  pilgrimage,  edit.  t56  *. 
1*9  fVhi>-'Howe,  Ist  edit.  «»o  ^^  «>-werc  we  as,  cdh.  1569, 
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'^'  For  bothe  yao  twayne  shall  wayt  on  me. 

PordL  What  chaunce  is  this,  that  suche  an  elf 
Commaand  two  knaves  beside  himself? 
Naj,  nay,  my  frende,  tliat  wyll  nat  be ; 
I  am  to  good  to  wayt  on  the. 

Falm,  By  our  Lady,  and  I  wolde  be  loth 
To  wayt  on  the  better  ot  you  both  I 

Fed.  Yet,  he  ye  sewer,  for  all  thyt  doat^ 
This  waytynge  must  be  brought  about. 
Men  cannat  prosper  wylfully  ledde ; 
AW  things  decay  ^^  where  is  no  hedd& 
Wherfore,  doubtlesse,  marke  what  1  say. 
To  one  of  you  thre  twayne  must  obey. 
And,  syniies  ye  cannat  agree  in  voyce. 
Who  shall  he  bed,  there  is  no  choyce, 
But  to  devyse  some  manor  of  thynge, 
Wherin  ye  all  be  lyke  connynge  : 
And  in  the  same  who  can  do  bestc, 
The  other  twayne  to  make  them  preste, 
In  €:veTj  thynge  of  hys  entente, 
Holy  '^'  to  be  at  commaundement. 
And  now  have  I  founde  one  mastry,'^ 
That  ye  can  do  indyf&rently ; 
And  is  nother  sellynge  nor  byenge^ 
But  ev3m  onely  very  lyeng : 
And  all  ye  ihre'canTyS  as  well,   i**""^ 
As  can  the  falsest  devyll  in  hell. 
And  though,  afore,  ye  harde  me  grudge 
In  greater  maters  to  be  your  judge ; 
Yet  iu  lyeng  I  can  boste  some  skyll. 
And  yf  I  shall  be  judge,  I  wyll. 
And  be  you  sure,  without  flattery, 
Where  my  consciens  fyndeth  the  mastrye, 
Ther  shall  my  judgement  strayt  be  founde. 
Though  I  mygnt  wynne  a  thousande  pounde. 

Faim.  Syr,  for  lyeng,  though  I  can  do  it. 
Yet  am  I  loth  for  to  goo  to  it. 

Ped,Ye  have  no'*'  cause  to  fear :  Be  bolde;'*^ 
For  yc  may  here  '*^  lie  uncontrolde. 
And  ye  in  this  have  good  avauntage, 
For  lyeng  is^oor  j^ojogen  usage. 


And  you  in  lyeng  be  well  spedde. 
For  all  your  craft  doth  stande  in  falshed^ 
Ye  nede  nat  care  who  shall  begyn ; 
For  eche  of  you  may  hope  to  wyn. 
Now  speke  all  thre  evyn  as  ye  fynde^ 
Be  ye  agreed  to  folowe  my  mynde  ? 

Palm.  Ye,  by  my  troth,  I  am  contente. 

Pard.  Now,  in  good  fayth,  and  I  assentft. 

Pot.  If  I  denyed,  I  were  a  nody ; 
For  all  is  myne,  by  Goddes  body. 

I  Here  the  Poticary  koj^eth: 
lopper  to  hop  for  the  rynge ! 
But,  syr,'*'  this  cere  goth  nat  by  hoppynge. 

Pot.  Syr,  in  this  hoppynge  I  wyll  hop  so  weU^ 
That  my  tonge  shall  hop  better  '*^  then  my  hele : 
Upon  whiche  hoppynge,  1  hope  and  not  doute  i^ 
To  hop  '^^  so  that  ye  shall  hop  '^'  without  it. 

Palnf^  Syr,  I  wyll  neyther  boste  ne  brawU, 
But  take  suche  fortune  as  may  fall ; 
And  yf  ye  wynne  this  maystery, 
I  wyll  obaye  yon  quietly ; 
And  sure  I  thynke  that  qnietnesse 
In  any  man  is  great  nchesse. 
In  any  mannerof  company. 
To  rule  or  be  ruled  *^*  indiflferently. 

Pard.  By  that  host  thou  semest  a  begger  indede; 
What  can  thy  quietnesse  helpe  us  at  nede  ? 
Yf  we  shulde  starve,  thou  hast  nat,  I  thynk^  U^ 
One  peny  to  bye  us  one  potte  of  drynke. 
Nay,  yf  nchesse  myghte  rule  the  roste^ 
Beholde  what  cause  I  have  to  boste : 
Lo,  here  be  '^'  pardons  halfe  a  dosyn, 
For  gostely  ryches  they  have  no  oosyn; 
And  moreover  to  me  they  brynge 
Sufficient  succour  for  my  lyvynge. 
And  here  be  '^^.relykes  of  suche  a  kynde^ 
As  in  this  worlde  no  man  can  '^'  fynde. 
Knele  down  all  thre,  and  when  ye  leve  kyssyng^ 
Who  lyst  to  offier  shall  have  my  blyssynge. 
Frendes,  here  shall  ye  se  evyn  anone. 
Of  All-ballowes^  the  blessyd  jaw-bone,' ^^ 


'*■  For  hoihe,  &c.— First  edition  reads, 

**  For  bothe  you  twayne  shall  wayt  on  me. 
IfVhat  chaonce  is  this,  that  suche  an  elfe 
Commaunded  two  knaves  besyde  hymselfe." 

***  Things  decatt— thynge  decayed,  Ist  edit.  "^  /fo/y— Holly,  1st  edit. 

^*^  One  mastry — i.  e.  one  magisterium ;  a  chemical  term,  expressive  of  the  highest  powen  of  transmii- 
lation,  and  sometimes  used  for  any  nuuterlif  performance.     S. 

i»s  iv<>— uot,  Ist  edit.  '**  Be  ftolcie— beholde,  edit.  1589. 

■*7  Ma^  here — may  here,  Ist  edit. ;  may  lie,  edit.  1589. 

I2S  Syr—sirs,  edit.  1569.  "*  Better— ns  well  as,  1st  edit. 

■JO  jyop— hope,  Ist  edit.  '"  Hop—hope^  lit  edit. 

-  M*  Be  ruled-— to  be  nilde,  edit  1569.  *JJ  Here  6e— here  are,  edit.  1569. 

«u  B«f-^are,  edit.  1569.  »55  Cim— may,  edit.  1569. 

■16  jiU'hallowea,  tbeblessydjoiivftone — AU-hallowes  is  All-saints.  Mr  Steevens,  In  his  Note  on  The  First 
Part  of  King  Henry  iV.  A,  1.  S.  ^.  remarks  on  the  absurdity  of  appropriating  a  word  formed  to  expreu 
a  conunanity  of  saints  to  a  particular  one  of  the  number. 
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Kysse  it  hardely  with  good  devocion. 

Pol.  Thys  kysse  shall  bryn^e  us  much  promo- 
cyon. 
Fogh,  by  Saynt  Saryour  I  never  kyst  a  v^ars ; 
Ye  were  as  good  kysse  All-hallowe's  ars; 
For  by  AU-hallowes,  yet  me  ihynketh, 
That  AH-hallowe's  breth  styiikcth. 

Palm.  Ye  judge  All-hallowes  brcth  unknowen; 
Yf  any  breth  stynke,  it  is  your  owne. 

Pot,  I  knowe  myne  owne  breth  from  All-hal- 
lowes, 
Or  els  it  were  tvme  to  tisse  the  gnlows. 

PartL  Nay,  sirs,  beholde,  here  may  ye  so 
The  great  toe  of  the  Trinityc, 
Wiio  to  thys  toe  any  money  vowcth, 
And  ones  may  role  it  in  his  moueth, 
All  hys  lyfe  after,  I  undertake, 
*'^  He  shall  never  be  vexl  with  the  tooth  ake. 

Pot.  1  praye  yoa  tome  that  relyke  aboute ; 
/  Either  *'*  the  Trinite  had  the  goute, 
Or  elles,  bycause  it  is  three  toes  in  one, 
God  made  it  asmuche  '^'  as  thre  toes  alone. 

Pare/.  Well,  lette  that  passe, and  \|pke  upon  thys; 
Here  is  a  relyke  that  doth  nat  mys 
To  helpe  the  leste  as  well  as  the  moste : 
This  is  a  buttocke-bone  of  Pentecoste. 

Pot.  By  Chrvste,  and  yet  for  all  your  boste, 
This  relyke  hath  beshyten  the  roste. 

Pard.  Mark  well  thys ;  thys  relyke  here  is  a 
whipper, 
Mjr  frendes  **°  unfayned,  here  **'  is  a  slypper 
Ol  one  of  the  seven  slepers  be  sure ;  '^ 
Doutlesse  thys  kysse  shall  do  you  great  pleasure : 
For  all  these  two  dayes  it  shall  so  ease  you. 
That  none  other  savours  shall  displease  you. 

Pot.  All  these  twodaiyes!  nay,  all  these  **'  two 
yere; 
.  For  all  the  savours  that  may  come  heer 
Can  be  no  worse ;  for  at  a  worde, 
One  of  the  seven  slepers  trode  on  a  torde. 

Ped.  Syr,  me  thynketh  your  devocion  is  but 
smal. 

Pard.  Small !  mary  me  thynketh  he  hath  none 
at  ail. 


?^ 


Pol.  What  the  dcvyll  care  I  what  ye  tbinke? 
hall  I  praysc  relykes  when  they  styiike  ? 

Pard.  Here  is  an  eye-toth  of  the  great  Turkc: 
Whose  eyes  be  ones  sette  on  thys  pece  of  workc 
May  happely  lese  part  of  his  eye-syght, 
But  nat  all  tyll  he  be  blyr.de  outryght. 

Pot.  What  so  ever  any  man  seeth, 
I  have  no  devocion  unto  ***  Turkes  teeth : 
For  although  I  never  sawe  a  greter, 
Yet  me  thynketh  I  have  sene  many  better. 

Pard.  Here  is  a  box  ful  of  humble  bees. 
That  stonge  Eve  as  she  sat  on  her  knees 
Tastynge  the  frute  to  her  forbyddcn  : 
Who  kysseth  the  bees  within  this  hidden, 
Shall  have  asmuche  pardon  of  ryghf, 
As  for  any  relyke  he  kyst  this  nyght. 

Pa/m.  Syr,  I  will  kywe  them  with  all  my  hcrte. 

Pot.  Kysse  them  agayne,  and  take  my  parte, 
For  I  am  nat  worthy;  nay,  lette  be, 
[Those  bees  that  stonge  Eve  shall  nat  stynge  me. 
^    Pard.  Good  frendes,  1  have  yet  here  *♦*  in  thys 

glas, 
Which  on  the  drynke  at  the  weddynge  was 
Of  Adam  and  Eve  undoubtedly: 
If  ye  honour  this  relyke  devoutly, 
Although  ye  thurste  no  whyt  the  lesse. 
Yet  shall  ye  drynke  the  more,  doubtlesse. 
After  whiche  drynkynge  ye  shal  be  as  mete 
To  stande  on  your  hede  as  on  your  fete. 

Pot.  Ye  mary,  now  I  con  '^'you  thanke ;  '*' 
In  presens  of  thys  the  rest  be  blanke. 
Wolde  God  this  rclvke  had  come  rather ; 
Kysse  that  relyke  well,  good  father. 
Suche  is  the  payne  that  ye  Palmers  take, 
To  kisse  thepardoaJbasiefor  the  drynke  sake. 
O  hoTy  yestc,  that  loketh  full  sowf  and* stale, 
For  Goddes  body,  helpe  me  to  a  cuppe  of  ale. 
The  more  I  bcholde  '♦*  thee,  the  more  I  thurste : 
The  oftener  I  kysse  the,  the  more  lyke  to  burste. 
But  sins  I  kysse  the  so  devoutely, 
Hyrc  me  and  helpe  me  with  drynke  tyll  I  dye. 
What,  so  muche  prayeing  and  so  lytell  spede? 

Pard.  Ye,  for  God  knoweth  when  it^is  nede 
To  sende  folkes  drynke;  but  by  Saynt  Antony, 


'^'  He  shall  never  be  vexl  wilh  the  tooth  akt—lle  shall  be  rid  of  the  tooth  ake,  Ist  edit. 

"»  £i7Acr— Other,  Ist  edit.  ^^^  Jsmuche^muchc,  Ist  edit. 

'♦o  Fr«ni/rv— freend,  edit.  1569.  '♦'  //erfr— this,  edit.  1569. 

'^  0ns  of  the  seven  sleprrs  be  sure — These  seven  sleepers  are  said  to  have  lived  at  Ephesus  in  the  tine 
of  the  lOmperor  Oecian.  Being  commanded  to  sacrifice  according  to  the  Pagan  nuinner,  they  fled  to  a 
crave  in  Mount  Celyon,  where  they  fell  asleep,  and  continued  in  that  »tate  372  years,  as  is  asserted  by 
some,  though,  according  to  others,  only  SOS  ^enrs.  They  awoke  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  J  heodosiao, 
who,  being  informed  of  this  extraordinary  event,  came  front  Coustantioople  to  see  them,  and  to  satisfy 
himself  of  the  truth  of  the  relation.  IJavin^  communicated  to  biro  the  several  circumstances  of  their 
case,  they  all,  as  the  Legenda  Aurea  expresses  it,  **  encl^ned  theyr  bedes  to  tb'ertb,  and  reodred  their 
spyrites  at  the  commauLdement  of  our  Lorde  Jcsu  Cr\st,  and  soo  deyed."  See  Legenda  Aurea^  106. 

'«  ryie«c— thys,  ist  edit,  '  '^  To,  Ist  edit. 

"*'  Yett,  edit.  1569.  '4«  Can,  1st  edit. 

'47  Conyuu  thanke— ^ee  Note  31  to  Qammer  GuHon's  NeedU,\a  Dodsley*s  Old  Hays,  Vol.  II.  p.  ^d^ 

'*»  BJiolde^-^c,  edit.  156:*. 
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I  wene  he  bath  sent  you  to  much  alredy. 

Poi,  If  I  have  never  the  more  for  the. 
Then  be  thy  relykes  no  ryches  to  me ; 
Nor  to  thy  self,  cxcepte  they  be 
More  benefycyall  then  I  can  se. 
Rycher  is  one  boxe  of  this  tryacle,'*^ 
Then  all  thy  relykes,  that  do  no  myrakell. 
If  thou  haddest  prayed  but  halfe  so  muche  to  me, 
As  I  have  prayed  to  thy  relykes  and  the, 
Nothynge  concernynge  ipyne  occupacion. 
Bat  streyght  shulde  have  wrought  one'^°  operation. 
And  as  ni  value  I  pa^  you  an  ace. 
So  here  lycth  mucne  rychesse  in  a  lytell  space. 
I  have  a  boxe  of  rebard  here, 
Whiche  is  as  deynty  as  it  is  dere. 
So  '''  helpe  me  God,  and  hoUydam, 
Of  this  I  woulde  not  geve  a  flram 
To  the  beste  freude  1  have  in  England's  grounde. 
Though  he  wolde  give  me  twentie  pounde. 
For  tliough  the  stomake  do  it  abhor,/ 
It  poorgcth  you  clene  from  the  coler; 
And  maketh  your  stomake  sore  to  waiter, 
That  ye  shall  never  come  to  the  halter. 

Ped.  Then  is  that  mcdycyn  a  soverayn  thinge 
To  preserve  a  man  from  hangynge. 

Pot.  If  ye  wyll  taste  but  thys  crouie  that  ye  see. 
If  ever  ye  be  hanged  never  truste  me. 
Here  have  I  Diapompholicus, 
A  speciall  oyntmcntie,  as  doctours  discuse^ 
Fur  a  fislela  or  for  a  canker, 
'**  Thys  oyntment  is  even  shot  anker: 
For  this  medecyc  '^^  helpetb  one  and  other. 
Or  bringeth  them  in  case  that  they  nede  no  other. 
Here  is  a  Stfraput  de  ByzansU^ 
A  lytell  thynge  is  enough  of  this; 
^For  even  the  weyght  of  one  scryppal 
M  Sail  '^*  make  you  as  strong  as  a  cryppul. 
Here  are  other,  as  Diosialos, 
Diagalanga  and  Sticadoa, 
Hlanka,  Manna,  Diospoliticon, 
Mercury  sublyme,  and  Mitridaticon ; 
PeHtory  and  Arse  fetita. 
Gassy  and  CoUoquintida. 
These  be  '^'  the  thynges  that  breke  all  stryfe 
iBetwene  dianne's  syckness  and  his  lyfe. 
'From  all  payne  these  shall  you  delever. 
And  set  you  even  at  resto  fof  ever. 


Here  is  a  medecyn  nd  mo  lyke  the  nune^ 

Whiche  comenly  is  called  thus  by  name, 

Alikakabus  or  Alkagengy : 

A  goodly  thynge  for  dogges  that  be  '^^  mangy; 

Suche  be  these  medycines,  that  I  can 

Helpe  a  dogge  as  wel  as  a  man. 

Nat  one  thynge  here  partycularly 

But  worketh  universally ; 

For  it  doth  me  as  muche  good  when  I  sell  it. 

As  all  the  byers  that  taste  it,  or  smell  it 

Now  syns  my  roedycyns  be  so  speciall, 

And  in  one  operaaon  so  generall. 

And  redy  to  worke  when  so  ever  they  shall. 

So  that  in  ryches  I  am  principall : 

If  any  rewarde  may  entreat  ye, 

I  biesech  your  mast'ship  be  good  to  '^^  roe. 

And  ye  shall  have  a  boxe  of  marmelade. 

So  fyne  that  you  may  dyg  it  with  a' spade. 

Ped.  Syr,  I  thanke  you,  but  your  rewarde 
Is  nat  the  thynge  that  I  regarde. 
I  mustc  and  wyll  be  indifferent: 
Wherfore  procede  in  your  intente. 

PoL  Nowe  yf  I  wyst  thys  wysh  no  synne, 
I  wolde  to  God  I  myght  begynne. 

Pard.  I  am  content  that  thou  lye  fyrste. 

Palm,  Even  so  am  I ;  now*'^  say  thy  worste. 
Now  let  us  here  of  all  thy  lyes, 
The  ^eatest  lye  thou  mayst  devyse, 
And  m  the  fewyst  wordes  thou  can. 

Pot,  Forsooth,  ye  be  '^'  an  honest  man. 

Ped.  There  sayde  ye  raucbe,  but  yet  no  lye. 

Pard.  Now  lye  ye  bothe,  by  our  Lady. 
Thou  lyest  in  host  of  hys  honestie ;  /' 

And  he  hath  lyed  in  a£Brminge  the. 

Pot.  Yf  vfe  both  lye,  and  ye  say  true. 
Then  of  these  lies  your  parte  adew.    . 
And  if  ye  wyn,  make  none  avaunt ; 
For  you  are  sure  of  one  yll  sen'aunte  t 
You  may  perceyve  by  the  wordes  he  gave. 
He  take'th  your  mashyp  *^°  but  for  a  knave. 
But  who  tolde  truth,'^'  or  lyed  in  dede, 
That  wyll  I  knowe  or  '^  we  procede. 
Syr,  after  that  I  fyrste  began 
To  prayse  you  for  an  honest  man. 
When  ye  affyrqied  it  for  no  lye :  '^' 
Now,  by  your  *^  fayth,  speke  even  tnicly; 
Thought  ye  your  offyrmacyon  true  ? 


'^  7Vy«M;r0—fAeriacii,  a  remedy  against  poison.    B/otm/. 

•  50  One— in,  Istcditi  "'  So— Additloo. 

'^^  I'hyg  ointment  U  even  shot  anlter — I  should  suppose  we  ought  to  read  iheet  anchor.  The  aheet  anchor 
If  the  largest  l>eloDgiiig  to  a  ship,  and  is  the  last  refuge  of  mariners ;  for,  when  that  fails  to  take  hold  of 
the  ground,  the  vesiel  is  left  at  the  mercy  of  the  storm.  The  $heet  anchor  was  called  by  (he  ancients, 
amchata  oacra  ;  and  by  the  Freneb,  maitreue  ancre,    S. 

'»  Medeetfn-^lnimeDU  edit.  1560.  '^*  So/f— Will,  edit.  1509. 

""  Be-'Bre^  edit.  1660.  "^  Be— are,  edit,  i^69. 

»57  To— unto,  edit.  156D.  "*  iVoio—and,  Ist  edit. 

159  y^  5e— you  are,  edit.  1669.  '***  ^our  manhyif^U  e.  your  mastenhip*    S* 

'*»  IV«/Ae— true,  Ist  edit.  w  Or— ere,  edit.  1569,  • 

m  j^gr  ig  (yc^for  no  lye,  edit  1569.  »^  r©ur— our,  1st  edit. 
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TttE  FOUR  Fa. 


[Hetwoop. 


Palm,  Yf  nmrjf  for  I  woMe  ye  knewe, 
I  thynke  my  selfe  ao  honest  man. 

PoL  What  thought  ye  ib  the  contrary  than  ? 

PanL  In  that  I  layde  the  contrary ; 
J  thynke  from  troath  I  dyd  oat  vary. 

Poi,  And  what  of  my  wordes  ? 

Pard.  I  thought  ye  lyed. 

Pot.  And  so  thought  I,  by  Ood  that  dyed. 
Nowe  have  voo  twayne  eche  for  hym  selJe  layde. 
That  none  '^  hath  lyed,  bat  bothe  true  sayd. 
And  of  YOU  twayne  none  hath  deoyed. 
But  bothe  a£5rrmed  that  I  have  lyed. 
Now  syns  bothe  ye  '^  the  trouthe  confes, 
^^  How  that  I  lyed,  doo  bear  witnes, 
Hiat  twain  of  us  may  soon  agree. 
And  that  the  Iyer  the  wyuner  mast  be. 
Who  coulde  provyde  soche  evydeos^ 
As  I  have  done  in  this  pretens  ? 
lie  thynketh  thu  matter  sufficient 
To  cause  you  to  gvve  judgement ; 
And  to  gyve  me  the  mastrye : 
For  ye  perceyve  these  knaves  cannat  lye. 

Palm.  Though  nevther  '^  of  us  as  yet  had  lyed; 
Yet  what  we  can  do  b  untryed. 
For  as  yet  we  have  devysed  nothynge, 
Bat  answered  you,  and  geven  you  hearing. 
Ped.  Therfore  I  have  devysed  one  waye 
Wherhy  all  thre  your  mindes  may  saye : 
For  eche  of  you  one  tale  shall  tell ; 
And  whiche  of  you  teileth  most  roervell, 
And  most  nqlikest  '^  to  be  true, 
Shall  most  prevayle,  what  ever  ensew. 

Pot.  If  ye  be  set  on  mervaylinge, 
Then  shall  ye  here  a  raervaylouse  thynge. 
And  though  in  deed  all  be  nat  true. 
Yet  suer  the  most  parte  shall  be  new. 


I  dyd  a  cure  no  longer  ago, 

But  in  Anno  Domini  MiUenmo, 

On  a  woman  yonge  and  so  fayre, 

That  never  have  I  seoe  a  gayre. 

God  save  all  women  of '^^  that  lyknes* 

I'his  wanton  had  the  faileitsyknes^ 

Whiche  by  dissent  came  lynyally. 

For  her  mother  had  it  naturally : 

Wherfore  this  woman  to  recure 

It  was  more  harde  ye  may  be  sure. 

But  though  I  boste  my  crafte  is  sucbe. 

That  in  suche  thynges  I  can  do  muche. 

How  ofte  she  fell  were  muche  to  reporte ; 

But  her  bed  so  gydy  and  her  helys  so  shorte. 

That  with  the  twynglf  nge  of  an  eye, 

Downe  wolde  she  falJc  evyn  by  and  by : 

But  or  '^'  she  wolde  aryse  agayne 

I  shewed  muche  practyse  mucne  to  my  payne; 

For  the  tallest  man  within  thys  towne 

Could  ''*  nat  with  ease  have  broken  her  swowne. 

Although  for  lyfe  I  dyd  nat  doute  her, 

Yet  I  dyd  take  more  paincs  ''*  about  her. 

Then  I  wolde  take  with  mine  owne  syster : 

Syr,  at  the  last  I  gave  her  a  glyster. 

'^'*'  I  thrust  a  thampyon  in  her  tewell, 

And  bad  her  kepe  it  for  a  Jewell. 

But  I  knew  there  '^♦^  it  was  to  heevy  to  cary, 

That  I  sure  was  it  wolde  nat  tary : 

For  where  gonpouder  is  ones  fyerd. 

The  thampyon  there  wyll  no  leng^er  be  hyerd, 

Whiche  was  well  sene  in  tyme  of  this  chaunce ; 

For  when  I  had  charged  this  ordynaunce^ 

Sodeynly,  as  it  had  thonder'd. 

Even  at  a  clap  losed  her  bumberd.'^' 

Now  marke,  fur  here  beeynneth  the  revell : 

This  thampion  flew  ten  lunge  myle  levell, 


*^  Nbite-r<ine,  edit  1509. 

'^7  ffaw,  &c. — First  edition  reads. 


166  ye_your,  1st  edit. 


And  that  we  both  my  lye  so  witaes. 
That  twayne  of  us  thre  ia  one  agree. 

'^  Ne^her^nother,  Ist  edit.  '^  Unlikest^-unlykc,  Ist  edit. 

«70  o/-frota,  l?t  edit.  ''»  Or-^re,  edit.  1569. 

•'*  CmiU— Shulde,  1st  ediL  '7*   Paj/ites— payne,  1st  edit. 

'7^  /  thnut  a  thampyon  in  her  tewel — The  alliuion  is  to  gunnery.  Hiampion  (tampon^  Fr.  a  bungi 
cork,  or  plag  of  wood)  is  now  written  tampion^  and  signifies  the  stopper  with  which  the  months  of  cad- 
Don  are  closed  up,  to  prevent  the  admission  of  rain,  or  sea-water,  wherehy  their  charges  might  be  ren- 
dered incapable  of  service. — A  tewel  (tuyau  or  iuyal.  Ft.)  is  a  pipe  ;  and  is  here  used  (for  the  sake  of 
continninc  the  metaphor)  for  bore  or  caliber.  MOxon,  in  his  Mechanic  Exercises,  defines  the  teteel  to  be' 
that  pipe  in  a  smithes  forge  into  which  the  nose  of  the  bellows  is  introdnced  $  and  in  n  MS.  fragment,  said 
to  be  written  by  Sir  Francis  Drake,  concerning  the  stores  of  one  of  the  ships  under  hb  command,  the 
word  tewel  is  applied  to  a  gon.     S. 

In  Lambarde's  Dictionarium  Tbpegraphicum  et  Historieum,  p.  129.  It  is  said,  *'  It  happened  in  the 
reigne  of  Queue  Marye,  that  the  master  of  a  Shippe  passinge  by  while  the  coort  lay  theare,  and  meaning 
(as  the  manner  u)  with  sayle  and  shot  to  honour  the  place,  unadvisedly  gave  fire  to  a  piece  charged  with 
a  stone  instede  of  ntampion,  which,  lightii^  on  the  queue's  house,  ranne  through  a  chamber,  and  did  at 
further  barme.*' 
'     '7^*  TAerc— Addition  in  the  9d  edit.  ^^^  fiamfterd— A  piece  of  ordnance.   S. 
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To  a  fayre  casteU  of  lyme  and  stoile, 

Tor  strength  I  know  nat  suche  a  one ; 

Whiche  stode  upon  a  hyll  full  bye, 

At  fote  wherbf  a  ryverranne  bye^ 

So  depe  tyll  cbaonce  had  it  forbydden, 

■'*  Weil  niygbt  the  Begent  there  have  ryden. 

But  when  this  thampyon  at  this  '^^  castell  did  lyght, 

It  put  the  casteU  so  farre  to  flyght. 

That  downe  they  came  eche  upon  other, 

No  stone  left  staodynge,  by  Goddes  mother. 

But  rolled  downe  so  £ste  the  hyli 

In  sitche  a  nomber,  and  so  dyd  fyll 

From  botom  to  bryme,  from  shore  to  shore,    • 

Thys  foreaayd  ryver,  so  depe  before. 

That  who  lyste  nowe  to  walke  thereto 

May  wade  it  over  and  wet  no  shoo. 

So  was  thys  castell  layd  wyde  open. 

That  every  man  myght  se  the  token. 

But  in  a  eood  houre  roaye  these '''  wordes  be 

spoken : 
After  the  thampyon  on  the  walles  was  wroken, 
And  pece  by  pece  in  peoes  broken, 
And  she  defy?  eried,  with  suche  violeos, 
Of  all  her  inconveniens, 
I  left  her  in  good  helth  and  iuste; 
And  so  she  doth  oontinew,  I  tniste.    \ 

Fed,  Syr,  in  your  cure  I  cari  nothynge  tell ; 
But  to  your  '^^  purpose  ye  have  sayd  well. 

Pard,  Well,  syr,  marke  what  I  can  say  : 
I  have  ben  a  pardoner  many  a  day, 
And  done  more  cures  gostefy, 
Then  ever  he  dyd  bodely ; 
Namely  thys  one,  whiche  ye  shall  here 
Of  one  departed  within  thys  seven  yere, 
A  frende  of  myne,  and  lykewyse  I 
To  her  agayne  was  as  frendly; 
Who  fell  so  syke  so  sodeynly, 
That  dede  she  was  even  by  and  by, 
And  never  spake  with  preste  nor  clerke, 
Nor  had  no  whyt  of  holy  warke. 
For  I  was  thens,  it  coulde  nat  be ; 
Yet  harde  I  say  she  asked  for  me. 


But  when  I  bethought  me  howe  tliys  chaunced. 
And  that  I  have  to  heven  avaunced 
So  many  soules  to  me  but  straungers. 
And  coude  nat  kepe  my  frende  from  daunger% 
But  she  to  dy  so  daungeruusly, 
For  her  soule  helth  especially  ; 
That  was  the  thynge  that  greved  me  soo, 
That  nothynge  could  release  my  woo 
Tyll  I  had  tryed,  even  out  of  hande, 
In  what  estate  her  soule  dyd  stande. 
For  which  tryall,  short  tale  to  make, 
I  toke  thys  journey  for  her  sake. 
Geve  ear,  for  here  begynneth  the  story  t 
From  hens  I  went  lo  purgatory, 
.  And  toke  with  roe  thys  gere  in  my  fyste. 
Whereby  I  may  do  there  what  I  lyste. 
I  knocked,  and  was  let  in  quyckly ; 
But  Lorde,  how  lowe  the  souls  made  curtesy ! 
And  I  to  every  soule  agayne 
'^^'Dyd  gyve  a  beck  them  to  rotayne. 
And  axed  them  thys  question  than, 
If  chat  the  soule  of  such  a  woman 
Dyd  late  among  them  there  appere  ? 
Wherto  they  sayd,  she  came  nat  here. 
Then  ferd  I  rouche  it  was  nat  well; 
Alas,  thought  I,  she  is  in  hell. 
For  with  her  lyfc  I  was  so  acqueynted. 
That  sure,  I  thought,  she  was  nat  saynted.*    ^ 
With  thys,  it  chauuced  me  to  snese ; 
Christe  help,  quoth  a  soule,  that  ley  for  his  feea^ 
Those  wordes^  quoth  I,  thou  shalt  nat  lees; 
Then  with  these  pardons  of  all  degrees, 
I  payed  his  tole,  and  set  hym  so  quyght. 
That  stray t  to  heven  he  tok6  his  flyght; 
And  I  from  thens  to  hell  that  nyght. 
To  help  this  woman  yf  I  myght : 
Nat  as  who  sayth  by  authorite, 
But  by  the  waye  of  entreate. 
And  ^rst  to  the  devyll  that  kept  the  gate 
I  came,  aud  spake  after  this  rate : 
All  hayle,  Syr  Devyll ;  and  made  lowe  curtesy  c 
Welcome,  quoth  he,  thus  '^'  smiilyngly. 


*7^  Well  m^fghi  tli$  He§eni  there  have  ryden — The  Regent  was  one  of  the  largest  ships  of  war  in  the  time 
ef  Ring  Henry  the  Eighth.  In  the  fourth  year  of  his  reign,  Sir  Thomas  Knevet,  muster  of  the  horse,  and, 
Sir  John  Catew  of  Devonshire,  were  appointed  captains  oC  ber,  aod,  in  company  with  several  others,  she 
was  scat  to  ight  the  French  fleet  near  3rest  haven.  An  action  accordingly  ensued,  and  the  Regent 
grappled  with  a  French  Carrick,  which  would  have  been  taken  had  not  a  gunner  on  board  the  vessel,  tp 
prevent  ber  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  English,  set  fire  to  the  powder-room.  This  communicating  the 
flames  to  both  ships,  they  shared  the  same  fate  together,  being  both  burnt.  On  the  part  of  the  French  90(1 
»efl  were  lost,  aod  on  Uiat  of  the  £oglisb  more  than  700.  See  Hall's  ChronicU^  tempore  Henry  Vili. 
fol.  81. 

'77  Thi$—<m  thys  cajrtell  lyght,  1st  edit.  '^^  H^^ie— this,  edit.  1569. 

'^  KoMf'— oar,  1st  edit. 

■>^  Dyd  g$fw  a  beck  them  to  retayne—K  beck,  among  other  signlficatioiw,  has  that  of  a  lalutatioQ  with  the 
head*    So,  inShakspeare^s  7imofio/u<MeMt: 

*'  A  serving  of  btcki,  and  juttuig  out  of  bums."    & 

.'*'  21u— thysy  1st  edit. 
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THE  FOUR  T^s. 


[Hbtwooit. 


He  knew  me  well ;  and  T,  at  laste, 

Kemerobred  him  sym  tonge  time  pa8te« 

For,  as  good  happe  wcrlde  have  it  chaunce^ 

Tbts  devyll  and  I  were  of  olde  acqoeynta'jfioe; 

'•*  For  oft,  in  the  play  of  Corpua^t nsti, 

He  hath  playd  the  devyll  at  Coventry. 

By  his  acqueyntance,  and  my  beHavoare, 

"He  showed  to  me  ryght  frendly  favoare. 

And,  to  make  my  retume  the  shorter, 

I  sayd  to  this  devyll,  Good  mayster  porter. 

For  all  olde  love,  yf  it  lie  in  your  power,* 

Ilelpe  me  to  speke  with  my  lorde,  and  yoor. 

Be  sure,  qaotfr  he,  no  tongue  can  tell, 

What  tyme  thou  coodest  have  con>e  so  welL 

For,  as  on  '•'  thys  daye  Lucyfer  feM, 

Whiche  is  our  festyvall  in  hell, 

Noth}-nge  unreascmahle  craved  thys  day. 

That  shall  in  hell  have  any  nay. 

But  yet  be  ware  thou  come  nat  in, 

Tyll  tyme  thou  may  '•*  thy  pasporte  wni; 

Wherfore  stand  styll,  and  I  will  wyt,'" 

Yf  I  can  get  thy  save  condyr. 

He  taryed  nnt,  bat  shortely  gat  it 

Under  sealo,  and  the  devyi's  nande  at  it. 

In  ample  wyse,  as  ye  shall  here. 

Thus  It  began ;  I,  Lucifere, 

By  the  power  of  God  chefe  devyll  of  bell. 

To  all  \ne  devyls  that  there  do  dwell. 

And  every  of  them,  we  sende  gretynge. 

Under  streyght  charge  and  commaandynge, 

That  they  avdynge  and  assysteiit  be 

To  such  a  Pardoner,  and  named  me^ 

So  that  he  may,  at  lybertie. 

Passe  save  without  any  ***  jeopardy, 

Tyll  that  he  be  from  us  extjrnete, 

And  clerely  out  of  belle's  precincte. 

And,  hys  (Muxlons  to  kepe  m  savegarde. 

We  wyll  tbey  lye  in  the  porter's  warde. 


Gevyn  in  the  fomes  of  oor  palyi, 

In  our  high  courte  of  maters  of  malys^ 

Sucbe  a  dav  and  yere  of  our  reyne. 

God  save  the  devyll. — Quoth  I,  amain.  '*' 

I  truste  thys  wrytynge  to  be  sore : 

Then  put  thy  truste,  quod  he,  in  euer,  '** 

Syns  thou  art  sure  to  take  no  barme. 

Ijiys  devyll  and  I  walket  anne  in  anne, 

So  farre,  tyll  be  bad  brought  mt  tbytber^ 

Where  all  the  devyls  of  bell  togytber 

Stode  in  aray,  in  sucbe  apparelP 

As  for  that  day  there  metely  fell. 

Theyr  homes  well  gylt,  theyr  clowes  full  dene^ 

Thevr  tavlles  wel  kempt,  and,  as  I  wene, 

With  sothery  '^^  butter  thevr  bodyes  anoynted; 

I  never  sawe  devylls  so  well  appoynted.  '^ 

The  mayster  devyll  sat  in  his  jacket; 

And  all  the  soules  were  playinge  at  radcet. 

None  other  rackettes  they  badde  in  bande. 

Save  every  soule  a  good  fyre-brand ; 

Wherwith  tbey  played  so  pretely. 

That  Lucyfer  laughed  merely. 

And  all  the  resedew  of  the  feends,  '^' 

'9*  Did  laugh  thereat  ful  wel  like  freenda. 

But  of  my  frende  I  rnwe  no  whyt. 

Nor  durst  not  ax  for  her  as  yet. 

A  none  all  this  rout  was  brought  in  silens, 

And  ]  by  an  usher  brought  to  presens 

''^  Of  Lucyfer ;  then  lowe,  as  wel  I  conld, 

I  knelyd,  whicbe  he  so  well  alowde. 

That  thus  he  beckte,  and  by  Saynt  Antony 

He  smyled  on  me  well  favouredly, 

Bendyngc  his  browes,  as  brode  as  bame  dorrct; 

Shaky nge  bys  eares,  as  ruged  as  burres; 

Rolynge  h\fi  eyes,  as  ronnde  as  two  bushels; 

Flastynge  the  fyre  out  of  his  nosetbryls ; 

Gnasninge  bys  teeth  so  vayngloriously. 

That  me  thought  tyme  to  fall  to  flattery. 


^**  For  oftf  in  the  pl^  tf  Corput  Critiif 

He  hath  playd  the  devyll  at  Cwentry. — **  Before  the  suppression  of  the  monasteries,  this  city  (C  «. 
Coventry)  was  very  famous  for  the  pageants  that  were  play*d  therein  upon  Carpue  Christi  day,  (this  is 
one  of  their  ancieoi  faires,)  which  occasioning  very  great  confluence  of  people  thither  from  far  and  near, 
was  no  small  benefit  thereto  i  which  pageants  being  acted  with  mighty  state  and  reverence  by  the  frien 
6f  this  house,  had  theaters  for  the  several  scenes  very  large  and  high,  placed  upon  wheels,  and  drawn  to 
all  the  eminent  parts  of  the  city,  for  the  better  advantiige  of  spectators,  and  contained  the  story  of  the 
New  Testament,  composed  in  old  English  rltbme,  as  appeareth  by  an  ancient  MS.  entitled,  Imdue  Corpe- 
fit  Christif  or  Ludue  CoventH^f  in  Bibl.  Cotton,  (sob  Effigie  Vesp.  D«  9.).*'-^Dt;GOAXB*s  VFarmickthtn, 
p,  116. 

■>'  Jt  on— Add.  hi  the  Sd  edit.  '>^  ir«9-«iaist,  edit.  1509. 

'   '*'  Ffy— Mr  Dodsley's  has  write.  '•«  ^n^^bys,  1st  edit. 

•   *•'•  ^A0ft»— for  playne,  1st  edit.  »•  Eaef^^ore,  edit.  1569. 

'*9  Sotherjf — Sweet,  or  fresh,  made  from  the  old  word  tote* 

'^  WeU  appointed-^^ee  aole  3.  to  The  Ordinary,  in  Dodsley's  Old  Plays. 

>"  Feemb— frendes,  Ist  edit. 
/' "^  IHif,  Ac— Fint  edition  reads, 

«*  Dyd  langh  ftdl  weU  togyther  lyke  frendcs.'* 
'9'  0/  iMcyfer^  &c.f— First  edition  reads, 

•*  Then  to  Lucyfer  low  » I  conde.** 
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"Wherwitlie  I  tokle»  as  I  shall  t«l] : 

0  plessntpjctore !  O  prince  of  bell ! 
Feutred  '^  m  fasbyon  abominaUe, 
And  syns  that  it  is  inestimable 

For  me  to  pra?se  the  worthylj^ 

1  lere  of  prayse,  as  unworthy 

To  cere  the  prayse*  besechynge  the 
To  Eeare  my  sewte,  and  then  to  be 
So  |;ood  to  grannt  tbe  thynge  I  crave ; 
And,  to  be  shorte,  thys  wolde  I  have : 
The  soule  of  one  which  hyther  flytted. 
Delivered  '^^  henccy  and  to  me  remitted. 
And,  in  thys  doynge,  though  al  be  nat  quyt. 
Yet  in  tome  parte  I  shall  '^deserve  it ; 
As  thus»  I  am  a  pardoner. 
And  over  soaks  as  controUerp 
Throughout  the  erthe  my  power  doth  stande. 
Where  man;^  a  sonle  lyeth  on  my  haude, 
That  spede  in  maters  as  I  use  them, 
As  I  reoeyve  them,  or  refuse  theos. 
Wherby,  what  tyme  thy  pleasure  is, 
Ye  '^  shall  requyre  any  part  of  this, 
The  teste  devyH  here  that  can  come  thyther, 
Shsll  chose  a  soule,  and  brynge  him  hyther. 
Ho,*^  ho,  quoth  the  devyll,  we  are  well  pleased ; 
What  is  hvs  name  thou  woldest  have  eased  i 
Nay,  <|uoth  I,  be  it  good  or  evyll, 
My  comynge  is  for  a  she-devylL 
Wliat  caiste  her,  (quoth  he,)  thou  whoorson  ?  '^ 
Forsooth,  (quoth  I,)  Margery  Cnorson. 
Now,  by  our  honour,  sayo  Lu^fer, 
ifo  devyll  in  hell  shall  withholde  her; 
And,  yf  thou  woldest  have  twenty  nio^ 
Wert  not  forjustyce,  they  sh^jlde  goo. 
For  all  we**^devyll8,  withir  ^^  den, 
Have  more  to  do  with  two  women. 
Then  with  all  charge  we  have  besvde ; 
Wherfore,  yf  thou  our  frende  wyll  be  tryed^ 
Aply  thy  pardons  to  women  so,  * 
That  onto  us  there  come  no  mo. 
To  do  my  beste  I  promysed  by  othe; 
Whicfae  I  have  kepto,  for,  as  the  fayth  goth 
^At  thys  day,^^  to  neven  I  do  procure 
jiTen  women  to  one  roan,  you  may  be  sure. 
Then  of  Lueyfer  my  leave  I  toke. 
And  streyght  unto  the  mayster  coke 
I  was  hadde,  into  the  kecnyn, 
For  Margene's  o£^ce  was  therin. 


All  thynges  handled  there  dtscreteW, 
For  every  soule  bereth  ofilyce  metefy : 
Woiche  royght  be  sene  to  se  her  syt 
So  byaely  turoynge  of  the  spvt. 
For  many  a  spyt  here  hath  she  turned ; 
And  many  a  good  spyt  hath  she  burned  ; 
And  many  a  spyt  ful  bote  hath  tosted ; 
Before  the  meat  coulde  be  halfe  rosted. 
And  or^^  tlie  meate  were  halfe  rested  in  dedc^ 
I  toke  her  then  fro  the  spvt  with  spede. 
But,  when  she  sawe  thys  brought  to  pas, 
To  tell  the  joy  wheriu  she  was, 
And  of  all  the  devylls,  for  joy,  how  they 
Did  rore  at  her  delyvery, 
And  how  the  cheyaes  in  hell  dyd  rynge. 
And  how  all  the  soules  thcriu  dyd  synge. 
And  how  we  were  brought  to  the  gate, 
And  how  we  toke  our  leve  therat. 
Be  suer  laclie  of  tyme  suflferytb  nat 
To  relier^  the  twentie  parte  of  that 
Wherfjte,  thys  tnle  to  conclude  brevely, 
Thys  woman  thanked  me  chyefly, 
TUat  she  was  ryd  of  thys  endles  deth. 
And  si()  we  departed  on  Newmarket  heth. 
And,  vf  that  any  man  do  mynde  her. 
Who  lyste  to  sekc  her,  there  shalle  he  fyndc  her. 
PedL  Syr,  ye  have  sought  her  wunderous*^  well ; 
And  where  ye  founde  her  as  ye  tell. 
To  here  the  chaunce  ye  had  ^  in  hell, 
I  find  ye  were  in  great  peril.  ^°^ 

Falm.  Ills  tale  is  all  muche  perilous;*^ 
But  parte  is  muche  more  mervaylous. 
As  where  he  sayde  the  devylls  complayne, 
That  women  put  them  to  suche  payne. 
Be  theyr  conaicions  so  croked  and  crabbed, 
Frowardl^  fashonde,  so  wayward  and  wrabbed,*^ 
So  farre  m  devision,  and  sturrynge  suche  stryfei 
That  all  tbe  devylls  be  wery  of  theyr  life? 
This,*^  in  effect,  he  lolde  for***  trueth  ; 
Wherby  muche  marvell  to  me  ensucth, 
That  women  in  hell  suche  shrewes  can  be^ 
And  here  so  gentyll  as  farre  as  I  se. 
Yet  have  I  sene  many  a  myle, 
And  many  a  woman  in  the  whyle. 
Nat  one  good  cytye,  towne,  nor  borough. 
In  Cristendom,  but  I  have  been  thorough. 
And  this  I  wolde  ye  shnlde  understande, 
I  have  sene  women  five  hundred  tbousande ; 


^^  Fadrtd  in  flukyon  aiominable^Feutrer^  Fr. ;  laire  defeutre ;  garnlr  de  feutn^f^To  stoff  with  fitt» 
fkatn  d'herl>e,  overgrown  with  rniM.    S. 
'^'  Ddivertd    deliver,  edit.  iSw,  '96  SAaII— «IL  mII«.  IJMO. 


vmtrm  u  ncroe,  overgrown  win 

■9'  DMvertd    deliver,  edit. 

•97  r«— 1, 1st  edit. 

'^  IFAoarffoif-^horvson,  1ft  edit. 

•*^  />cy— dayes,  1st' edit.         *®*  Or— eie. 

»**  liad—ioQDdty  Ist  edit.  «»J  Peril— parell,  1st  edit. 

*^  PertfoHS— parellous,  1st  e^it. 

*^  fTisgpvardmdwniAfcd— I  suppose  vraftM  to  be  a  word  coined  for  the  sake  of  rbvme.    & 
?*«  73U»— thosy  edit.  1669.  f»  Por-of,  edit.  1569. 


>96  SMI— wil,  edit.  1569. 

»98  f/o— Nowc,  Ist  edit. 

«»  iTe^the,  edit.  1569. 

**^  ^imderoiw—wpnders,  1st  edit. 

*05  Peril— parell,  1st  edit. 
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And  oft  with  them  have  longe  tyme  taried.  "^ 
Yet  in  all  places  where  I  have  ben, 
Of  all  the  women  that  I  have  sene, 
.  I  never  sawe,  nor  knewe,  in  my  con8cien99 
I  Any  one  woman  out  of  patiens. 
I      Pot.  By  the  masse,  there  is  a  great  lye ! 

JPard,  I  never  harde  a  greater,  by  oar  Lady ! 

JPed,  A  greater !  nay,  knowe  ye  any  so  great  ? 

Paim,  Syr,  whether  tliat  I  lose  or  get, 
For  my  parte  judgement  shall  be  prayd. 

Pard.  And  I  desyer  as  he  hath  sayd. 

Pot,  Procede,  and  ye  shall  be  obeyd. 

Ped,  Then  sliall  nat  judgement  be  delayd. 
Of  all  these  thre,  yf  eche  mannes  tale 
In  Pauleys  churclie-yarde  were  set  on  sale. 
In  some,  mannes  hande  that  hath  the  sleyghte, 
He  shulne  sure  sell  these  tales  by  weyght: 
For  as  ihey  wey,  so  be  they  worth, 
But  whichc  weyth  beste,  to  that  now  forth« 
Syr,  ail  the  tale  that  ye  dyd  tell, 
I  beie  in  mynde,  and  yours  as  well. 
And  as  ye  sawe  the  mater  metely. 
So  lyed  ye  bothe  well  and  discretely. 
Yet  were  your  lyes  with  the  lest,  tniste  me ; 
For  yf  ye  had  said,  that  ye  had  made  fie 
Ten  thampyons  out  of  ten  woinens  tayles. 
Ten  tvmes  ten  myle,  to  ten  castels  or  jaylesy 
And  hid  ten  ryvcrs  ten  tymes  so  depe. 
As  ten  of  that  whiche  your  castell  stones  did  kepe; 
Or  y  f  ye  ten  tymes  had  bodely 
^"  ret  ten  soules  out  of  purgatory. 
And  ten  tymes  so  many  out  of  hell ; 
Yet,  by  these  ten  bonnes,  I  coulde  right  well, 
Ten  tymes  sooner  all  that  have  belcyved. 
Then  the  tenthe  parte  of  that  he  hath  meved. 

Pot,  Two  knaves  before  one,  lacketh  two  knaves 
of  fy  ve ; 
Then  one,  and  then  one,  and  bothe  knaves  alyvc. 
Then  two,  and  then  two,  and  thre  at  a  cast. 
Thou  knave,  and  thou  knave,  and  thou  knave  at 

,  laste. 
Nay,  knave,  yf  ye  tryme  by  nomber, 
I  will  al  knavyshlv  you  accomber.  *'* 
Your  mynde  is  all  on  your  pryvy  tythe ; 
For  all  m  ten  me  thynketh  your  wit  lythe. 


^'3  Now  ten  tymes  I  b^seche  hym  that  hye  svttes^ 
Thy  wives  ten  cdmmaundemeotes  may  serch  thj 

five  wyttes. 
Then  ten  of  my  tordes  in  ten  of  thy  teth ; 
And  ten  on  thy  nose,  whiche  every  man  seth ; 
And  twentie  tymes  ten,  this  wyshe  I  wolde. 
That  thou  haddest  been  banged  at  ten  yere  olde^ 
For  thou  goest  about  to  make  me  a  slave ; 
I  wyll  thou  knowe  yf  I  am  a  gentleman,^'^  kna%e; 
And  here  is  another  shall  take  my  parte. 

Pard.  Nay  fyrst  I  beahrew  your  knave's  her^i^ 
Or  I  take  parte  in  your  knavery. 
I  wyll  speak  fair,  by  our^*^  Lady. 
Syr,  I  beseche  your  mashyp  to  be 
As  good  as  ye  can  ^'^  be  unto  me. 

Ped,  I  wolde  be  glade  to  do  you  good; 
And  hym  also,  be  he  never  so  wood.  ***  • 
But  dout  you  not,  I  wyll  now  do 
The  thynge  my  contciens  ledeth  me  to. 
Both  your  tales  I  ti^e  farre  unpossyble^ 
Yet  take  I  his  farther  ineredyble. 
Not  only  the  thynge  itselfe  alloweth  it; 
But  also  the  boldeues  therof  avoweth  it. 
I  knowe  nat  where  your  tale  to  trye ; 
Nor  yours,  but  in  hell  or  purgatorye. 
But  hys  boldqes  hath  faced  a  lye. 
That  may  be  tryed  evyn  in  thys  compaoye. 
As  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  thys  order, 
Amonge  the  women  in  thys  border, 
lake  thre  of  the  yongest,  and  thre  of  the  oldes!, 
Thre  of  the  hotest,  and  thre  of  the  coldest, 
Thre  of  the  wysest,  and  thre  of  the  shrewdest, 
Thre  of  the  chastest,  and  thre  of  the  lewdest,^'' 
Thre  of  the  lowest,  and  thre  of  the  hyest, 
Thre  of  the  farthest,  and  thre  of  the  nyest, 
Thre  of  the  fayrest,  and  thre  of  the  maddest, 
Thre  of  the  foulest,  and  thre  of  the  saddest; 
And  when  all  these  thres  be  had  asonder^ 
Of  eche  thre,  two  justly  by  nomber 
Shall  be  founde  shrewes,  excepte  thy^  fall. 
That  ye  hap  to  fynde  them  shrewes  all. 
Hymselfe,  for  trouth,  all  this  doth  knowe; 
And  oft  hath  tryed  some  of  thys  rowe. 
And  yet  lie  swereth  by  his  consciens, 
lie  never  saw  woman  breke  pattern. 


**°  Tflricd— maryed,  Ist  edit. 

^"  Fet  ten  ioules,  &c. — i.  e.  fetched.   The  word  u  osed  by  TosMr,  Spenser,  and  Shakespeare*    S« 

*'*  >dfccomftcr— overcome. 

^'3  Note  ten  tymes  I  beseche  hym  that  hp  syttet, 

T/iif  wives  ten  commaundementea  may  serch  thy  Jim  ioy//e«.— So  Eleanor,  in  The  Second  Part  of  Kh 
Benry  VL-aci  I.  scene  3.  says, 

^  I*d  set  my  leu  commandments  in  your  face.*' 

Ton  commandments  seem  to  have  been  caot  terms  for  the  nails  of  the  hands.  See  also  Mr  Steevens*!  doU 

tl  e  above  passage. 

*»♦  Gcn/^fiuin— gentle,  edit.  1569.  *''  Our— one,  1st  edit. 

*»«  Ye  can— you  may,  edit.  1569.  *'^  •  FTaod— mad,  furious 
^'7  Addition  in  the  second  ediu  ' 
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Wberfore,  consydefed  with  trae  ^ntCDte^ 
Hys  lye  to  be  so  evident. 
And  to  appere  so  evydently, 
That  both  you  iifiynned  it  a  lye ; 
Aud  that  my  consciens  so  depely. 
So  depe  hatb  sougjbt  thys  tbyoge  to  try. 
And  tryed  it  with  inynde  indyffereot ;' 
Thus  I  awarde  by  way  of  judgemeot : 
or  all  the  lies  ye  ail  have  spent, 
Bys  lie  to  be  most  excellent. 

Palm.  ^jT^  though  ye  were  bouode  of  equite 
To  do  as  ye  have  done  to  me ; 
Yet  do  I  thanke  yoQ  of  your  payoe. 
And  wyll  requyte  some  parte  agayoe. 

Fard,  Mary,  syr,  ye  can  no  les  do, 
9at  tbanke  hjmi  asmuche  as  it  cometU  ta; 
And  so  wyll  I  do  for  my  parte : 
Now  a  vengeance  on  thy  knave's  hearte, 
I  never  kncwe  a  Pedler  a  judge  before^ 
Nor  never  wyll  truste  pedlyngp  knave  more. 
What  doest  thou  there,  thou  horson  nody  ? 

Pot.  By  the  masse,  Icme  to  make  curtesy, 
Curtesy  before,  and  curtesy  behynde  hym. 
And  then,  ou  eche  syde,  the  devyll  blyude  hym. 
Nay,  when  ye*'*  have  it  perfytly. 
Ye  shall  have  the  devyl!  and  all  of  curtesy. 
But  it  is  nat  sone  lernled,  gentle  *''  brother, 
One  knave  to  make  curtesy  to  another. 
Yet  when  I  am  angry,  that  is  the  worste, 
I  shall  call  my  mayster  knave  at  the  fyrste. 

Pa/m.  Then  wolde  some  mayster  perfaappes 
clowt  you, 
Bot,  as  for  me,  ve  nede  not  doute  you : 
For  I  had  lever  ^*°  be  without  ye, 
Then  have  suche  besyne&se  about  ye. 

PU,  So  helpe  me  God,  so  were  ye  better ! 
What,  sbtUde  a  begger  be  a  jetter?^^' 
It  were  no  whyt  your  honestie, 
To  have  us  twayne  jet  after  ye. 

PartL  Syr,  be  you  sure  he  telkth  you  true, 
Yf  ne  »hulde  wayte  thys  wolde  cnsew; 
It  wolde  be  sayd,  truste  me  at  a  worde, 
Two  knaves  made  ***  curtesy' to  the  thyrde. 

Ptd.  Now,  by  my  trouth,  to  speke  my  myndc, 
%ns  they  be  so' loth  to  be  assyned,^^^ 


To  let  them  loae  I  tbynke  it  beste; 

And  so  shall  ye  lyve  the  better*^  in  rest* 

Palm,  Syr,  I.  am  nat  ou  them  so  fonde, 
To  compel!  them  to  kepe  theyr  bonde. 
And,  syos  ye  lystc  nat  to  wayte  on  me^  ^ 
I  clerely  of  waytinge  do  dyscharge  ye. 

Pard,  Marry,  syr,  I  hertely  thanke  yotu 

Pot,  **^  And  likewise  I,  to  God  I  vow. 

Ped.  Now  be  ye  all  even  as  ye  begoon ; 
No  man  hath  ioste,  nor  no  man  hath  imatu 
Yet  in  the  debate,  wherewith  ye  began^ 
By  waye  of  advyce  I  wyll  speke  as  I  canw 
I  doo  peroevve,  that  pylgrymage 
Is  chyefe  *^the  thvnge  ye  have  in  usage; 
Wherto,  in  effect,  far  the  love  of  Chiyst, 
Ye  have,  or  shulde  have  been,  entyst. 
And  who  so  doth  with  suche  intent^ 
Doth  well  declare  hys  tyme  well  speoC 
And  so  do  ye  in  your  pretence, 
If  ye  procure  thus  **^  mdulgence 
Unto  your  neyghbours  charytably, 
For  love  of  them  in  God  ooely. 
All  thys  may  he  ryght  well  applyed 
To  show  **'  you  both  well  occupyed.  ^ 

For  though  ye  walke  nat  bothe  one  waye,  j 
Yet  walkynge  thus,  thys  dare  I  saye, . 
That  bothe  your  walkes  oome  to  one  *^  end; 
And  so  for  all  that  do  pretende 
By  ayde  of  Goddes  eracc  to  eusewe 
Any  maner  kynde  of  vertue. 
As  some,  great  almyse  for  to  gyve^ 
Some,  in  wyllfull  povertie  to  lyve ; 
Some  to  make  hye  wayes,  and  suche  lyke  warkes;' 
And  some -to  mayntaine  prestes  and  clarkes, 
To  synge  and  praye  for  soule  departed ; 
These,  with  all  other  vertoes  well  marked, 
Although  they  be  of  sondry  kyndes. 
Yet  be  tbey  nat  used  with  sundry  myndea ; 
But  as  God  only  doth  all  those  move. 
So  every  man  onely  for  his  love, 
With  love  and  dred  obediently, 
Worketh  in  thesfe  vertues  uuyformly, . 
Thus  every  vertue,  vf  we  lyste  to  s%m. 
Is  pleasaunt  to  God,  and  thankfull  to  maa. 
And  who  that,  by  grace  of  the  Holy  Goste^ 


f 


^■>  Ye— 1, 1st  edit.  ^^^  Cfen<2«— Addition  in  the  second  edit. 

*^  X^er->>rather,  edit.  1560. 

^*'  jt  jetter^L  e.  one  who  itnits  or  agitates  bis  body  in  a  pompons  manner.  So,  in  Sbakespeafe*s  2ke{/U| 
JHgkt: 

"  How  hejeti  ander  bis  advanced  plamcs.'*    S. 

»»3  ^«|ned-I 


*»  iM»-'make,  edit.  4569. 

believe  we  ihould  read  affin%  i.  e.  joined  by  affinity  to  each  other*    So,  in  OUUHOf^ 


_    -.  _  _. — _  _ — -j^ J   —    ~-  tf ^ .r    ■ 

'<  If  partiaUy  affin'd  or  leagued  in  office."    8. 


•^  HeMcf^-beste,  Idt  edit. 

*^<  And  Ukanse  /,  &c.— Fint  edition  reads, 

**  And  I  lykewyie,  I  make  God  a  vowe." 

^  C3k|«>-ebeefest,  edit.  15G9.  ^^  nuf— tbis,  edit  1569. 

*^  SAMH-sheweU,  l»t  edit.  ^^  Om«-hmi,  edit*  1560L 

V^  Z.tt»*otlier,  1st  edit. 
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To  any  one  vertue  is  moved  moste, 
That  mkn,  by  that  grace*  that  one  apply. 
And  therin  «enre  God  moste  plenty  fully,*" 
Yet  nat  that  one  so  farre  wyde  to  wreste, 
So  lykvnge  the  same  to  myslyke  the  reste. 
For  who  so  wrestethy  his  wonLe  is  in  vayne; 
And,  even  in  that  case,  I  perceive  you  twayne, 
Lvkjmge  your  vertue  in  suche  wyse, 
That  eche  other's  vertue  ye  doo'dyspyse. 
Who  walketli  thys  way  for  God  wolde  fynde  hym, 
The  farther  they  seke  hym,  the  farther  behynde 

hym. 
One  kynde  of  vertue  to  dyspjrse  another, 
Is  lyke  as  the  syster  myght  hange  the  brother. 

rot,  *^*  For  fere  lest  suche  parels  to  me  myeht 
fall, 
I  thanke  God  I  use  no  vertue  at  all. 

FetL  That  is,  of  all,  the  very  worste  waye : 
For  more  harde  it  is>  as  I  have  harde  saye. 
To  begynne  vertue  where  none  is  pretended. 
Then  where  it  is  begonne  th' abuse  to  be  mended. 
How  be  it,  ye  be*''  nat  all  to  begynne, 
One  syne  of  vertue  ye  are  entred  m. 
As  thys,  I  suppose,  ye  did  saye  true, 
In  that  ye  say d  ye  use  no  vertue. 
In  the  whiche  wordes  I  dare  well  reporte. 
You  are  well  beloved  ef  all  thys  sorte; 
By  your  ralyynge  here  openly 
At  pardons  and  relyques  so  feudly. 

Pot,  In  that  I  thinke  my  faute  nat  grete, 
For  all  that  be  hath,  I  knowe,  is  counterfete; 

Fed*  For  his^  and  all  other  that  ye  knowe  fayned, 


You  be  not  *^  oodiicefed,  nor  bonstraynedi 
To  any  suche  thynge  in  any  suche  case. 
To  give  any  reverence  in  any  suche  place. 
But,  where  ye  dout,  the  truthe  nat  kuowynge^ 
Belevynge  the  bestc,  good  may  be  growynge. 
In  judg^^ige  the  beste,  no  harme  at  the  leste; 
In  judgynge  the  worste,  no  ^ood  at  the  beste* 
But  beste  in  these  thynges,  it  semeth  to  me^ 
To  make  *''  no  judgement  upon  ye. 
But,  as  the  churche  doth  iudge  or  take  tbem^ 
So  do  ye  receyve  or  forsake  uem ; 
And  so  be  you  sure  ye  cannat  erre. 
But  may  be  a  frutfull  folower. 

Fot,  Go  ye  before ;  and,  as  I  am  true  man, 
I  wyll  follow  as  fast  as  I  can. 

Ford,  And  so  wyll  I;  for  ye  hath  sayd  so  well. 
Reason  wolde  we  shulde  folowe  hys  counsel  I. 

Falm,  Then,  to  our  reason,  God  gyve  ua  hi> 
grace, 
That  we  may  folowe,  with  fayth,  so  fermely 
Hys  commaundements,  that  we  may  purchaoy 
Hys  love,  and  so,  consequently, 
.To  byleve  hys  churche  faste  and  faythfully ; 
no  that  we  may,  acoordynge  to  his  prorayse^ 
tBe  kepte  out  of  errour  in  any  wyse. 
And  all  that  hath  scaped  *'^  us  here  by  neglygenci^ 
We  clerely  revoke  and  forsake  it.— r 
To  passe  the  tyme  in  thys  without  offence. 
Was  the  cause  why  the  maker  dyd  make  it ; 
And  so  we  humbly  beseche  you  to  take  it  % 
Besechynge  our  Lorde  to  prosper  you  all» 
In  the  fayth  of  his  churche  universail. 


^''  PlM<jt/«^Sh-plcnteouBly,  edit.  1509. 

*'*  For  fere  lett  tuehe  pareU  to  me  myght  fall — Perhaps  by  pareh  is  meant  partiUet^  Fr.  L  e.  things  sin(- 
lar  or  jMireb«    Or  It  may  be  only  a  corruption  QtptTil*.    ^. 


Be— are,  edit.  1569. 
*3'  ATafte— tak^,  edit.  15G9* 


*'4  2V^f— nether,  1st  edit. 

»36  ^cojyed,  escapte,  edit  1569, 
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EDITIONS. 

•  ^'  _ 

(1.)  *•  The  Playe  called  the  Foure  PP.  A  newe  and  a  very  mery  Enterlude  of  A  Palmer,  A  Pi 
doner,  A  Potycair,  A  Pedler.  Made  by  John  Heewood.  Imprynted  at  London,  in  Fletestrete, 
the  synge  of  the  George,  by  Wyllyam  Myddyltou." 

This  editipn  must  have  been  printed  at  least  as  early  as  the  year  t547,  at  which  time  William 
dlcton  either  died,  or  retired  from  business.    See  Ames's  JS/pographical  AnliquitieSf  p.  S18.  858.  | 

(2.)  "  The  Play  called  the  Foure  P.  A  very  mery  Enterlude  of  A  Palmer,  A  Pardoner,  A  Pi 
cary,  A  Pedler.  Imprinted  at  London,  at  the  long  Shop  adjoyning  unto  S.  Mildreds  Cburdie  in ' 
Pultrie,  by  John  Allae,  Anno  Domini  1569,  Septerobris  14.'' 

Both  these  editions  are  in  the  collection  of  Mr  Garrick^ 


FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


BT 


T.  SACKVILLE. 


tw,  ti'.i  I    iLia 


TiloiiAS  Sackvills,  Lord  fiticHun ^  w<u  f  elated  to  Clueen  Elizahetht  by  her  mother  Anne  Boleytu 
Me  wot  bom  in  1586,  and  educated  at  Hart-ltnllj  in  the  Univemtp  of  Oxford^  from  whence  he  went  to 
Cambridge^  and  afterward*  to  the  Temple.  ■  In  hii  younger  dayi  he  travelled  into  France  and  Italy; 
emdi  at  the  early  period  of  hit  life  only,  he  was,  as  Mr  Sp^ce*  oUerveiy  what  perhaps  all  persons  qfhi\ 
Varth  ought  to  be,  a  poet.  His  father,  dying  in  1566,  left  him  a  large  fortune,  the  greatest  part  of 
mhicA  he  soon  spent  by  his  magnijicent  manner  qf  living;  Ifut  in  the  end  iecame  a  better  economist,  tie 
served  in  parliament  both  in  the  reign  qf  Queen  Mary  and  Elizabeth.  In  1567,  he  was  created  Baron 
Buckhurtt ;  in  1571,  was  sent  ambassador  to  Charles  IX.,  king  rf France;  and  in  1587,  to  the  States 
of  the  United  Provinces.  In  1588,  he  was  made  one  qf  the  Kmghts  of  the  Garter;  in  1591,  Chan" 
etUor  of  the  Vfdversity  qf  Oxford;  and  in  1598,  Lord  High  Treasurer  qf  England.  He  was  conti^ 
wued  tn  that  office  bm  King  James ;  and,  in  1603,  advanced  by  him  to  the  dignity  of  Earl  qf  Dorset i 
He  died  suddenly  at  the  council  board,  in  1608,  of  a  fit  of  the  apoplexy* 

He  was  the  author  of 

The  Induction  to  the  Mirror  for  Magistrates.     First  published  by  William  Baldwin  in  4to,  1550; 

againj  with  the  Second  Part,  in  Ato,  1563  ;  re-puhliihed,  with  additions,  in  1575  ;  and  a  fourth  time 

further  augmented  and  published,  by  Richiird  Nicolf,  in  1610.    **  The  wurke  (says  the  original 

"  publisher)  was  begun,  and  parte  of  it  prynted  in  Queene  Marias  tyme,  but  hyndred  by  the  Lorde 

*  Chancellour  that  then  was;  nevertheles,  through  the  meanes  of  my  Lord  Stafford,  thefyrst  parte 

*  was  licenced  and  imprvnted  thefyrst  yeare  qf  the  rayne  qf  our  most  noble  and  vertuous  Queene. 
^  Since  whych  time,  although  I  have  bene  called  to  an  other  trade  oflyfe,  yet  my  good  Lord  Staf 
*^ford€  hath  not  erased  to  call  upon  me  to  'publish  so  much  as  I  had  gotten  at  other  men*s  hands,  so 

*  that  through  his  Lordshippt^s  earnest  meanes  I  have  now  also  setfurth  an  other  parte,  conteyning  as 
"  little  qf  inyne  owne,  as  the  fyrst  part  doth  qf  other  men^s!*  In  this  second  part.  Lord  Buck* 
hurst* s  **  InductioiC* first  appeared.  The  cauu  rf  writing  it  was  as  follows : — **  Ajter  that  he  (Lord 
"  Buckhurst)  understode  that  some  qf  the  counsayle  would  not  suffer  the  booKe  to  be  printed  in 
^  suche  order  as  we  had  agreed  and  determined,  he  purposed  with  himseffe  to  have  gotten  at  my 
"  handes  al  the  tragedies  that  were  before  the  Duke  of  Buckingham^  which  he  would  have  preserved 

*  in  one  volume;  and  from  that  time  backward,  even  to  the  time  of  William  the  Conquerour,  he 

*  determined  to  continue  and  perfect  all  the  story  himselfe,  in  suck  order  as  Lydgate,  (folowing 

*  Bocchas)  had  already  used ;  and,  ther^ore,  to  make  a  meete  induction  into  the  matter,  he  devised 
**  thispoesyeJ*  We  are  informed,  that  this  design  was  laid  aside  on  the  author* s  being  called  to  a 
more  serious  expence,  in  the  great  state  affairs  qfhis  most  royal  Lady  and  Sovereign.  ,  The**  In* 
duction^  in  1759,  was  reprinted  by  Mr  Capel,  in  his  "  Prolusions.** 

T%ose  praises  which  were  bestowed  on  the  poetry  qf  Lord  Buckhurst,  by  his  contemporaries,  are 
isot  to  be  ascribed  to  his  rank  or  fortune.  The  best  judge*  have  ratified  the  sentence  passed  by 
the  eriiies  of  the  time,  and  even  gone  beyond  them  in  their  commendations.  Mr  Warton,  speaking 
Iff  the  ^  Mirror  for  Magistrates!*  says,  (Observations  on  Spenser,  Vol.  ILp.  109.)  **  There  is  one 


▼■ 


*  Sonc  accovil  of  Lord  Buckhont,  and  hii  w ritiup,  prefixed  to  the  edition  of  <'  Gorbodoc''  priateA 
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poeMf  indeed,  among  the  reti^  which  exhibits  a  graupe  of  imaginary  personaga,  mo  beautiftili^ 
drawn^  thai,  in  all  probability,  they  contributed  to  direct,  at  least  to  stimulate,  Spenner^s  imagk- 
^  nation  in  the  construction  of  the  like  representations,  ^  Thus  much  may  be  truly  said,  that  Sack* 
**  villus '  Induction*  approaches  nearer  to  the  *  Fairy  Queen,  in  the  richness  of  allegoric  deseriptiomf 
^  than  any  previous  or  succeeding  poemJ*  . 

2.  The  Complaynt  ofHenrye  Duke  of  Buckingham,  in  the  Mirror  for  Magistrates.  « 

3.  A  Latin  Letter  to  Dr  BarthoUmiao  Gierke,  prefixed  to  his  Translation  of  Balthazar  Cattilia, 
De  Curiali  sive  AuHco,  Jirst  printed  at  London  about  1571. 

4.  Verses  prefixed  to  Hchfys  Translation  qfCastilio^s  Courtier,  4to,  1577,  m  commendation  of 
the  Work, 

5.  Letters  in  the  Cabala,  and  one  to  the  Earl  of  Sussex,  in  Howards  Collection,  p.  297. 

Thomas  Norton,  who  joined  with  Lord  Buckhurst  in  writing  this  play,  was,  according  to  Wood^ 
who  gives  him  the  title  of  a  forward  and  busy  Calvinist,  a  native  of,  or  resident  at,  Snarpenhaule^ 
otherwise  Sharpenhoe,  in  the  county  of  Bed  ford.  He  lived  some  time  in  the  Temple,  became  a  bar» 
rister^  at  law,  and  solicitor  fon-  the  city  of  London,^  He  translated  some  of  the  psalms  in  Stem* 
hold  and  HopkifCs  versi&n,  and  was  the  author  and  traf^lator  <f  several  polemical  and  political  works^ 
which  are  enumerated  in  Wooifs  **  Athena  OxoniensesT^ 


ARGUMENT  OF  THE  TRAGEME. 

Gorbodac,  kiiij(  of  Brittaine,  divided  his'realme,  in  his  lile-dme,  to  his  sooiiesy  Feircx  and  Porres. 
The  aonnes  fell  to  disceotion.  The  yooger  killed  the  elder.  The  mother,  that  more  dearljr  loveA 
the  elder,  for  revenge  kiUed  the  yonger.  The  people  moved  with  the  crueltie  of  the  fact,  ros* 
in  rebellioB,  and  slew  both  father  and  mother.    The  nobilitie  assembled,  and  most  terribly  de< 

.  strayed  the  rebels;  and  afterwards,  for  want  of  issue  of  the  prince,  whereby  the  suooeiaion  of 
the  Crowne  became  uncertaine,  they  fell  to  civil  warre,  in  which  both  they  and  many  of  thek 
issues  were  slain,  and  the  land  for  a  long  time  almost  desolate  and  miserably  wasted* 


THE  P.  (PRINTER)  TO  THE  READER^ 

Wbere  this  Tragedie  was  for  fumitare  of  part  of  the  grand  Christmasse  in  the  tnner-Tenipfev 
first  written,  about  nine  yeares  agoc,  by  the  right  honourable  Thomas,  now  Lord  Buckherst,  ana  by 
T.  Norton,  and  after  shewed  befure  her  Majestic,  and  never  intended  by  the  authors  thereof  to  be 
published  ;  yet  one  W.  G.  geirins  a  copy  therof  at  some  yong  man's  hand  that  lacked  a  little 
money,  and  much  discretion,  in  the  last  great  plage,  an.  1565,  about  five  years  past,  while  the 
said  Lord  was  out  ot  England,  and  T.  Norton  farre  out  of  London,  and  neither  of  them  both  made 
privie,  put  it  forth  excediiigly  corrupted,  even  as  if  by  meanes  of  a  broker  for  hire  he  should 
nave  endsed  into  his  house  a  faire  maide  and  done  her  villanie,  and  after  all  so  bescratched  her 
face,  tome  her  apparell,  berayed  and  disfigured  her,  and  then  thrust  her  out  of  dores  dishonest- 
ed.  In  such  plight,  after  long  wandering,  she  came  at  length  home  to  the  sight  of  her  frendes, 
who  scant  knew  her,  but  by  a  few  tokens  and  markes  remayning.  They,  the  authors  I  meaner 
though  they  were  very  much  displeased  that  she  ranne  abmaa  without  leave,  whereby  she  caught 
her  CTiame^  ai>  many  wantons  do;  yet  seeing  the  case,  as  it  is,  remedilesse,  have,  for  common  ho- 
nestie  and  shamefastnesse,  new  apparelled,  triouned,  and  attired  her  in  such  a  fon^e  as  she  w^ 


^  Athemfc  Oxooienes,  77.  *  Ibid. 

^  Marbary's  Book  of  Monarchy,  as  quoted  by  Oldys,  in  hto  MS.  notes  oa  Lanabaioe* 
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before.  Id  which  belter  fonne,  tinoe  the  hath  oome  to  me,  I  have  harbored  her  for  her  frendes 
sake  and  her  ovoe;  and  I  do  not  dout  her  parente«,  the  authors,  will  not  now  be  discontent  that 
she  foe  abroad  among  you  good  readers,  so  it  be  in  honest  companie.  For  she  is  by  my  encou- 
raf^iiieoC,  and  others,  somewhat  lesse  ashamed  of  the  disbonestie  done  to  her,  because  it  was  by 
fraode  and  force.  If  she  be  welcome  among  you,  and  gently  enterteined  in  favor  of  the  house 
Irom  whence  she  is  descended,  and  of  her  owoe  nature  courteously  disposed  to  oBfend  no  man, 
her  frendes  'wiU  thanke  you  for  it.  If  not,  but  that  she  shall  be  still  reproched  with  her  former 
missehap,  or  quarelled  at  by  envious  persons,  she,  poore  gentlewoman,  will  surely  play  Lucrccc's 
part,  and  of  berself  die  for  shame ;  and  I  shall  wishe  that  she  had  taried  still  at  home  with  nie, 
where  she  was  welcome:  for  she  did  never  put  me  to  more  charge,  but  thii»  one  poore  blacke 
^wne  lined  with  white,  that  I  have  now  geven  her  to  goe  abroad  among  you  withall. 


FEEREX  AND  PORREX; 


NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS. 


GoKBODUG,  king  rf  Great  Briitaine, 
*ViDE!f  Ay  queene  and  wife  to  king  GorMuc, 
pEmmEX,  elder  $onne  to  king  Gorboduc. 
Poaatx,  yonger  tonne  to  king  Gorboduc. 
Cloytox,  duke  of  ComewtdL 
Ftacus,  duke  ojAUHmye* 
Makdud,  duke  qf  Loegrii, 
GwENA&Dy  duke  of  Cumberland, 
EuBVLUSy  tecretarie  to  the  king, 
AaosTVSy  a  countellor  to  the  king, 
Do&DAN,  a  counsellor  assigned  by  the  king  to  his 
eldest  Sonne  Ferrer. 


Philander,  a  counsellor  assigned  by  the  king  to 

his  youngest  sonne  Forres, 

[  Both  being  of  the  olde  kinges  counsell 
before. 
Hermok,  a  parasite  remaining  with  Ferrex. 
Tyndar,  a  parasite  remaining  with  Forres. 
N  u  N  T I  us,  a  messengerqfthe  eUest  brother^ s  death, . 
NuMTius,  a  messenger  of  duke  Fergus  rising  *i 

arms, 
Marcella,  a  lady  of  the  queenes  privie<hamber. 
Chorus,  foure  auncient  and  sage  men  of  Brit* 

taine. 


Tbe  Order  of  the  Domme  Shew  before  the  First  Act,  and  the  Signihcation  therof. 

Hntf  the  musicke  qf  violenze  began  to  ployy  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  sise  wilde  men, 
clothed  in  leaves.  Of  whom  the  first  bare  on  his  necke  a  fagot  qf  small  stickes,  which  they  all,  both 
sever allye  and  together,  assayed  with  all  their  strengthes  to  b'reake;  but  it  could  not  be  broken 


^  This  play,  we  are  told  by  the  printer  of  tbe  second  edition,  was  first  acted  at  the  Toner-Temple,  and 
afterwards  before  Qaeen  Elizabeth.  Its  fint  appearance  was  .at  a  grand  Christmas,  celebrated  with  iin- 
Qsaal  magtiificence,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  description  of  it  in  Dugdale's  **  Origines  Juridiciales,^*  p.  150, 
It  is  here  printed  from  tbe  second  edition;  the  third,  of  1590,  from  which  it  was  published,  in  1736,  by 
Mr  Spence  and  by  Mr  Dodsley,  appearing  to  be  only  a  republication  of  the  first  imperfect  copy  com- 
phuoed  of  by  tbe  aotbors,  as  published  in  their  absence,  without  their  knowledge  or  couent.  The  testi- 
mony of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  concerning  this  play,  is  as  follows :— *'  Gorboduc  is  full  of  stately  speeches, 
and  wHl  sounding  phrases,  climbing  to  the  heighth  of  Seneca  his  style,  and  as  full  of  notable  morality ; 
which  it  doth  most  dclighlfully  teach,  and  thereby  obtain  the  very  end  of  poetry."  And  Mr  Pope  was  of 
opioloa, "  that  the  writers  of  the  succeeding  age  might  have  improved  as  much  in  other  respects,  by  copy- 
iog  from  him  a  propriety  in  the  seotimenU,  an  unafiected  perspicuity  of  style,  and  in  an  easy  flow  ip  the 
Dnmbers.  In  a  word,  that  chastity,  correctness,  and  gravity  of  style,  which  are  so  essential  to  tragedy, 
and  which  all  the  tragic  poeu  who  followed,  not  excepting  Shakespeare  bhnielfi  QiQket  iilUe  midentood, 
or  perpetoaliy  neglected, 
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hy  them.  At  the  lengthy  one  of  theth  plucked  out  one  of  the  ttUkif  and  brake  it ;  and  the  reti 
plucking  out  all  the  other  stickeif  one  after  another,  did  eately  breake  the  game,  being  teve^ 
red;  wfiich^  being  conjoined,  they  had  before  attempted  in  vaine.  After  they  had  thii  done^ 
they  departed  the  ttage,  and  the  musicke  ceaud.  Hereby  was  signified^  that  a  itate,  knit  tn  vni- 
ticj  doth  continue  strong  against  all  force ;  but  being  divided,  is  easily  destroffed,  a»  befel  upon 
King  Gorboduc  dividing  his  lande  to  his  two  sonnes,  which  he  before  held  m  monarchies  and 
upon  the  discention  of  the  brethren^  to  whom  it  was  divided, 


ACTUS  PRIMUS.    SCENA  PRIMA; 


VlDCVAy  FeRREX. 

Vid,  Toe  silent  night,  that  bringes  the  quiet 
pawse. 
From  painefull  travailes  of  the  wearie  day, 
Prolonges  my  careful  thoughtes,  and  makes  me 

blame 
The  slowe  Aurora,  that  so  for  loye  or  shame 
Doth  long  delay  to  shewe  her  blushing  face, 
And  now  the  day  renewes  my  griefuU  plaint 

Fer,  My  gracious  lady,  and  my  mother  deare, 
Pardon  my  gricfe  for  your  so  gneved  mtnde, 
To  aske  what  cause  tormenteth  so  your  hart. 

Vid,  So  great  a  wrong,  and  so  unjust  despite. 
Without  all  cause  against  all  course  of  kinde — 
Fer,  Such  causelesse  wrong,  and  so  unjust  de- 
spite. 
Hay  have  redresse,  or,  at  the  least,  revenge. 

Vid»  Neither,  my  sonne:  such  is  the  froward  will, 
The  person  such,  such  my  misehappe  and  thine. 
Fer,  Mine !  know  I  none,  but  grief  for  your 

distresse. 
Vid,  Yes;  mine  for  thine,  my  sonne.    A  fa- 
ther? no: 
In  kinde  a  father,  not  in  kindliness.^ 


Fer,  My  father  ?  why,  I  know  nothing  at  all. 
Wherein  I  have  misdone  unto  his  grace. 

Vid.  Therefore,  the  more  unkinde  to  thee  anJ 


mee. 


^or  knowing  well,  my  sonne,  the  tender  love 
That  I  have  ever  borne,  and  beare  to  thee. 
He  greved  thereat^  is  not  content  alone, 
To  spoile  thee  of  my  sight,  my  chiefest  joye^ 
But  thee  of  thy  birth-riglit  and  heritage, 
Causelesse,  unkindly,  and  in  wronefuU  wise^ 
Against  all  lawe  and  right  he  will  bereave: 
Halfe  of  his  kingdome  he  will  gevc  away. 

Fer,  To  whom  ? 

Vid,  Even  to  Porrex,  his  yonger  sonne, 
Whose  growing  pride  I  do  so  sore  suspect. 
That  being  raised  to  equail  rule  with  thce« 
Mee  thinkes  I  see  his  envious  hart  to  swell. 
Filled  with  disdaine  and  with  ambicious  hope^ 
The  end  the  goddes  do  know,  whose  altars  I 
Full  oft  have  made  in  vaine  of  cattet  slaine. 
To  send  the  sacred  smoke  to  heaven's  throne, 
For  thee,  my  sonne,  if  thinges  do  so  succede, 
As  now  my  jelous  minde  misdemeth  sore. 

Fer,  Madam,  leave  care  and  carefull  plabt  for 


me: 


'  Jh  kinde  a  father,  not  in  kindlinat — kind  b  nature,    Hainlet  has  almost  the  same  sentiment  t 

'*  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  lets  than  kind," 

In  several  other  places  of  thb  play,  the  same  word,  in  the  like  sense,  occun.    Again,  in  Julius  Cdtsaf^ 
act  U  scent  9.  t 

"  But  if  yoQ  would  consider  the  true  canse. 
Why  birds  and  beasts  from  quality  and  kind. 
Why  all  these  things  change  from  their  ordinance. 
Their  natures,'and  presumed  faculties, 
To  monstrous  quality.* 


»» 


Tito*  Andronicus,  act  IL  scene  I.  c 

'*  The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious. 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villainy." 

Antony  and  Cleopatra,  act  v.  scene  2. : — ^<*  You  mast  think  this,  look  yon,  that  the  worm  will  do  bit 

kindJ' 

For  these  instances,  I  am  indebted  to  a  writer  in  the  Saint  James's  Chronicle^  Novembers,  n74»   6ei 
also  Mr  Steevens*8  note  on  Hamlet,  act  i.  scene  2. 
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Just  hath  my  father  bene  to  every  wight. 
His  first  DDJuftice  he  will  not  extend 
To  me,  I  trusty  that  geve  no  caase  therof ;  . 
liy  hrother^s  pride  shall  hurt  himselfe,  not  mp. 

Vid,  So  f^rannt  the  goddes :  but  yet  thy  fatlier  so 
Hath  firmly  fixed  his  unmoved  miode, 
That  nlaintcs  and  prayers  can  no  whit  availe, 
(For  tnose  have  I  assaid,)  but  er^n  this  day 
He  will  endeavour  to  procure  assent 
Of  all  his  counsell  to  his  fonde  devise. 
Fer.  Their  ancestors,  from  race  to  race,  have 
borne 
True  fayth  to  my  forefathers;  and  their  seede, 
I  trust,  they  eke  will  beare  the  like  to  me. 

VUL  There  resteth  all ;  but  if  they  faile  thereof, 
And  if  the  end  bring  forth  an  ill  successe, 
On  them  and  theirs  the  mischiefe  shall  befall. 
And  so  I  pray  the  goddes  requite  it  them ; 
And  so  they  will,  for  so  is  wont  to  be 
When  lordes  and  trusted  rulers  under  ktnges. 
To  please  the  present  fancie  of  the  prince. 
With  wrong  transpose  the  course  of  governance : 
Murders,  mischief,  or  civill  sword  "at  length. 
Or  mutual  treason,  or  a  just  revenge, 
When  right  succeeding  hne  returnes  again 
By  Jove*s  just  judgement  and  deserved  wrath, 
Bringes  them  to  cruell,  and  reprochfull  death, 
And  rootes  their  names  and  kindredes  from  the 
earth. 
Fer.  Mother,  content  voo,  you  shall  see  the  end. 
Fid.  The  end?  Thy  end  I  feare :  Joveend  mefirst! 

SCENA  SECUNDA, 

GoRBODuc,  Arostus,  Philanper,  Eubulus. 

Gorb.  My  lords,  whose  grave  advise  and  faith- 
full  aide 
Have  long  upheld-  my  honour  and  my  realroe, 
And  brought  me  to  this  age  from  tender  yeres, 
Guidyng  so  great  estate  with  great  renowne : 
Nowe  more  importeth  me  than  erst**  to  use 
Your  fayth  and  wisdome  whereby  yet  I  reigne ; 
That  when  by  death  my  life  and  rule  shall  cease. 
The  kingdome  yet  may  with  unbroken  course 
Have  certayne  prince,  by  whose  undoubted  right 
Your  wealth  and  peace  may  stand  in  quiet  stay : 
And  eke  that  they  whome  nature  hnth  preparde, 
In  time  to  take  my  place  in  princely  seate. 
While  in  their  father's  tyme  their  pliant  youth 
Yeldes  to  the  frame^f  skilfull  governaunce, 
Maye  so  be  taught,  and  trayned  in  noble  artes. 
As  what  their  fathers,  which  have  reigned  before, 
Have  with  great  fame  derived  downe  to  them. 


With  honour  they  may  leave  unto  their  seede : 
And  not  be  thought  for  their  unworthy  life, 
And  for  their  lawlesse  swarvynge  out  of  kinde. 
Worthy  to  lose  what  lawe  and  kind  them  gave ; 
But  that  they  may  preserve  the  common  peace, 
(The  cause  that  first  began  and  still  mainteines, 
The  lyneall  course  of  kinges  inheritance,) 
For  me,  for  myne,  for  you,  and  for  the  state. 
Whereof  both  I  and  you  have  charge  and  care. 
Thus  do  I  meane  to  use  your  wonted  fayth 
To  me  and  inyne,  and  to  your  native  lande. 
My  lordes,  be  playne  without  all  wrie  respect. 
Or  poysonous  craft  to  speake  in  pleasyng  wise, 
Lest  as  the  blame  of  yll  snccedyng  thingcs 
Shall  light  on  you,  so  light  the  harmes  also. 
Arost,  Your  good  acceptance  so,  most  noble 
king, 
Of  suche  our  faithfulnesse,  as  heretofore 
We  have  employed  in  dueties  to  your  grace, 
And  to  this  realme,  whose  worthy  head  you  are, 
Well  proves  that  neyther  you  mistrust  at  all. 
Nor  we  shall  neede  in  boasting  wise  to  shewe 
Our  trueth  to  you,  nor  yet  our  wakeful!  care 
For  you,  for  yours,  and  for  our  native  lande. 
\yherefore,  O  kyng,  I  speake  as  one  for  all, 
Sithe  all  as  one  do  beare  you  egall  faith : 
Doubt  not  to  use  our  counsells  and  our  aides. 
Whose  honours,goods,and  ly ves,  are  whole  avowed. 
To  serve,  to  ayde,  and  to  defeude  your  grace. 

Gorb,  My  lordes,  I  thankeyou  all.  This  is  the  case. 
Ye  know,  the  gods,  who  have  the  soveraigne  care. 
For  kings,  for  kingdomes,  and  for  common  weales, 
Gave  me  two  sonnes  in  my  more  lusty  age. 
Who  nowe  in  my  decayeng  yeres  are  growen 
Well  towardes  ryper  state  ot  minde  and  strength. 
To  take  in  hand  some  greater  princely  charge. 
As  yet  they  lyve  and  spende  their  hopefull  daies 
With  me  and  with  their  mother  here  in  courte; 
Their  age  nowe  asketh  other  place  and  trade. 
And  myne  also  doth  aske  an  other  chaunge ; 
Theirs  to  more  travaile,  myne  to  greater  ease; 
When  fatall  death  shall  ende  my  mortall  life,^ 
My  purpose  is  to  leave  unto  them  twaine. 
The  realme  divided  in  two  sondry  partes: 
The  one,  Ferrex  myne  elder  sonne  shall  have ; 
The  other,  shall  the  yonger  Porrex  rule. 
That  both  my  purpose  may  more  firmely  stai^de, 
And  eke  that  they  may  better  rule  their  charge, 
I  meane  forthwith  to  place  them  in  the  same ; 
That  in  my  life  they  may  both  learne  to  rule, 
And  I  may  joy  to  see  their  niling  well. 
This  is,  in  summc,  what  I  would  have  ye  wey  i 
First,  whether  ye  allowe'  n\j  whole  devisei 


*  Erti — formerly,  heretofore. 

'  JU0we — i,  e.  approve.    So,  in  King  Lear,  act  ii.  scene  4. : 


.« 


jillom  obedience.*' 
l0e  Mr  Steeveni*s  note  thereon. 


Ifyour  tweet  sway 
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And  thinke  i(  good  for  roe,  for  them,  for  yoa. 

And  for  our  countrey,  mother  of  us  all: 

And  if  ye  lyke  if,  and  atlowc  ic  well. 

Then  for  their  guydinge  and  their  govemaonce. 

Shew  forth  such  means  of  circumstance. 

As  ye  thinke  meete  to  be  both  knowne  and  kept : 

Loe,  this  is  all ;  now  tell  me  yoiir  advise. 

Aroit,  And  this  its  much,  ami  asketh  great  advbe: 
But  for.roy  part,  my  soveraipie  lord  and  kyng, 
This  do  I  thinke : — Your  roajestie  doth  know, 
How  under  you,'  in  justice  and  in  peace, 
Great  wealth  and  honour  longe  we  have  enjoyed, 
So  as  we  cannot  sceme  with  gredte  mindes 
To  wishe  for  change  of  prince  or  fl^ovemavnce; 
But  if  wc  lyke  your  purpose  and  devise, 
Our  lyking  must  be  deemed  to  procetde 
Qf  rightfull  reason,  and  of  hcedefuU  care. 
Not  for  ourselves,  but  for  our  common  state : 
Si  the  our  owne  state  doth  neede  no  better  change. 
I  thinke  in  all,  as  erst  your  p^race  hath  saide : 
Firste,  when  you  shall  unlode  your  aged  mynde 
Of  hevye  care  and  troubles  manifolde. 
And  laye  the  same  upon  my  lordes  your  fMmnes^ 
WhQ«e  growing  yeres  may  beare  the  burden  long, 
And  long  I  pray  the  goddes  to  i^raunt  it  so: 
And  in  your  li^  while  you  sl'.ajl  so  beholde 
Their  rule,  their  vertues,  and  their  noble  deedes, 
Suche  as  their  kinde  behighteth'^  to  m  all. 
Great  be  the  profites  that  shall  growe  thereof; 
Your  age  in  quiet  shall  the*  longer  last. 
Your  lasting  age  shall  be  their  longer  stay. 
For  cares  of  kynges,  that  rule  as  you  have  ruled, 
For  publique  wealth,  and  not  for  private  joy«, 
Do  waste  roannes  lyfe,  and  hasten  crooked  age, 
Willi  furrowed  face,  and  with  enfeebletl  lymmes. 
To  draw  on  creepyng  death  a  swifter  pace. 
They  two  yet  yong  shall  beare  the  parted  reigne 
With  greater  ease  than  one,  now  olde,  alone 
Can  welde  the  whole,  for  whom  much  harder  is 
W i  t  h  lessened  strength  the  doubled  weight  to  beare. 
Your  eye,  your  counsell,  and  the  grave  regarde 
Of  father,  yea  of  such  a  father's  mime, 
Now  at  heginning  of  their  sondred  reigne, 


When  is  the  bazarde  of  their  whole  snccesse. 
Shall  bridle  so  their  force  of  youthfull  heates, 
And  so  restreine  the  rage  of  insolence, 
Which  most  assailes  the  yong  and  nohle  roinde% 
And  so  shall  guide  and  traine  in  tempred  stay 
Their  yet  greene  bending  wittes  with  reverent  awe^ 
As  now  inured  with  vertues  at  the  first, 
Custome,  O  kyng,  shall  bring  delightlbloeafle. 
By  use  of  vertue,  vice'  shnll  grow  in  haite : 
But  if  you  so  dispose  it,  that  the  daye 
Which  ends  your  life  shall  fuH  begin  tlMs'r  reigoey 
Great  is  the  perill,  what  will  be  the  eMde, 
When  such  beginning  of  such  liberties, 
Voide  of  such  slayes  a»  in  yoar  life  do  lye, 
Shall  leave  thcra  free  lorandon"  of^heir  will 
An  open  praie  to  trakerous  fkitterie. 
The  greatest  pe9tiience  of  noble  y^mthe : 
Whiche  perill  shall  be  past,  if  in  your  life 
Their  tempred  youthe  with  aged  fat^ier^f  awe 
Be  brought  in  ure'^  of  skilfull  stayednvsfte, 
And  in  your  fife  their  hres  disposed  so 
Shall  length  your  noble  life  in  joyful nesse. 
Thus  thinke  I  that  your  grace  hath  wisely  tboogb^ 
And  that  your  tender  care  of  common  weale 
Hath  bred  this  thought,  so  to  divide  your  lande. 
And  plant  yonr  sonnes  to  beare  the  present  rule 
While  you  yet  lyve  to  see  their  rulinge  well. 
That  you  may  longer  lyve  by  joye  therein. 
What  furder  meanes  behovefuU  are  and  meete. 
At  greater  leisure  may  yolir  grace  devise. 
When  all  have  said,  afid  when  we  be  agreed 
If  this  be  beat,  to  part  the  realme  in  twaine. 
And  place  your  soimes  in  present  govemement : 
Whereof  as  I  have  plainely  said  my  mynde. 
So  wonlde  I  here  the  rest  of  all  my  lordes. 

PhiL  In  part  I  thinke  as  hath  ben  saide  before ; 
In  parte  agayne  my  minde  is  otherwise. 
As  for  dividmg  of  this  realme  in  twatne, 
And  lotting  out  the  same  in  egall  portes 
To  either  of  my  lordes  yoor  grace  s  sonnet, 
That  thinke  I  best  for  thi»  yoor  realnie»  behole^ 
For  profite  and  advanncement  of  yoar  sonnes^ 
A'nd  for  your  comfort  and  your  honour  eke : 


'^  BehighUtk — u  «•  promisetb.    So  Spenser,  in  his  Fairy  ^Meea,  b.  iv.  c  11.  s.  6.S 

'*  And  for  his  paines  a  whistle  him  hehightf 

That  of  a  fitke^i  shell  was  wrought  w  itb  rare  ddigfat.**    ^ 

"  Randan — to  go  without  any  restraint.    Randonntr,  Fr. 

'^  In  urt — ure  is  an  old  word,  signifying  habU^  practice.    It  is  used  by'Spenser  and  otkeili    9*1  ^ 
Edwjrd  Thirds  act  i.  scene  1. : 


_« 


Ned,  thou  must  begin 


Now  to  forget  thv  study  and  thy  books, 

And  ure  thy  shoulders  to  an  armour^s  weight.*' 


Ascham*i  Toxophilut^  p.  87,  Bennetts  edition: 

«•  yfhat  thing  a  man  in  tender  age  bath  most  in  tire, 
That  same  to  death  always  to  kepe  he  shall  be  sure.' 
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But  SO  to  plsce  tbeoi  wlwle  your  life  do  kst. 

To  T€lde  to  tbem  your  ixgrall  goveraannce^ 

To  be  above  them  oiiely  to  the  dmbo 

Of  father,  not  ia  kingly  state  also, 

I  thiukc  not  good  for  you,  for  thera,  nor  us. 

Ttiis  kingdoiae  since  the  bloudie  civill  fielde, 

'^  Where  Morgan  iiaine  did  yeld'bis  conquered 

part 
Uotn  his  CiMTis  sworde  in  Camberland, 
Conteiiieth  all  that  whiloine  did  suffice 
Three  noble  sofuies  of  your  forefather  Brute; 
So  your  two  sonnes  it  may  su4lice  also. 
The  moe'*^  the  stronger,  if  they  gree  in  one : 
The  somJlcr  cocnpaase  that  the  realme  doth  holdc, 
The  ea-wr  is  the  swey  thereof  to  welde, 
The  nearer  justice  to  the  w roiled  pbore, 
The  smaller  charge^  and  y^t  ynoughe  for  one. 
And  when  the  region  is  divided  so 
That  brethren  be  the  letdesof  either  parte, 
Such  strength  ^loth  nature  knit  betwene  them  both 
In  sondrie  bodies  by  conjoyned  love, 
That  not  as  two,  but  one  of  doubled  force, 
£cbe  ii  to  other  as  a  sure  defence : 
The  Doblenesse  and  glory  of  the  one 
Doth  sharpe  the  courage  of  the  other's  mynde 
With  vertuous  envie  to  contende  for  praise. 
And  socb  an  egalnesse''  hath  nature  made 
Betweeoe  the  brethren  of  one  fatherV  seede, 
As  an  unkindly  wrong  it  seemes  to  be. 
To  throwe  the  brother  subject  under  feete 
Of  bim,  whose  peere  he  is  by  course  of  kinde ; 
And  nature,  that  did  make  this  egalnesse, 
Ofte  so  repincth  at  so  great  a  wrong, 
That  ofte  she  rayieih  up  a  grudging  griefe 
In  yonger  brethren  at  the  elder^s  state : 
Whereby  both  towoes  and  kitagdomes  have  been 

rased, 
And  famous  stoekei  of  royall  blood  destroied ; 
The  brother  that  shoulde  be  the  brother's  aide. 
And  have  a  wakeful!  care  for  his  defence, 
Gi^et  lor  his  death,  and  bUmes  the  lyngering 

yeres, 
That  draw  not  forth  his  ende  with  faster  course; 
And,  oft  impacient  of  so  longe  delayes, 
With  hatefull  shuighter  he  prevents  the  fates, 
And  heapes  a  just  rewarde  for  brother's  bloode, 
With  eadiesse  vengeaunce  on  hb  stocke  for  aye. 
Such  mischiefe^  here  are  wisely  mette  withall, 


If*egall  state  may  nourishe  cgeH  love. 
Where  none  hath  cause  to  grudge  at  other's  good. 
But  nowe  the  head  to  stoupe  beneih  them  both, 
Nc  kinde,  ne  reason,  ne  good  ordrc  beares. 
And  oft  it  hath  ben  seeoe,  where  nature*s  course 
Hath  ben  perverted  in  disordered  wise. 
When  fathers  cease  to  know  tiiat  they  should  rule, 
And  ct}iidren  cease  to  know  tliey  should  obey, 
That  ofceu  over  kindly  tendernesse 
Is  mother  of  unkindly  stuhhqrncsse. 
I  speake  not  this  in  envie  or  reproche, 
As  if  I  grudged  tlie  glorie  of  your  sonnes, 
Whose  honour  I  besech  the  goddes  encrease : 
Nor  yet  as  if  1  thought  there  did  remaine. 
So  filtliie  cankers  in  their  noble  brestes, 
Whom  I  esteeme  (which  is  their  greatest  praise) 
Undoubted  children  of  so  good  a  kyng ; 
Onelie  I  mean  to  shewe  by  certaine  rules. 
Which -kinde  hath  graft  within  the  mind  of  man. 
That  nature  hath  her  ordre  and  her  course. 
Which  (being  broken)  doth  corrupt  the  state 
Of  myndes  and  thinges,  even  in  the  best  of  all. 
My  lordes,  your  sonnes  may  learne  to  rule  of  you. 
Your  owne  example  in  your  noble  courte 
Is  fittest  guydor  of  their  youthful  yeares. 
If  you  desire  to  see  some  present  joye 
By  sight  of  their  well-rulynge  iu  your  lyfe. 
See  them  obey,  so  sliall  you  see  them  rule : 
Who  so  obcyeth  not  with  humblenesse 
Will  rule  with  outrage  and  with  insolence. 
Longe  may  they  rule  I  do  fceseche  the  goddes. 
But  longe  may  they  learne,  ere  they  begyn  to  rule; 
If  kinde  and  fates  would  suffre,  I  would  wishe 
Them  aged  princes  and  immortal  kynges : 
Wherfore,  most  noble  kyngc,  I  well  assent, 
Betweoe  your  sonnes  that  you  divide  your  realme, 
And  as  in  kinde,  so  match  them  in  degree. 
But  while  the  goddes  prolong  your  royall.  life. 
Prolong  your  reigne,  for  therto  lyve  you  here, 
And  therfore  have  ihe  goddes  so  long  forborne 
To  joyne  you  to  themselves,  that  still  you  might 
Be  prince  and  father  of  our  Common  weale : 
They,  when  they  see  your  children  ripe  to  nile^ 
Will  make  them  roume,  and  will  removcyou  hence, 
That  yonrs  in  right  ensuynge  of  your  life 
May  rightly  honour  your  immortall  name. 
Eubui,  Your  wonted  true  regarde  of  faithfull 
hartes 


^^t^fPTbM  Ifor^fli  sbtine  Hdyeld  hh  conqutrtd  part 

Unto  kit  eoniCa  tmorde  in  Ctumberhmd, — See  Geofiry  of  Monmontb,  b.  ii.  c.  15.  He  is  there  called 
Ifargan*  and  is  said  to  have  been  ||^lled  by  bb  brother  Cunedagius,  in  a  contest  similar  to  the  pretieot  be- 
tween Ferrex  and  Porrex. 

**  Mod^-i,  e.  more.    The  ancient  way  of  spelling  and  pronounciqg  this  word. 

"  EgabuMse-^U  e.  equality.  So,  in  Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folic ^  1549,  Sign.  D  :— '*  And  friendship  b 
never  properly  knitte,  but  betweene  men  of  egali  estate  and  condition." 

Hairs  CknmicU^  Henry  IV.  p.  24. : — <*  Affirming  farther,  that  no  kyng  anointed  of  very  datle  was 
cither  bound  or  obliged  to  answere  any  challcngei  but  to  his  pere  of  tgaU  estate  and  equivolcnt  dig- 
lutie.'' 
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Makes  me,  O  kynge,,  the  bolder  to  presume     * 
To  speake  what  I  conceive  within  my  brest, 
Although  the  same  do  not  agree  at  all 
With  that  which  other  here  my  lordes  have  said, 
Nor  which  yourselfe  have  seemed  best  to  lyke. 
Pardon  I  crave,  and  that  my  wordes  be  demcd 
To  flowe  from  hartie  zeale  unto  your  grace, 
And  to  the  safetie  of  your  common  wcale. 
To  parte  your  real  me  unto  my  lordes  your  sonoes 
I  thmke  not  good  for  you,  ne  yet  for  them, 
But  worste  of  all  for  this  our  native  lande : 
Within  one  land,  one  single  rule  is  best : 
Divided  reignes  do  make  divided  hartes, 
But  peace  preserves  the  countrey  and  the  prince. 
Suche  is  in  man  the  gredy  minde  to  reigoe, 
So  great  is  his  desire  to  climbe  aloftc, 
In  worldly  stage  the  stateliest  partes  to  beare, 
Tliat  faith  and  justice,  and  all  kindly  love, 
Do  yelde  upto  desire  of  soveraigntie. 
Where  egall  state  doth  raise  an  egall  hope 
To  winne  the  thing  that  either  wold  attame. 
Your  grace  remembreth  how  in  passed  yeres, 
The  mightie  Brute,  first  prince  of  all  this  lande,'^ 
Possessed  the  same,  and  ruled  it  well  in  one; 
He  thinking  that  the  com  passe  did  suffice 
For  his  three  sounes  three  kingdoms  eke  to  make. 
Cut  it  in  tliree,  as  you  would  now  in  twaine: 
But  how  much  British  bloud  hath  since  bene  spilt, 
To  joyne  again  the  sondred  unitie  1 
What  princes  slaine  before  their  timely  houre ! 
What  waste  of  townes  and  people  in  the  lande ! 
What  treasons  heaped  on  murders  and  on  spoiles ! 
Whose  just  revenge  even  yet  is  scarcely  ceased, 
Ruthefull  remembraunce  is  yet  rawe  in  minde. 
The  gods  forbyd  the  like  to  chaunce  againe ! 
And  you,  O  kynge,  geve  not  tlie  cause  thereof. 
My  lord  Ferrex,  your  elder  sonne,  perhappes, 
Wbome  kinde  and  custome  geves  a  rightfull  hope 
To  be  vour  heire,  and  to  succede  your  reigne, 
Shall  thinke  that  he  doth  sufier  greater  wronge 
Then  he  perchaunce  will  beare,  if  power  serve : 
Porrez,  the  younger,  eo  upraised  in  state, 
Perliappes  in  courage  will  be  raysed  also ; 
If  flatterie  then,  which  fayles  not  to  assaile 
The  tendre  mindes  of  vet  unsktlfull  youth, 
In  one  shall  kindle  and  encrease  disdaine, 
And  envie  in  the  other's  hartc  enflame ; 
This  fire  shall  waste  their  love,  their  lives,  their 

land, 
And  mtbefuir  mine  shall  destroy  them  both. 
I  wish  not  this,  O  kynge,  so  to  befall, 
But  feare  the  thing,  that  I  do  most  abhorre. 
Geve  no  beginning  to  so  dreadful!  code, 
Kepe  them  in  order  and  oliediencc, 
And  let  them  both,  by  now  obeying  you, 
Learne  such  behaviour  as  besecmes  their  state ; 
The  elder  qnyldeoesse  in  his  governaunce. 


The  yonger,  a  yelding  contentednesse : 
And  kepe  them  neare  unto  your  presence  stilly 
That  they,  restreyned  by  the  awe  of  you. 
May  live  in  compasse  of  well  tempred  staye, 
And  passe  the  perrilles  of  their  youthful!  yearef* 
Your  aged  life  drawes  on  to  febler  tyme, 
Wherin  you  shall  lesse  able  be  to  bcare 
The  travailes  that  in  youth  you  have  susteyned, 
Both  in^our  person's  and  your  realme's  defencOi 
If  plantmg  noif  your  tonnes  in  furder  partes, 
You  sende  them  furder  from  your  present  reach, 
Lesse  shall  you  know  how  tney  toemselves  de* 

meane: 
Traiterous  corrupters  of  their  plyant  youth 
Shall  have  unspied  a  much  more  free  accesse : 
And  if  ambftion,  and  inflamed  disdaine, 
Shall  arme  the  one,  the  other,  or  them  botli. 
To  civil!  warre,  or  to  usurping  pride. 
Late  shall  you  rue  that  you  ne  redLed'^  before. 
Good  is  I  graunt  of  all  to  hope  the  best. 
But  not  to  live  still  dreadlesse  of  the  worst 
So  truste  the  one,  that  the  other  be  forsene, 
Arroe  not  unskilfulnesse  with  princely  power. 
But  you,  that  long  have  wisely  ruled  the  reyoea 
Of  royaltie  within  your  noble  realme. 
So  holde  them,  while  the  gods  for  our  avayles 
Shall  stretch  the  thrcd  of  your  prolonged  daiea. 
To  soone  he  clambe  into  the  flaming  carre. 
Whose  want  of  skill  did  set  the  earth  oo  fire : 
Time  and  example  of  your  noble  grace. 
Shall  teache  your  sonnes  both  to  obey  and  rule : 
When  time  nath  taught  them,  time  shall  make 

them  place, 
The  place  that  now  is  full ;  and  so  I  prey 
Long  it  reroaine,  to  comforte  of  us  all. 

Gorb,  1  take  yoar  faithful  harts  in  thankfdl 

part; 
But  si  the  I  see  no  cause  to  draw  my  minde, 
To  feare  the  nature  of  my  lovine  sonnes, 
Or  to  misdeme  that  envie  or  disdaine 
Can  tliere  worke  hate,  where  nature  planteth  lore, 
In  one  selfe  purpose  do  I  still  abide. 
My  love  eitendeth  egally  to  both. 
My  lande  suffiseth  for  them  both  also : 
Uumber  shall  parte  the  marches  of  theyr  realmcs : 
The  sotheme  parte  the  elder  shall  possesse, 
The  northerne  shall  Porrex,  the  yonger,  rule : 
In  quiet  I  will  passe  mine  aged  dayes. 
Free  from  the  travaile  and  5ie  painefull  caret 
That  hasten  age  upon  the  worthiest  kinges. 
But  lest  the  fraude  that  ye  do  seeme  to  feare. 
Of  flattering  tongues,  corrupt  their  tender  youths 
And  wrythe  them  to  the  wayes  of  youthful!  lost, 
To  dimyng  pride,  or  to  revenging  hate, 
Or  to  neglcctiiig  of  their  careful!  charge 
L«wdely  to  live  in  wanton  rec^destnetse^ 
Or  to  oppressing  of  the  rightfull  cause^ 


.'!  ?^  ntightie  Brute,  first  princt  ofaU  this  {(Me.— 8^  Geoflry  of  MoOBiooth,  book  \. 
*^  Mick§d   ioppotcd^  feared. 
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Or  not  to  wreke  the  wronges  done  to  the  poore, 
To  treade  downe  truth,  or  favoor  false  deceite, 
I  meajie  to  jojne  to  either  of  my  sonnes, 
Some  one  of  those,  whose  long  approved  faith 
And  wisdome  tryed  may  well  assul-e  my  harte, 
That  m}rDyng  fraude  shall  finde  no  way  to  trepe 
Into  their  sensed  eares  with  grave  advise. 
This  is  the  ende,  and  so  I  pray  you  all 
To  beare  my  sonnes  the  love  and  loyaltie 
That  I  have  foande  vrithin  yonr  faithfuU  brestes. 
Arott.  Yoo,  nor  yoor  sonnes,  our  soveraign  lord, 
shall  want 
Our  faith  and  service,  while  our  lives  do  last 

CHORUS. 

When  settled  stay  doth  holde  the  royall  throfli. 
In  stedfast  place  by  knowen  and  doubtles  right; 
And  chiefely  when  disoent  on  one  alone 
Makes  single  and  unported  reigne  to  light ; 


£ch  chaunge  of  coarse  unjoints  tlie  whole  estate^ 
And  yeldes  it  thrall  to  ruine  by  debate. 

The  strength  that  knit  by  faste  accorde  in  one. 
Against  all  forrein  power  of  nughtie  foes,     , 
Could  of  itselfe  defend  itselfe  alone, 
Dinjoyned  once,  the  former  force  doth  lose. 
The  stikes,  that  sondred  brake  so  soone  in  svvaini^ 
In  faggot  bounde  attempted  were  in  vaine. 

Of^  tender  miude,  that  leades  the  parciall  eye 
Of  erring  parents  in  their  children's  love, 
Destroyes  the  wrongly  loved  childe  therby : 
This  doth  the  proud  sonne  of  Apollo  prove, 
Who,  rashly  set  in  chariot  of  his  sire. 
Inflamed  the  parched  earth  with  heaven's  fire. 

And  this  great  king,  that  doth  divide  his  lande. 
And  chaunge  the  course  of  his  discending  crowne. 
And  yeldes  the  reigne  into  his  children's  hande. 
From  blisful  state  of  joy  and  ^reat  renowne, 
A  myrrour  shall  become  to  pnnces  all, 
To  leame  to  shunne  the  cause  of  such  iei  fall. 


The  Order  and  Signification  of  the  Domme  Shew  before  the  Second  Act. 

Krtf,  ike  muticke  cf  camettes  began  to  playe,  during  which  came  in  upon  the  itage  a  kingt  ae* 
companied  with  a  nombre  of  his  nobilitte  and  gentlemen.    And  after  he  had  placed  him$elfin  a 
tknrt  of  estate  prepared  for  him^  there  came  and  kneled  before  him  a  grave  and  aged  gent  If* 
mid  offred  up  a  cuppe  unto  him  of  wyne  in  a  glasie,  which  the  king  refuted.    After  him 
r$  a  orave  and  luttie  yong  gentleman^  and  preuntes  the  king  with  a  cup  of  golde  filled 
paymntf  which  the  king  accepted,  and  drinking  the  Mme,  immediately  Jell  downe  dead  upon 
ike  itagCf  and  to  wot  carry ed  thence  away  by  hit  brdet  and  gentlemen,  and  then  the  muticke 
ceased.     Hereby  wot  tignijud,  that  at  glatu  by  nature  holdeth  no  poyton,  but  it  clere,  and  may 
eatify  be  teen  ikroughy  ne  boweth  by  any  arte ;  to,  a  foythfuU  countellour  holdeth  no  treason^ 
but  it  playne  and  open,  ne  yeldeth  to  anie  unditcrete  affection,  but  geveth  holetome  counteli, 
mkick  the  yll  advised  prince  refuteth.   The  delight  fall  golde  filled  with  poyton,  betoheneth  flattery, 
which,  under  foire  teeming  ofpleataunt  wordes,  beareth  deadly  poyton,  which  destroyed  the  prince 
that  recweth  it,  at  befell  in  the  two  brethren,  Ferrex  and  Porrex,  who,  refuting  the  holetome 
ise  of  grave  eounteUeurt,  credited  thete  yong  parasitet,  and  brought  to  themtelvet  death  and 
thereby, 

ACTUS  SECUNDUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


FCRREX,  HCRMON,  DoRDAN. 

Per.  I  M  CRVAiLB  much  what  reason  ledde  the 
king^ 
Hj  father,  thus  widioat  all  my  desert 
To  reve  me  half  the  kiogdome,  which  by  course 
0(  lawe  and  natoie  should  remavne  to  me. 

Ber,  If  you«  with  stubbome  and  untamed  pryde, 
^sA  stood  against  him  in  rebelling  wise. 
Or  if  with  gnidgiog  minde  you  had  envied 
So  slow  a  sliding  of  his  aged  yeres, 
^  fOQiht  before  your  time  to  hasto  the  course 
€>f  fattU  death  upon  his  royal  head. 
Or  stained  your  stocke  with  mnrder  of  your  kyn ; 
&MDO  face  of  reason  might  perhaps  have  seemed, 
Xo  Jtlde  some  hkely  eanse  to  spoyle  ye  thus. 


Fer,  The  wrekeful  gods  powrc  on  ray  cursed  head 
Eternall  plagues  and  never-dying  woes : 
The  hellish  prince  adjudge  my  dampned  ghost 
ToTantales  thirste,  or  proud  Ixion's  wheele; 
Or  cruell  gripe' ^  to  gnaw  my  growing  harto 
To  during  tormentes,  and  unquenched  flames; 
If  ever  I  conceyved  so  foule  a  thought. 
To  wishe  his  ende  of  life,  or  yet  of  reigne. 

Dor,  Ne  yet  your  father,  O  most  noble  prinoa^ 
Did  ever  thinke  so  fowle  a  thing  of  you ; 
For  he  with  more  than  father's  tender  love. 
While  vet  the  fates  do  lend  him  life  to  rule, 
(Who  long  might  lyve  to  see  your  ruling  well,) 
To  you,  my  lorde,  and  to  his  other  sonne, 
Lo,  he  resigns  his  realme  and  royaltie. 
Which  never  would  so  wise  a  priuce  have  done^ 


\^  0rtp#-^  frip$  b  »  griffiBi  perhaps  used  here  for  a  vultart •    See  Coegrave.    S. 
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If  he  had  onoe  mtsdemed  that  in  your  harte 
There  ever  lodged  so  unkinde  a  thought. 
But  tendre  love,  my  lord,  and  setled  truste 
Of  your  good  nature,  and  your  noble  minde. 
Made  him  to  place  you  thus  in  royall  throne, 
And  now  to  geve  you  half  his  realme  to  guide. 
Yea  and  that  halfe,  which  in  abounding  store 
Of  things  that  serve  to  make  a  welthy  realme^ 
In  stately  cities,  and  in  fruitful  seyle, 
In  temperate  breathing  of  the  milder  heaven, 
In  things  of  nedefull  use,  which  frendly  sea 
Transports  by  traffike  from  the  forreine  partes^ 
In  flowing  wealth,  in  honour,  and  in  force, 
Doth  passe  the  double  value  of  the  parte 
That  Porrez  hath  allotted  to  his  reigne: 
Such  is  your  case,  such  is  your  father's  love. 
Fer,  Ah!  love,  my  friends:  love  wrongs  not 

whom  he  loves. 
Dor,  Ne  yet  he  wrongeth  you  that  geveth  you 
So  large  a  reigne  ere  that  the  course  of  time 
Bring  you  to  kingdome  by  discended  right, 
Which  time  perhaps  might  end  your  time  before. 
Fer.  Is  this  no  wrong,  say  you,  to  reave  from  me 
My  native  right  of  halfe  so  great  a  realme. 
And  thus  to  match  his  yonger  sonne  with  me 
In  egall  power,  and  in  as  grea(  degree  ? 
Yea  and  what  sonne?  the  sonne  whose  swelling 

pride 
Woulde  never  yelde  one  pointe  of  reverence. 
When  1  the  elder  and  apparaunt  heire 
Stoode  in  the  likelihode  to  possesse  the  whole : 
Yea,  and  tliat  sonne  which  from  his  childish  age 
Envieth  myne  honour,  and  doth  hate  my  life. 
What  will  tie  now  do,  when  his  pride,  his  rage, 
The  mindful!  malice,  or  his  grudgins  harte, 
Is  armed  with  force,  with  wealth,  and  kingly  state  ? 
Her,  Was  this  not  wrong,  yea  yll  advised  wron^ 
To  give  so  mad  a  man  so  sharpe  a  sworde, 
To  so  great  perill  of  so  great  missehappe. 
Wide  open  thus  to  set  so  large  a  waye  r 

Dor.  Alas,  my  lord,  what  griefuU  thing  is  this 
That  of  your  brother  you  can  thinke  so  Ul  ? 
I  never  saw  him  utter  likelie  signe 
Whereby  a  man  might  see  or  once  misdeme 
Such  hate  of  you,  ne  such  unyelding  pride : 
111  is  their  counsel  1,  sharoefull  be  their  ende. 
That  raysing  such  mistrustful!  feare  in  you, 
Sowing  the  seede  of  such  unkindly  hate, 
Travaile  by  treason  to  destroy  you  both. 
Wise  is  your  brother,  and  of  noble  hope, 
Worthic  to  welde  a  large  and  mighte  realme. 
So  much  a  stronger  frende  have  you  therby. 
Whose  strength  is  your  strength,  if  you  gree  in  one. 
Her,  If  nature  and  the  goddes  had  pinched  so 
Their  flowing  bountie  and  their  noble  giftes 
Of  princelie  qualities  from  you,  my  lorde. 
And  powrde  them  all  at  ones  in  wastfuU  wise 
Upon  your  fathers  yonger  sonne  alone; 


Perfaappes  there  be  that  in  your  prejudiee 
Would  say  that  birth  should  yeld  to  worlhioeses 
But  sithe  in  eche  good  gift  aiKl  prineeiie  Arte 
Ye  are  his  matche,  and  in  the  chicfe  of  all 
In  mildnesse  and  in  sobre  govemaunce. 
Ye  farre  surmount ;  and  sith  there  is  in  you 
Sufficing  skill  and  hopeful!  towardnesse, 
To  weld  the  whole  and  match  your  elders  prajse; 
I  see  no  cause  why  ye  should  loosse  the  halfc^ 
Ne  would  I  wishe  you  yelde  to  such  a  lo«se. 
Lest  your  milde  suffieraunce  of  so  great  a  wrongs 
Be  deemed  cowardise  and  simple^  dreadc : 
Which  shall  geve  courage  to  the  fierie  head 
Of  your  yonge  brother  to  invade  the  whole. 
While  yet  therforc  stickes  in  the  peoples  minde 
The  lotlied  wrong  of  your  disheritauuce, 
A^  ere  your  brother  have  b^  settled  power, 
By  guileful!  cloke  of  an  allunng  showe. 
Got  him  some  force  and  favour  in  thfi  reahnc ; 
And  wliile  the  noble  qucene  your  mother  lyves. 
To  worke  and  practise  all  for  your  availe. 
Attempt  redresse  by  arms,  and  wreake  yourself  ^ 
Upon  his  life  that  gayneth  by  your  losse. 
Who  nowe  to  shame  of  you,  and  griefe  of  us, 
In  your  owne  kingdome  triumphes  over  you. 
Shew  now  your  courage  meete  for  lungly  states 
That  they  wiiich  have  ave  wed  to  spend  ihey  r  goods^ 
Their landes,  their  lives,  and  honour^in.your  causey. 
May  be  the  bolder  to  mainteyne  vour  parte 
When  tliey  do  see  that  cowarde  feare  in  you 
Shall  not  betray,  ne  faile  their  faithful!  hartci^ 
If  once  the  death  of  Porrex  ende  the  strife, 
And  pay  the  price  of  his  usurped  reigne. 
Your  mother  shall  perswade  the  angry  kvug. 
The  lords  your  frends  eke  shall  appease  his  rage; 
For  they  be  wise,  and  well  they  can  fursee;, 
That  ere  longe  time  your  aged  father's  death 
Will  bryng  a  time  when  you  shall  well  re(|aice 
Their  friendlie  favour,  or  their  hateful  spite. 
Yea,  or  their  slacknesse  to  avaunce  your  cause. 
**  Wise  men  do  not  so  hang  on  passing  state 
Of  present  princes,  chiefly  in  their  age» 
But  they  will  further  cast  their  reaching  eye 
To  viewe  and  weye  the  times  and  reignes  to  come.^ 
Ne  is  it  likely  though  the  king  be  wrothe. 
That  he  yet  will,  or  that  the  reahnc  will  beare 
Extreme  revenge  unoo  his  onely  sonne ; 
Or  if  he  woulde,  wnat  one  is  he  that  dare 
Be  minister  to  such  an  enterprise? 
And  here  you  be  now  pUioed  in  your  owne, 
Ainyd  your  frendes,  your  vassalles^  and  your 

strength, 
We  shall  defemle  and  kepe  your  person  safey 
Till  either  connsell  tume  bis  tender  minde. 
Or  a^  or  sorrow  ende  his  werie  dayes. 
But  if  the  feare  of  goddes,  and  secret  grudge 
Of  nature's  law,  repining  at  the  fact, 
Witholde  your  courage  from  so  great  attempt; 


*^  Wreake  y9urtelf^u  e.  revenge  yoafsei^ 
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Know  ye  that  last  of  kin^oines  hath  no  lanr, 
llie  i^des  do  beare  and  well  allow  in  kinges 
The  thiii^  that  they  abhorre  in  rascall  roat^. 
"  When  kinses  OD  slender  quarrels  runne  to  warreSy 
And  then  in  cruell  and  unkinJely  wise 
Cooimaund  theftes,  rapes,  murder  of  innocentS) 
The  spoilc  of  townes,  ruines  of  mighty  realih% 
Thinke  you  such  princes  do  st^ipose  them^lves 
Subject  to  lawes  of  kinde  and  f  care  of  god*  P* 
Murders  and  violent  theftes  in  private  men 
Are  hainous  crimes,  and  full  of  fouie  rcpi-nach ; 
Yet  none  offenrc,  but  deckt  with  glorious  name 
Of  noble  ciinque^tes  in  the  handes  of  kingcs. 
Bat  if  you  like  not  yet  so  bote  detise, 
Ne  list  to  take  sucH  vauntage  of  the  time, 
Bot,  thoagh  with  perill  of  your  owne  estate, 
You  mil  not  be  tlic  first  that  shall  invade, 
Assemble  yet  your  force  for  your  defence, 
Aoil  for  your  safetie  stand  upon  your  garde. 

Dor.  (>  lieaveti,  was  there  ever  heard  or  knowne, 
So  wicked  coansell  to  a  noble  prince  ? 
Let  me,  my  lord,  disclose  unto  your  gnice 
This  liainous  tale,  wliat  mischiefe  it  contanes, 
Your  father's  death,  your  brother's,  and  your  owue, 
Your  present  murder  and  eternal  I  shame : 
Jieare  me,  O  king,  and  suflTeAiot  to  sinke 
So  high  a  treason  in  your  princely  brest. 

Frr.  The  mighty  goddes  forbid  that  ever  I 
Should  once  concenve  such  mischiefe  in  my  hart ! 
>\ltliough  my  brother  hath  bereft  my  real  me. 
And  beare  perhappes  to  me  an  hatefull  minde, 
Siiall  I  rerenge  it  with  his  death  therefore  ? 
Or  shall  I  so  destroy  my  father's  life. 
That  gave  roe  life  ?  The  gods  forbid  I  say  : 
Cease  you  to  speake  so  any  more  to  me, 
Ne  you  my  friend  with  answere  once  repeate 
So  fcmie  a  tale.    In  silence  let  it  dye  : 
What  lord  or  subject  shall  have  hope  at  all, 
That  under  me  they  safely  shall  enjoye 
Their  goods,  their  honours,  landes,  and  liberties, 
With  whom,  neither  one  onely  bnither  deare, 
Ne  father  dearer,  could  enjoye  their  lives  ? 
But  sitli,  I  feare  my  yongcr  brother's  rage. 
And  sith  perhappes  s')nie  other  man  may  geve 
Some  like  advise,  to  moVe  bis  grudging  head 
At  mine  estate ;  which  counsell  may  perchaance 
Take  yprater  force  with  him,  then  this  with  me, 
I  will  in  secrete  so  prepare  rayselfe^ 
As  if  his  malice  or  nis  lust  to  reigne, 
Brrake  forth  in  arms,  or  sodeine  violence, 
I  may  withstand  his  rage,  and  keepe  mine  owne. 

Dor,  I  feare  the  fatal  time  now  dfaweth  on, 
When  civill  hate  shall  end  the  Eioble  lifie 
l)f  famous  Brute,  and  of  liis  royall  secde : 
Great  Jove  defend  the  mischiefes  now  at  hand  ! 
O  that  the  secretaries  wise  advise 
tlad  em  bene  heard,  wheir  he  besought  the  king 
Not  to  divide  his  land,  nor  send  bis  sonnes 
To  farther  partes  from  preseObe  of  his  court, 
Ne  yet  to  yeld  to  them  his  governaunce. 
ijt  sucft  are  they  now  in  the  royall  throne 
As  was  rashe  Piueton  in  Phcebus  carre : 
Ne  then  the  fiery  slides  did  drmv  the  flame  . 

VOL.  I. 


With  wilder  randon  through  the  kindled  skies. 
Than  traitorous  counsell  now  will  whirle  about 
The  youthfull  heades  of  these  unskilfull  kingcs. 
But  1  hereof  their  father  uill  eiiforme, 
The  reverence  of  him  perhappes  shall  stay 
The  growing  mischiefes,  while  they  yet  are  greend; 
If  this  helpe  not,  then  Woe  unto  themselveS|' 
The  prince,  the  people,  the  divided  lanid. 

SCEXA  SfiCUNDA. 

PftBiiEX,  Tyndar,  Piiiland£r. 

.  Pof^  And  is  it  thus  ?  and  doih  he  so  prephr^ 
Against  his  brother  as  hi^  mortall  fo^  t 
And  now  while  yet  his  aged  father  lives? 
Neither  regardes  he  him,  nor  feares  he  me  ? 
Warre  would  he  have?  and  he  shriTI  have  it  so".   . 

Tyn.  I  saw  myselfe  the  great  prepared  store 
Of  horse,  of  armour,  and  of  weapons  there, 
Ne  bring  I  to  my  lord  reported  tales, 
Without  the  ground  of  seen  and  searched  trouth, 
Loe  secrete  quarrells  runne  about  his  cour% 
To  bring  the  name  of  you,  my  lorde,  in  hate : 
£ch  man  almost  can  now  debate  the  6auie, 
And  aske  a  reason  of  so  great  a  wron«ir^ 
Why  he  so  noble,  and  so  wis^  a  prinCe, 
Is,  as  unworthy,  reft  his  herita<!e. 
And  why  the  kinjg,  mis'sel6dde  by  craftie  meanes', 
Divided  thus  fits  land  from  course  of  right? 
The  wiser  s^iiie  holdc  downe  their  gricmll  hedes^ 
Eche  man  withdraws  from  taike  and  company 
Of  those  that  have  bene  kn^own^  to  favour  you' 
To  hide  the  misohiefe  of  their  meaning  there. 
Rumours  are  spread  of  youf  preparing  here. 
The  rascall  numbers  of  unsk'^lfull  sort 
Are  filled  with  monstrous  tales  of  you  and  yours. 
In  secrete  I  was  counselled  by  my  frendes 
To  hast  me  thence,  and  broUj*in  you,  as  you  know, 
Letters  from  those  that  both  can  truely  tell. 
And  would  not  ivrite  unlesse  they  knew  it  well. 

Phi  My  lord,  yet  ete  you  move  uhkrndly  warre, 
Send  to  your  brother  to  demaund  the  cause : 
Perhappes  some  traiterous  tales  have  Qlledhis  eatrev 
With  false  reportes  against  your  noble  grace. 
Which  once  disclosed  shall  end  the  growing  strife. 
That  els  liot  staiVed  with  wise  foresight  in  time 
Shall  hazarde  both  your  kingdomes  and  your  lives: 
Send  to  youf  father  eke,  he  !»haU  appease 
Your  kindled  mindtss,  4nd  rid  you  of  thhr  feare. 

Por,  Ridde  me  of  feare?  1  feare  him  not  at  all, 
Ne  will  to  him,  ne  to  my  father  send ; 
If  danger  Wefe  fat  one  to  ta^y  there, 
Thinke  ye  it  safetie  to  retume  againe  ? 
In  mischiefes  tAicli  as  Ferrex  now  intendes. 
The  wonted  btmrteon^  lawe^  to  messengers 
Are  not  observed,  which  in  just  warre  they  usev  ^ 
Shall  I  so  hazard  atty  one  of  mine? 
Shall  I  betray  nly  trusty  frendes  to  him 
That  hath  disdois^  his  treason  unto  me  ?  ^ 
Let  him  entreate  that  feares,  I  feare  him  not: 
Or  shall  I  to  the  king,  my  father,  send  ; 
Yea,  and  send  now  while  such  a  mother  lives^ 
ThUt  loves  ray  brother,  and  that  hateth  me  ? 
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Shall  I  geve  leasure  by  niy  fonde  delavei 

To  Ferrex  to  oppresse  roe  all  unware  r 

I  will  not,  but  I  will  invade  his  realmei 

i\nd  seeke  the  traitour  prince  within  his  court| 

Mischiefc  for  mischiefc  is  a  due  reward. 

His  wretched  head  shall  pay  the  worthy  price 

Of  this  his  treason  and  his  hate  to  me. 

Shall  I  abide,  and  treate,  and  send  and  pray, 

And  holde  my  yelden  throate  to  traitour's  knife ; 

While  I  with  valiant  minde  and  conquering  force 

Might  rid  myselfe  of  foes,  and  winne  a  reume  ? 

Yet  rather  when  I  have  the  wretches  head^ 

Then  to  the  king,  my  father,  will  I  send. 

The  bootelesse  case  may  yet  dppease  his  wrath ; 

If  noty  I  will  defend  me  as  I  may. 

Phi.  Lo  here  the  end  of  these  two  youthful  kings, 
The  father's  death,  the  mine  of  their  realmes. 
*'  O  most  unhappy  state  of  counsellors. 
That  light  on  so  unhappy  lordes  and  times. 
That  neither  can  their  good  advise  be  heard. 
Yet  must  they  beare  the  blames  of  ill  successe  V 
But  I  will  to  the  king,  their  father,  haste. 
Ere  this  mischiefc  come  to  the  likely  end, 
That  if  the  mindfull  wrath  of  wrekefuU  gods, 
Since  mightie  Ilions  fall  not  yet  appeased 
With  these  poore  remnantes  of  the  Trojau  name 
Have  not  determined,  by  unmoved  fate. 
Out  of  this  realroe  to  rase  the  Brittishe-line, 
By  eood  advise,  by  awe  of  father's  name. 
By  force  of  wiser  lordes,  this  kindled  hate 
May  yet  be  quenched  ere  it  consume  us  all. 


Choeus. 

When  youth,  not  bridled  with  a  guiding  stay, 
Is  left  to  randon  of  their  owne  delight, 
Andweldswholerealmesby  force  of  soveraign  sway, 
Great  is  the  daunger  of  unmaistrcd  might, 
Lest  skillesse  rage  throwes  downe  with  headlongfall 
Their  lands,  their  states,  their  lives,  themselves, 
and  all. 

When  growing  pride  doth  fill  the  swelling  brest, 
And  gred^  lust  doth  rayse  the  climbing  nunde. 
Oh  h'ardhe  mayc  the  peril  1  be  rcprest, 
Ne  feare  of  an^ie  gpddcs,  ne  lawes  kinde, 
Ne  countries  care  can  fired  hartes  restrayne 
Whan  force  hath  armed  envie  and  d'^daine. 

When  kinges  of  foresette^  will  neglect  tht' 
rede  " 
Of  best  advis^  and  yelde  to  pleasing  tales, 
That  do  their  fansies  noysome  humour  feede, 
Ne  reason,  nor  rcgarde  of  right,  availes ; 
Succeding  heapes  of  plagues  shall  teach  to  late 
To  leame  the  mischiefes  of  misguided  state. 

Fowle  fall  the  traitour  false,  that  underfnines 
The  love  of  brethren  to  destroye  them  both. 
Woe  to  the  princei^that  pliant  care  enclynes 
And  yeldes  his  minde  to  poysonous  tale  that 

floweth 
From  flattering  mouth;  and  woe  to  vfretched  land, 
That  wastes  itsclfe  with  civill  sworde  in  hande. 
Loe,  thus  it  is,  poyson  in  golde  to  take, 
And  holsome  drinke  in  homely  cuppe  forsake. 


The  Order  and  Signification  of  the  Domme  Shewe  before  the  Thirde  Act. 

First f  the  musicke  ^Jlutet  began  to  playe,  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  a  company  qfmoum^ 
ers  all  clad  in  btacke,  hetokening  death  and  torowe  to  ensue  upon  the  ill-advised  misgovernement 
and  discention  ofhrethrene,  at  befell  upon  the  murder  of  Ferrex  by  his  yonger  brother.  After  the 
wumrners  had  passed  thryse  about  the  stage^  they  departed^  and  then  the  musicke  ceased. 

ACTUS  TERTTUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


GORBODVC,  EUBULUS,  AROSTUS,  PfllLAMDER, 

NUNTIUS. 

Gor,  O  cRwVELi,  fates,  O  mindful  wrath  of  goddes, 
Whose  vengeance  neither  Simois  stayned  streames 
Flowing  with  bloud  of  Trojan  princes  slaine, 
Nor  Phrygian  fieldes  made  raock  with  corpses  dead 
Of  Asian  Icinges  and  lordes,  can  yet  apease, 
Ne  slaughter  of  unhappie  Pryam's  race. 
Nor  Ilion's  fall  made  levell  with  the  soile, 
Can  yet  sufiise ;  but  still  continued  rage 
Pursues  our  Ivves,  and  from  the  farthest  seas 
Doth  chase  the  issues  of  destruied  Troye. 
Oh  no  man  happie  till  his  ende  be  seene ! 
If  any  flowing  wealth  and  seemyng  joye 


In  present  yeres  might  make  a  Iiappy  wight, 
Happie  was  Hecuba,  the  wofiillest  wretch 
That  ever  lyved  to  make  a  myrrour  of; 
And  happie  Pr^am  with  his  noble  sonnes. 
And  happie  I  till  nowe.    Alas,  I  see 
And  feele  my  most  unhappie  wretcbednesae: 
Beholde,  my  lordes,  read  ye  this  letter  here, 
Loe  it  conteins  the  mine  of  our  realme^ 
If  timelie  speede  provide  not  hastie  helpe. 
Yet,^  ye  goddes,  if  ever  wofull  kyng 
Might  move  ye,  kings  of  kinges,  wreke  it  oo  mt 
And  on  my  sonnes,  not  on  this  giltlesse  realme. 
Send  downe  your  wasting  flames  from  wrathfoU 

skies, 
To  reve  me  and  my  sonnes  the  hateful  breath. 


^  JFVrMef/*— t.  <•  foresight.  *'  Rtd&^.  e.  advice. 

2 


Sa.cktii.lb.] 


FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


35 


Read,  read,  mj  lordes;  this  is  the  matter  why 
I  called  ye  noire,  to  have  your  good  advyse. 

The  Letter  from  Dordan,  the  counsellour  efthe 

elder  Prince, 

EuBULUS  readeth  the  Letter, 

*  My  sovenugne  lord,  what  I  am  loth  to  write, 
But  lodiest  am  to  sec,  that  I  am  forced 
By  letters  nowe  to  make  you  understande, 
My  lord  Ferrex,  your  eldest  sonne,  misiedde 
By  traitorous  fraude  of  yong  untempred  wittes, 
Assembleth  force  agaynst  your  yohger  sonne, 
Ne  can  my  counsell  yet  withdrawe  the  heate 
And  furious  panges  of  his  enflamed  head ; 
Disdaine,  siuth  he,  of  his  disheritance, 
Armes  him  to  wreke  the  ^reat  pretended  wrong 
With  dvyll  sword  upon  his  brother's  life ; 
If  present  helpe  do  not  restraine  this  rage, 
This  flame  willwast  your  sonnes,  your  land,  and  you. 
Your  Majeitt/tfaithfull  and  most 
humble  subject,  Dobdan. 

Aros,  O^ing,  appease  your  griefc,  and  stay  your 
plaint ; 
Great  is  the  matter,  and  a  wofi.I1  case ; 
But  timely  knowledge  may  bring  timely  helpe. 
Send  for  them  both  unto  your  presence  here ; 
The  rererencc  of  your  honour,  age,  and  state, 
Tour  grave  advice,  the  awe  of  father's  name, 
Shall  auicklie  knit  agayne  this  broken  peace ; 
And  it  in  either  of  my  lordes,  your  sonues, 
Be  suche  untamed  and  unyelding  pride 
As  Mill  nol  bende  imto  your  noble  hestcs;^* 
If  Ferrez,  the  elder  sonne,  can  bear  no  peere, 
Or  Porrez  not  content,  aspires  to  more 
Than  you  him  gave  above  his  native  right; 
Joyne  with  the  juster  side,  so  shall  you  force 
Them  to  agree,  and  holde  the  lande  in  stay. 

Eub.  What  meaneth  this?  loe  yonder  comes  in 
hast 
Philander  from  my  lord,  your  yonger  sonne. 

Gorb.  The  goddes  sende  joyful  newes ! 

Fki,  The  mightie  Jove 
Preserve  your  majestie,  O  noble  king. 
'  Gorb.  Philander,  welcome ;  but  how  doth  my 

Sonne? 
Fhu  Ypur  sonne,8ir,  lyves,  and  healthie  I  him  left : 
But  yet,  O  king,  this  want  of  lustfull  health 
Could  not  be  halfe  so  griefefull  to  your  grace, 
As  these  most  wretched  tidynges  that  I  bryng. 

Gorb,  O  heavens,  yet  more?  no  ende  of  woes  to 
roc? 

PAi.  Tyndar,  O  king,  came  lately  from  the  court 
Of  Ferrex,  to  my  lord,  your  yonger  sonne, 
And  made  reporte  of  great  prepared  store 
For  warre,  and  sayth  mat  it  is  wholly  ment 


Agaynst  Porrex,  for  high  disdayne  that  he 
Lyves  now  a  king,  and  egall  in  degree 
With  him  that  claimeth  to  succede  the  whole. 
As  by  due  tiile  of  discending  right : 
Porrex  is  nowe  so  set  on  flaming  fire, 
Partely  with  kindled  rage  of  cruell  wra^, 
Partely  with  hope  to  game  a  realme  thereby. 
That  he  in  hast  prepareth  to  invade 
His  brother's  land,  and  with  unkindely  warre 
Threatens  the  murder  of  your  elder  sonne ; 
Ne  could  I  him  perswade  that  first  he  should 
Send  to  his  brother  to  demnunde  the  cause; 
Nor  yet  to  you  to  staie  this  hateful  strife. 
Wherefore  sith  there  no  more  I  can  be  hearde, 
I  come  myselfe  now  to  enforme  your  grace. 
And  to  beseche  you,  as  you  loi'e  the  life 
And  safetie  of  your  children  and  your  rcalme. 
Now  to  employ  your  wisdome  and  your  f^rce 
To  staye  this  mischiefc  ere  it  be  to  late. 

Gorb,  Are  they  in  armes?  would  he  not  sende 

to  me  ? 
Is  this  the  honour  of  a  father's  name  ? 
In  vain  we  travailc  to  asswage  their  mindes. 
As  if  their  hartes,  whome  neither  brother's  love. 
Nor  father's  awe,  nor  kingdomes  care,  can  move, 
Our  counsells  could  tvitborawe  from  ragino  heat. 
Jove  slay  them  both,  and  end  the  cursed  line ! 
For  though  perhappes  feare  of  such  mightie  force 
As  I,  my  lordes,  joyned  with  your  noble  aides, 
Maye  yet  raise,  shall  represse  their  present  heate, 
The  secret  grudge  and  malice  will  remayne, 
The  fire  not  quenched,  but  kept  in  close  restraint 
Fedde  still  within,  breakes  forth  with  double  flame; 
Their  death  and  myne  must  peazc  ^^  the  angrie  gods. 
FhL  Yclde  not,  O  king,  so  much  to  weake  dis- 

pcire ; 
Your  sonnes  yet  lyve,  and  long  I  trust  they  shall: 
If  fates  had  taken  you  from  earthly  life. 
Before  beginning  of  this  civyll  strife ; 
Perhappes  your  sonnes,  in  their  unmaistered  yoath. 
Loose  from  regarde  of  any  lyving  wight, 
Would  runne  on  headlong,  with  unbridled  race. 
To  their  owne  death  and  ruinc  of  this  realme; 
But  hith  the  gods,  that  have  the  care  for  kinges. 
Of  ihinges  and  times  dispose  the  order  so. 
That  in  your  life  this  kindled  flame  breakes  forth, 
W  hile  yet  your  lyfe,  your  wisdome,  and  your  power. 
May  stay  the  growing  mischiefc,  and  represse 
The  fierie  blaze  of  their  inkindled  heate ; 
It  seemes,  and  so  ye  ought  to  deeme  thereof. 
That  levying  Jove  hath  tempred  so  the  time 
Of  this  debate  to  happen  in  your  dayes. 
That  you  yet  lyving  may  the  same  appeaze. 
And  adde  it  to  tlie  glory  of  your  age,  *♦ 
And  they,  your  soniies»  may  learne  to  live  in  peace. 
Beware,  O  king,  the  greatest  harme  of  all. 
Lest  by  your  waylef ull  plaints  your  hastened  deatb 
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Do  yclde  large  roume  unto  their  growing  rage ; 
Preserve  your  life,  the  oncly  hope  of  stay; 
Aiid  if  your  highncs  herein  list  to  use 
Wisdome  or  force,  counsell  or  knightly  aide, 
Loe  we,  our  persons,  powers,  and  lyves,  are  yours; 
iJse  us  ^11  death,  O  king,  we  are  your  owne. 

Eub.  Loe  here  ttie  periil  that  was  erst  fnresene, 
When  you;  O  king,  did  first  devide  your  lande. 
And  yelde  your  present  rcigne  unto  your  sonnes. 
But  now,  O  noble  prince,  now  is  no  time 
To  waile  and  pjaiue,  and  wi^st  your  wofulf  life. 
Now  is  the  time  for  present  good  advise, 
S<;rrow  doth  darke  the  judgement  of  the  wytte; 
'^The  hart  unbroken,  and  tfie  courage  free 
From  fcble  faintenes^e  of  bootclesse  despeirey 
Doth  either  ry^e  to  safctie  or  renowne, 
By  no^lc  valure  of  unyanc^uisht  minde. 
Or  yet  doth  perislie  ii)  more  happy  soft," 
Your  ^race  may  send  to  either  of  your  sonnes, 
some  one  both  wise  and  noble  p€:rsoni)gc. 
Which  with  good  counsel!  and  with  weightie  Dame 
Pf  father  shall  preset  before  their  eyes 
Your  best,  your  life*  your  satetie,  and  tlieir  owne; 
llie  present  iiii&chiefe  of  their  deadly  strife. 
And  in  the  while  assemble  you  the  force 
Which  your  comnJaundment  and  the  spedy  hast 
Of  all  my  lordcs  here  prf.bent  can  prepare : 
The  terrour  of  your  mightie  power  shall  staye 
'^he  rage  of  both,  or  yet  of  one  at  lest. 
Nutu  O  king,  the  greatest  griefc  that  ever  prince 
dyd  hearc. 
That  ever  wofull  messenger  dyd  tell. 
That  ever  wretched  land  hath  sene  before, 
I  bryng  to  you.    Pofrex,  your  yonger  sonnei 
With  soden  force  invaded  hath  the  lande 
Jjiutyou  to  Ferrcx  did  qUo^c  to  rule'; 


And  with  his  owne  most  bloudy  band  he  hath 
His  brother  slaine,  and  doth  possesse  his  reatine. 
Gorb,,0  heavens  send  dowa  the  flames  of  your 
revenge ! 
Destroy,  I  say,  with  flash  of  wreakcfuH  fier 
The  traitour  sonne,  and  then  the  wretched  sire. 
But  let  us  go,  that  yet  perhappes  I  may 
Die  with  revenge,  and  peaze  the  hatefull  gods. 

Cbokus. 

.  The  lust  of  kingdome  knowes  no  sacred  faiths 
No  rule  of  reason,  no  regarde  of  right. 
No  kindcly  love,  no  feare  of  heaven's  wrath. 
But  with  contempt  of  goddes,  and  man^  despite, 
Througli  blodie  slaughter  doth  prepare  the  waic% 
To  fatall  scepter  and  accursed  reignel 
l^ie  Sonne  so  loathes  the  father's  tingerrng  daies, 
Ne  droades  his  hand    in    brother^    blode  tQ 

staine. 
O  wretched  prince,  ne  dost  thou  yet  rccorde 
The  yet  fresh  murthers  done  within  the  lande 
Of  thy  forefathers,  when  the  cruell  sworde 
*♦  ♦  Bereft  Morgan  his  life  with  cosyn*s  {land  ^ 
Thus  fatal!  plagues  pursue  the  giltie  race, 
Whose  murderous  hand,  imbrued  with  giltlesse 

blood, 
Askes  vengeance  strll  l«efore  the  heavens  face. 
With  tndlesse  mischiefes  on  the  cursed  brrtode. 
The  wicked  childc  thus  bringes  to  wofull  sire 
The  mournefull  plaintes  to  wast  his  verj  life : 
Thus  do  the  cruell  flames  of  civyll  fier 
Destroy  the  parted  reigne  with  hatefull  strife 
And  hence  doth  spring  the  well  from  which  doth 

flow. 
The  dead  black  streames  of  mourning,  plauits^and 

woe, 


The  Orber  and  SiGKif  ication  of  the  Domme  Shewe  before  t)ie  Foui^h  Ac^ 

first  the  muiUke  of  hoveboies  began  to  phye,  during  iichich  there  came  from  under  the  stage^  of 
though  out  of  htlLt  three  furitSy  AlectOj  Megeroj  and  Cti^iphonCf  clad  in  biacke  garmentes  iprink* 
ied  with  bioud  andfiames^  their  bodies  girt  ztith  snakes,  their  heds  spred  with  serpentes  in  stead  (f 
hcire,  the  one  bearing  in  her  hand  a  snake,  the  other  a  whip^  and  the  third  a  burning  firebrand  ^ 
cch  driving  before  them  a  king  and  a  queene,  which  moved  bji  fyvifs  unnaturally  -had  slaine  their 
owne  children.  The  names  of  the  kings  and  gueenes  were  these,  Tantalus,  Medea,  Athamas,  Ino^ 
Canibiit%,  Althea ;  after  that  the  furies  and  these  had  passed  about  the  stage  thrue,  they  departed, 
and  than  the  musicke  ceased  :  hereby  wai  signified  the  Munaturall  murders  to  follow,  tht^t  is  to  smf^ 
J^orrej:  slaine  by  his  own  mother  ;  and  of  ktng  Gorbo^uc,  and  queen  Videna^  killed  by  {heir  ownt 
nd^eets, 

ACTUS  QUAHTUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


VlDEKA  fo/a« 

Vid,  Wur  diould  I  lyve  and  linger  forth  my 


time 


In  longer  life  to  double  my  distresse? 

O  me  most  wufuil  wight !  whome  do  mishappe 


Long  erp  this  day  could  have  berevcd  hence. 
Mought  not  these  bandcs,  by  fortune  or  by  fate. 
Have  pev^t  this  brest,  and  life  with  iron  reft; 
Or  in  this  palace  here  where  I  so  long 
Have  spent  my  daies,  could  not  that  happie  honre 
Once,  once  have  hapt,  in  which  thes^bogte  frames 

....  *         i 
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With  death  bj  fall  might  have  oppressed  me ; 
Or  should  noc  this  most  hard  and  cruell  soile, 
So  oft  irfaerc  I  have  prest  my  wretched  steps. 
Some  time  ha*!  ruthe  of  myne  accarsed  life. 
To  rende  in  tirayne,  and  swallow  me  therein. 
So  had  my  bones  possessed  now  in  peace 
Their  happie  grave  within  the  closed  grounde, 
And  greadie  wormes  had  gnawen  this  pyned  hart 
Without  my  feeling  payne  :  so  should  not  now  • 
This  lyring  brest  remaync  the  ruthfull  tombe 
Wbenn  my  hart  yelden  to  death  is  graved ; 
Kor  driery  tiioughts  with  panges  of  pining  gricfe 
My  dolefull  minde  liad  not  afflicted  thus. 
O  my  beloved  sonne,  O  my  swete  childe, 
My  dcATC  Ferrex,  my  joye,  my  lyves  deliglit ! 
Is  my  (»elo%'ed  sonne,  is  my  sweete  childe, 
ily'dcare  Ferrex,  m?  joye,  my  lyves  delight, 
Murdred  with  cruel!  death?  O  hatefull  wretch, 
O  heynous  traitonr  both  to  heaven  and  earth, 
Thou,P(»rrex,  thou  this  damned  dede  hast  wrought, 
Thou,  Porrei,  diou  shalt  dearly  bye  ^'  the  same. 
Traituur  to  kinne  and  kinde,  to  sire  and  me, 
To  thine  owne  fleshe,  and  traitour  to  thyself. 
The  Gods  on  thee  in  hell  shall  wrekc  their  wrath, 
And  here  in  earth  this  hand  shall  take  revenge 
On  tliee,  Porrex,  thou  false  and  caitife  wight. 
If  after  Uoud  so  eigre  were  thy  thirst. 
And  murderous  minde  had  so  possessed  thee, 
If  such  hard  hart  of  rocke  nnd  stonie  flint 
lived  in  thy  brest,  that  nothing  els  could  like 
Thj  cruel  tyrantes  thought  but  death  and  bloud, 
Wilde  savage  beasts  muught  not  their  slaughter 

serve,- 
To  fede  thy  greedie  will,  and  in  the  middest 
Of  their  entrailes  to  staine  thy  deadly  handes 
With  blood  deserved,  and  drinke  thereof  thy  fill: 
Or  if  nought  els  but  death  and  bloud  of  man 
Mo^ght  please  thy  lust,  could  none  in  Brittaine 

land. 
Whose  hart  betome  out  of  his  panting  brest 
Wi^  thine  owne  hapd,  or  worke  what  death  thou 

wooldst, 
Suffice  to  make  a  sacrifice  to  peaze 
That  deadly  minde  and  murderous  thought  in  thee. 
Bat  he  who  in  the  selfe  same  wombe  was  wrapped. 
Where  thoa  in  dismall  bower  receivedst  life? 
Or  if  nedet,  nedes  they  hand  must  slaughter  make, 
Mooghtest  thou  no^  have  reached  a  mortall  wound, 
And  with  thy  S4vord  have  pearsed  this  cursed 

wombe 
Jhat  the,  accursed  Porrex,  brought  to  light, 


And  geven  me  a  just  reward  therefore  ? 

So,  Ferrex,  yet  sweet  life  mought  have>  enjoyecL- 

And  to  his  aged  father  comfort  brought. 

With  some  ynng  sonne  in  whom  they  both  might 

live. 
But  whereunto  waste  I  thus  ruthfull  speche 
To  thee  that  hast  thy  brother  s  bloud  thus  shed  f 
Shall  I  still  thinke  that  from  this  wombe  thou 

sprong  ? 
That  I  thee  bare  ?  or  take  thee  for  my  sonne  ? 
No,  traitour,  no :  I  thee  refuse  for  mine  : 
Murderer,  I  thee  renounce,  thou  art  not  mine. 
Never,  ()  wretch,  this  wombe  conceived  thee, 
**  Nor  never  bode  I  painfull  throtves  for  thee : 
Changeling  to  me  thou  art,  and  not  my  childe, 
Nor  to  no  wight  that  spark  of  pitie  knew, 
Ruthelesse  uukinde,  monster  of  nature's  worke, 
^'  Thou  never  suckt  the  milke  of  woman's  brest, 
But  from  thy  birth  the  cruell  tigers  teates 
Have  nursed  thee,  nor  yet  of  fleshe  and  bloud 
Formed  is  thy  hart,  but  of  hard  iron  wrought ; 
And  wilde  and  desert  woods  bredde  thee  to  life. 
But  canst  thou  hope  to  scape  my  just  revenge ; 
Or  that  these  hantls  will  not  be  wrookc^*  on  thee? 
Doest  thou  not  know  that  Ferrex'  mother  lives, 
That  loved  him  more  dearly  than  herselfe? 
And  doth  she  live,  and  is  not  venged  on  thee  ? 

SCENA  SECUNDA. 
GoRBODUc,  Arostus,  Eubulus,  Porrex,  Mar- 

CELLA. 

Gorb,  We  marvell  much  wh^to  this  lingringstay 
Falles  out  so  long :  Porrex  unto  our  court, 
By  order  of  our  letters,  is  returned; 
And  Eubulus  receaved  from  us  byhest. 
At  his  arrivall  heere,  to  ^eve  him  charge 
Before  our  presence  straight  to  make  repaire. 
And  yet  we  have  no  worde  whereof  he  stayes. 

Arot»  Lo  where  he  commes,  and  Eubulus  witk 
him. 

Eub,  According  to  your  highnesse  best  to  me 
Here  have  I  Porrex  brought,  even  in  such  sort 
As  from  his  weried  horse  he  did  alight, 
For  that  your  grace  did  will  such  hast  therein. 

Oorb,  We  like  and  praise  this  spedy  will  in  you. 
To  worke  the  thinge  that  to  your  charge  we  gave. 
Porrex,  if  we  so  farre  should  swarve  from  kinder 
And  from  those  boundes  which  lawes  of  nature  setS| 
As  thou  hast  done  by  vile  and  wretched  deed« 
In  cruell  murder  of  thy  brother's  life, 


*5  Bye — aby,  abide. 

^  Nor  never  bude  i,  &c.— &od«,  from  the  verb  to  bide.    S, 

^7  Thou  never  tueki  the  milk  ofmoman^t  brest^  &c. — 

Nee  tibi  diva  parens^  generis  nee  Dardaous  aactor, 

Pierfide,  ted  duris  genuit  te  caatihos  horreos 

Cancaius,  Hyrcameqae  admoront  ubera  tigres.    YiRpiL^ 

f »  Wfokf-^rppengedf  from  the  yerb  to  vrtf^*    S* 
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Oar  present  hand  coald  stay  no  longer  time. 
But  straight  should  bathe  this  blade  in  bluud  of 

thee, 
As  just  revenge  of  thy  detested  crime. 
No ;  we  should  not  offend  the  lawe  of  klnde, 
If  now  this  sword  of  ours,  did  slay  thee  here : 
For  thon  hast  niurdred  him,  whose  henious  death 
Even  nature's  force  doth  move  us  to  revenge 
By  bloud  againc;  and  justice  forceth  us 
To  measure  death  for  death,  thy  due  desert : 
Yet  sithens  thou  art  our  childe,  and  sith  as  yet, 
In  this  hard  case  what  worde  thou  canst  alledge 
For  thy  defence  by  us  hath  not  bene  heard. 
We  are  content  to  staye  our  will  for  that 
Which  justice  biddes  us  presently  to  worke ; 
And  geve  thee  leave  to  use  thy  speche  at  full,. 
If  ought  thou  have  to  lay  for  thine  excuse. 

For,  Neither,  O  king,  I  can  or  wilj  denie, 
But  that  this  hand  from  Ferrex  life  hath  refi ; 
Which  fact  how  much  my  dolefull  hart  doth  waile, 
Ob  would  it  roought  as  full  appeare  tu  sight 
As  inward  griefc  would  poure  it  forth  to  roe; 
So  yet  perhappes  if  ever  nithefull  hart 
Melting  in  teares  within  a  manly  brest, 
Through  depe  repentance  of  his  bloudy  fact, 
If  ever  griefe,  if  ever  wofuU  man 
Might  move  regreite  with  sorrowe  of  his  faulte, 
I  thinke  the  torment  of  my  mournefuU  case 
Knowen  to  your  grace,  as  I  do  feele  the  same. 
Would  force  even  wrath  herselfe  to  pitie  me. 
Bat  as  the  water  troubled  with  the  mudde 
Shewes  not  the  face  which  els  the  eye  should  see; 
Even  to  your  irefuU  minde  with  stirred  thought, 
Cannot  so  perfectly  disceme  my  cause : 
Bat  this  pnhappe,  amongst  to  many  happes 
I  must  content  me  with,  most  wretched  man, 
That  to  myselfe  I  must  reserve  my  woe 
In  pining  thoughtes  of  mine  accursed  fact ; 
Since  I  ma^  not  shewe  my  smallest  griefe, 
Soch  as  it  is,  and  as  my  brest  endures. 
Which  I  esteeme  the  greatest  miserie 
Of  all  mishappes  that  fortune  now  can  send. 
Not  that  I  rest  in  hope  with  plaint  and  teares 
To  purchase  life;  for  to  the  Gods  I  clepe*' 
For  true  recorde  of  this  my  faithfuU  speche, 
Never  this  hart  shall  have  the  thoughtfuU  dread 
To  dye  the  death  that  by  your  grace's  dome 
By  just  desert  shall  be  pronounced  to  ine ; 
Nor  never  shall  thb  toneue  once  spend  the  speche. 
Pardon  to  crave,  or  seeke  by  sute  to  live : 
I  meaue  not  this  at  though  I  were  not  touchde 
With  care  of  dreadfull  death,  or  that  I  helde 
life  in  contempt;  but  that  I  know,  the  minde 
Stoapes  to  no  dread,  although  the  flesh  be  fraile; 
And  for  my  gilt,  I  yelde  the  same  so  great 


As  in  myselfe  I  find  a  fear  to  sue 
For  graunt  of  life. 

Gorh,  In  vaine,  O  wretch,  thoa  shewest 
A  wofull  hart ;  Ferrez  now  lyes  in  grave, 
Slaine  by  thy  hand. 

For,  Yet  this,  O  father,  heare'. 
And  then  I  end :  Your  majestic  well  knows. 
That  when  my  brother  Ferrex  and  my  selfe. 
By  your  owne  best  were  joyned  in  govemaunce 
Of  this  your  grace's  realme  of  Brittaiue  hind, 
I  never  sought,  nor  travailled  for  the  same ; 
Nor  by  my  selfe,  nor  by  no  frend  I  wrought. 
But  from  your  highnesse  will  alone  it  sprong. 
Of  your  most  gracious  goodness  bent  to  me ; 
But  how  my  brother's  hart  even  then  repined. 
With  swollen  disdaine  against  mine  egall  rule. 
Seeing  that  realme,  which  by  discent  should  grow 
Wholly  to  him,  allotted  hal^  to  me ; 
Even  m  your  liighnesse  court  he  now  reroaines, 
And  with  my  brother  then  in  nearest  place 
Who  can  recorde;  what  proofe  therof  was  shewde^ 
And  how  my  brother's  envious  hart  appearde : 
Yet  I  that  judged  it  my  parte  to  seeke 
His  favour  and  good  will,  and  loth  to  make 
Your  highnesse  know  the  thing  which  should  bavt 

brought 
Grief  to  your  grace,  and  your  offence  to  him, 
Hoping  my  earnest  sute  should  sone  have  wonne 
A  loving  hart  within  a  brother's  brest. 
Wrought  in  that  sort,  that,  for  a  pledge  of  love 
And  faithfuU  hart,  he  gave  to  me  his  band. 
This  made  me  thinke,  that  he  had  banisht  quite 
All  rancour  from  his  thought,  and  bare  to  me 
Such  hartie  love,  as  I  did  owe  to  him : 
But  after  once  we  left  your  graces  court. 
And  from  your  highnesse  presence  lived  apart. 
This  egall  rule  still,  still,  did  grudge  him  so. 
That  now  those  envious  sparkes  which  erst  lay 

raked 
In  living  cinders  of  dissembling  brest. 
Kindled  so  farre  within  his  hart  disdaine. 
That  longer  could  he  not  refraine  from  proofe 
Of  secrete  practise  to  deprive  me  life 
By  poyson's  force,  and  had  bereft  me  so. 
If  mine  owne  servant  hired  to  this  fact. 
And  moved  by  trouth  with  to  work  the  same, 
In  time  had  not  bewrayed  it  unto  me. 
Whan  thus  I  sawe  the  knot  of  love  unknitte. 
All  honest  league  and  faithfuU  promise  broke, 
The  law  of  kinde  and  trouth  thus  rent  in  twaine, 
His  hart  on  mischiefe  set,  and  in  his  brest 
Black  treason  hid ;  then,  then  did  I  despeire 
That  ever  time  could  winne  him  frend  to  me, 
^^  Then  taw  I  how  he  smiled  with  slayins  knife 
Wrapped  under  doke,  then  saw  I  depe  deceite 


^  leUpe—l  call. 

^  Then  ioolhowhe  miUd  wUh  slaying  knife 
Wr^ffed  imdcr  clok9-^Thh  image  b  from  Chaacer's  Knigkt't  Ta^  v,  8000.  T^frwhitt't  Editkm 

«*  The  ioiUer  with  the  knif  under  the  cloke.** 
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Lmke  19  his  face,  mnd  death  prepared  for  me ; 
Even  nature  moved  me  then  to  hohle  my  life 
More  deare  to  me  then  his,  and  bad  this  hand, 
(Since  b^his  life  my  death  must  oedes  ensue, 
And  by  his  death  my  life  mote  be  preserved,) 
To  shed  his  blond,  and  seeke  my  safetie  so. 
And  wisdome  willed  me  without  protract,^' 
In  spcedie  wise,  to  put  the  same  m  ure.  ^* 
Thus  have  I  tolde  toe  cause  that  moved  me 
To  worke  my  brother*s  death,  and  so  I  yeld 
My  life,  my  death,  to  judgement  of  your  grace. 

Garb.  Oh  cruell  wight,  should  any  causeprevailc 
To  make  thee  staine  thy  hands  with  brotber^s  bloud? 
Bot  what  of  thee  we  will  resolve  to  doe. 
Shall  yet  remaine  unknowen.   Thou  in  the  meane 
Shalt  from  our  royall  presence  banisht  be, 
Uotill  our  princely  pleasure  furder  shall 
To  thee  be  shewed.    Depart  therefore  our  sight, 
Accursed  childe.    What  cruel  destenie, 
What  froward  fate,  hath  sorted  us  this  chaunce;^^ 
Tha(  even  in  those,  where  we  should  comfort  find, 
Where  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  dayes 
Should  rest  and  be,  even  there  our  only  griefe 
And  depest  sorrowes  to  abridge  our  life. 
Most  pyning  cares  and  deadly  thoughts  do  grow  ? 

Aros,  Your  grace  should  now  in  these  grave 
yeres  of  yours 
Have  found  ere  this  the  price  of  mortall  joyes^ 
How  short  they  be,  how  fading  here  in  earth, 
How  fall  of  change,  how  brittle  our  estate, 
Of  nochiog  sure,  save  onely  of  the  death. 
To  wboiA  Doth  man  and  all  the  world  doth  owe 
Their  cod  at  last ;  neither  should  nature's  power 
In  other  sorte  against  your  hart  prevaile, 
Tben  as  the  naked  hand,  whose  stroke  assayes 
The  armed  brest  where  force  doth  light  in  vaine. 

Garh,  Many  can  yelde  right  sage  and  grave  advice 
Of  patient  sprite  to  others  wrapped  in  woe, 
And  can  in  speche  both  rule  and  conquere  kinde, 
Wbo^  if  by  proofe  they  might  feele  nature*s  force. 
Would  shew  themselves  men  as  they  are  indede, 
Which  now  wil  needes  be  gods :  but  what  doth 

meane 
The  sory  chere  of  her  that  here  doth  come  ? 

Afar.  Oh  where  is  ruthe?  or  where  is  pi  tie  now? 
Whither  it  gentle  hart  and  mercy  fled  r 
Aie  they  eiiled  out  of  our  stony  brestes. 
Never  to  make  retume  ?  is  all  the  world 
Drowned  in  blood,  and  soncke  iu  croeltic  ? 
If  not  in  women  mercy  may  be  found. 
If  not,  alas'!  within  the  mother's  brest 
To  her  owoe  childe,  to  her  owne  flesh  and  bloud; 


If  ruthe  be  banished  thence,  if  pitae  there 
May  have  no  place,  if  there  no  gentle  hart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  should  we  seeke  it  thenf 

Gorb.  Madame,  alas !  what  meanes  your  wo- 
full  tale  ? 

Mar,  O  silly  woman  I !  why  to  this  houre 
Have  kinde  find  fortune  thus  deferred  my  breath. 
That  I  should  live  to  see  this  dolefull  day? 
Will  ever  wigitt  beleve  that  such  hard  hart 
Could  rest  within  the  cruell  mother's  brest. 
With  her  onne  hand  to  slaye  her  onely  sonoe ? 
But  out,  alas !  these  e^es  behclde  the  same, 
They  saw  the  driery  sight,  and  are  become 
Most  ruthefull  recordes  of  the  bloody  fact. 
Porrex,  alas !  is  by  his  mother  slaine. 
And  with  her  hand  a  wofull  thing  to  tell. 
While  slumhring  on  his  careful  1  ^d  he  restes, 
His  hart  stabde  in  with  knife  is  reft  of  life. 

Gorb»  O  Eubulus,  oh  draw  this  sword  of  oura^ 
And  pearce  this  hart  with  speed !  O  hatefull light, 
O  loathsome  life,  O  sweete  and  welcome  death, 
Deare  Eubulus,  worke  this  we  thee  besech  ! 

Eub,  Pacient,  your  grace,  ^  perhappes  he  liveth 
yet. 
With  wound  receaved,  but  not  of  certalne  death. 

Gorb,  O  let  us  then  rcpayre  unto  the  place. 
And  see  if  Porrex  live,  or  thus  be  slaine. 

Afar.  Alas,  he  liveth  not,  it  is  to  true. 
That  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  pereless  prince, 
Sonoe  to  a  king,  and  in  the  flower  of  youth. 
Even  with  a  twinke,  ^'  a  scnselesse  stocke  I  saw. 

Jros.  O  damned  deede ! 

Mar,  But  heare  hys  ruthefull  end. 
The  noble  prince,  pearst  with  the  sodeine  viound, 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  hastely  start. 
Whose  strength  now  fayling  straight  he  over- 
threw. 
When  in  the  fall  his  eyes  even  now  unclosed 
Behelde  the  queene,  and  cryed  to  her  for  belpe; 
We  then,  alas,  the  ladies  which  that  time 
Did  there  attend,  seiqg  that  heynous  deede. 
And  hearing  him  oft  call  the  wretched  name 
Of  mother,  and  to  crye  to  her  for  aide, 
Whose  direfull  hand  gave  him  the  mortall  wound, 
Pitying,  alas !  (for  nous;ht  els  could  we  do) 
His  ruthefull  end,  raaoe  to  the  wofull  bedde, 
Dispoyled  straight  hiT brest,  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vaine  wi(b  napkins  next  at  hand. 
The  sodeine  streames  ot  blood  that  flushed  fait  * 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound :  O  what  a  looke, 
O  what  a  ruthefull  stedfast  eyft  me  thought 
He  fixt  upon  my  face,  which  to  my  death 


•"  Fro(rae«— tf.  e.  delay.    8.  3*  C7re— See  p.  28. 

^  Scried  m»  this  cAaimca— j.  e.  chosen  out  for  us.    S. 

S^  Packntf  ^foitr  ^race-compose  yourself.    Thb  verb  is  used  in  TUut  Andronieus,  A.  1.  S.  2. 

Patient  younelff  madam,  and  pardon  me. 

Sec  otiier  lortancet  in  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  this  passage. 

>s  Evm  with  a  Mxib*— i.  #•  tho  twinkling  of  an  eye.    See  Th9  Xkming  of  the  Shrew.    8. 
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Will  never  part  from  me,  when  with  a  braide  ^^ 
A  deepe  fet  sigh  ^^  he  gave,  and  thercwithall 
Clasping  his  bandes,  to  heaven  he  cast  his  sight, 
And  straight  pale  death  pressing  within  his  race 
The  flying  ghost  his  mortall  corpes  forsooke. 

Arot.  Never  did  age  bring  forth  so  vile  a  fact. 

Mar.  O  hard  and  cruel  happe,  that  thua  as- 
^      signed ' 
Unto  so  worthy  wight  so  wretched  end : 
But  most  hard  crucll  hart  that  could  consent 
Tq  lend  the  hateful!  destenies  that  hand, 
By  which,  alas,  so  heynous  crime  was  wrought. 
O  queen  of  adamant,  O  marble  brest, 
If  not  the  favour  of  his  comely  face, 
If  not  his  princely  chere  and  countenance, 
His  valiant  active  armes,  his  manly  brest, 
If  not  his  faire  and  secmely  personage. 
His  noble  limmes  in  such  proportion  cast. 
As  would  have  warpt  a  sillie  woman's  thought; 
If  this  roought  not  have  moved  thy  bloodie  hart, 
And  that  most  crucll  hand  the  wretched  weapon 
Even  to  let  fall,  and  kiste  him  in  the  face, 
With  tcares  for  ruthe  to  reave  such  one  by  death ; 
Should  nature  yet  consent  to  slay  her  sonne  ? 
O  mother,  thou  to  murder  thus  thy  childe  ! 
»en  Jove  with  justice  must  with  lightning  flames 
From  heaven  send  downe  some  strange  revenge 

on  thee. 
Ah,  noble  prince,  how  oft  have  I  belielde 
Thee  mounted  on  thy  fierce  and  trampling  stede, 
Shining  in  armour  bright  before  the  tilt, 
^  And  with  thy  mistresse  sieve  tied  on  thy  hclme, 
And  charge  thy  stafle,  to  please  thy  ladies  eye. 
That  bowed  the  head  pcece  of  thy  frcndly  foe ! 
IIow  oft  in  armes  on  horse  to  bend  the  mace. 
How  oft  in  armes  on  foot  to  brenkc  the  sworde. 
Which  never  how  these  eyes  may  see  againc  I 

Arot,  Madame,  alas,  in  vainc  these  plaints  are 
shed ; 
Kather  with  me  depart,  and  hclpe  to  s%vac:e 
The  thoughtfuU  grlefes  that  in  the  a<;ed  kjug 


Must  needes  by  nature  growe  by  death  of  this 
His  onely  sonne,  whome  he  did  holde  so  deare. 
Mar.  What  wight  is  that  which  sawe  that  ( 
did  see,  # 

And  could  refraine  to  wailewithpIaioC  and  tcares.^ 
Not  I,  alas,  that  hart  is  not  in  roe ; 
But  let  us  gcs  ^or  I  am  greved  anewe. 
To  call  to  minde  the  wretched  fathai^s  woe. 

CHORUS. 

When  gredy  lust  in  royall  seate  to  reigiie 
Hath  reft  all  care  of  goddes  and  eke  of  men  ; 
And  cruell  hart,  tvrath,  treason,  and  disdaioe. 
Within  ambicious  brest  are  lodged ;  then 
Beholde  how  mischiefe  viide  her  sclfe  displayes. 
And  with  the  brother's  hand  the  brother  slaves. 

When  bloud  thus  shed  doth  staine  the  heaveu» 
face. 
Crying  ta  Jove  for  vengeance  of  the  deede. 
The  mightie  God  even  moveth  from  his  place 
With  wrath  to  wreke,  then  sendes  he  forth  with 

spede 
The  dreadfull  furies,  daughters  of  the  night. 
With  serpentes  girt,  carymg  the  whip  of  ire. 
With  heare  of  stinging  snakes,  and  shining  bright 
With  flames  and  bloud,  and  with  a  brand  of  fire ; 
These  for  revenge  of  wretched  murder  dune. 
Do  make  the  mother  kill  her  onely  somic. 

Blood  asketh  blood,  and  death  must  death  re- 
c]uite : 
Jove  by  his  just  and  everlasting  dome 
Justly  hath  ever  so  requited  it.  , 

This  times  before  recorde,  and  times  to  cnrne. 
Shall  Hpde  it  true,  and  so  doth  present  proofe 
Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  behoofe. 

O  happy  wight,  that  suflers  not  the  snare 
Of  murderous  mmde  to  tangle  him  in  bloud. 
And  happy  he  that  can  in  time  beware 
By  otliers  harmcs,  and  turne  it  to  his  good. 
But  wo  to  him  that,  fearinp  not  to  oflSnd, 
Doth  serve  his  lust^  and  wiU  nut  see  the  end. 


iThd  Ord^r  and  Signification  of  the  Domme  Shewe  before  the  Fifth  Act. 

Firtt  the  drxmmtt  andfluiUt  began  to  tound^  during  which  there  came  forth  upon  the  singe  a  com- 

pany  of  hargabu  tiers  and  of  armed  men  all  in  order  qfbattaile,     Thete,  after  their  peecet  ditchar^ 

'  ged^  and  that  tht  armed  men  had  three  timet  marched  about  the  ttage^  departed,  and  than  the  drom' 


<^  fVhen  with  a  braide — a  "braide  was  a  start  or  a  motion  of  the  head,  occasioned  by  pani,  nneatflnea,  at 
alTright.    It  is  a  word  used  by  Cfiaucer,  in  The  Legende  ofDidoy  ver.  239  : 

**  Tills  noble  queue  noto  her  rest  ywent, 
She.sigb^  sore,  and  gon  herself  to  tounnent. 
She  wallceth,  walowetli^  and  made  many  braied 
At  doen  tliese  lovers;  as  I  have  herd  said." 

Scogin*s  JestSy  p.  10.    «  The  womao,  being  afiraid,  gave  a  braid  with  her  head,  and  ran  her  away.*' 
^^  A  deepe  fet  sigh — t.  e,  a  deep-fetcbfd  sigli. 
3ft  jtnd  mith  thy  mittrent  tUvt  tied  on  thy  helme — See  Hall's  (^rcnick.    Set  als<y  7V#t7i«  mtd  Crettidd* 
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fiM»  midjboitt  did  etmtt,  Hertiy,wM  iigmfied'tumultSf  rehelliont^  crme$^  and  eivU  warret^iofoU 
lowf  as/ell  in  the  retUwm  t^  Gremt  BriUayne^  which,  by  the  space  offiftie  yeare%  and  more,  conii" 
nmed  in  dmil  warre  betmenc  thenobUitie  after  the  death  of  king  dorboduc,  and  of  hit  iuuei,  for 
want  ofctrtayne  UmUadon  mmceetciMi  qfthecromne^  tiU  the  time  ofDanwallo  Molmutititi  mho 
redmced  ike  land' to  tmmarchie, 

ACTUS  QUINTUS;    SCENA  PRIMA, 


CuoTrs,  Mandud,  GWenari>,  Tercvs, 

EUBULUS. 

Cloi.  Did  ererage  bring  forth  8ttch.tyranthart&? 
The  brother  hath  bereft  the  brother's  life ; 
The  mother  she  hath  dyed  her  cruell  bandes 
In  bkHid  of  her  owne  tonne ;  and  now  iit  last 
The  peop|lfe  loe  fonttiog  tcouth  and  love, 
Cootemning  yiite  both  law«and  lojfall  hart, 
Etcb  thej  hnwjt  sUune  their  soreraigne  brd  and 

Qoeene. 
Mam,  SiiaU  this  their  traitorous  crime  unpu* 

nished  reat  I 
Even  jet  thev  cease  not,  oaryed  on  with  mge^ 
In  their  rebellious  routes^  to  threaten  still 
A  new  bloud  shed  unto  the  prince's  kinne 
To  slay  them  aU,«nd  to  uproote  the  race 
Both  of  the  king  and  oueene,  so  are  they  moved 
With  Pomes  death,  wnerin  they  falsly  charge 
The  gilrlesse  king  witliout  desert  at  all.; 
And  traitorously  have  murdered  him  therfore^ 
And  eke  the  oueene. 

Gwenm  Shall  subjectes  dare  with  force 
To  werke  revenge  upon  their  princes  fact? 
Admit  the  worst  that  may,  as  sure  in  this 
The  deede  was  fowte,  the  queene  to  slaye  her 

Sonne: 
Shall  yet  the  subject  seeke  to  take  the  sworde? 
Arise  agaynst  his  lord,  and  slaye  his  king  ? 
0  wretched  state,  where  those  rebellious  hartes 
Are  not  rent  out  even  from  their  living  breastes, 
And  with  the  body  Ihrowen  unto  the  foules. 
As  carrion  fioode,  for  terrour  of  the  rest ! 
jper.  There  can  no  punishment  be  thought  to 


For  this  so  grevous  cryme,  let  spede  therefore 
Be  oaed  therein,  for  it  beboveth  so. 

Emb,  Ye  all,  my  lordes,  I  see  consent  in  one^ 
And  I  as  one  consent  with  ye  in  all : 
I  hoide  it  more  then  neede^  with  sharpest  law 
To  pooiah  their  tutnultuous  bloudy  rage ; 
For  nothing  more  may  shake  the  common  .state, 
Than  sufimaoe  of  uproares  without  redresse, 
VVherbj  how  some  kingdomes  of  mightie  power, 
After  great  conquestes  made,  and  florishing 
In  fame  and  wealth,  have  ben  to  mine  brought; 
I  pray  to  Jove,  that  we  may  rather  wayle 
Such  liappe  in  them,  then  witnesse  in  ourselves. 
Eke  fouy  with  the  duke  my  nunde  agrees, 


** ''  That.no  cause  serves,  whereby  the  subject  may. 
**  Call  to  account  the  dooinges  of  his  prince ; 
*'  Much  lesse  in  blood  by  swoord  to  woorke  te* 

venge; 
^  No  more  then  may  tlie  hand  cut  of  the  bead. 
^  In  acte  nor  speech,  no  not  in  secret  thoughti 
'*  The  subject  may  rebell  against  his  lord, 
**  Or  judge  of  him  that  sits  in  Caesar's  seate, 
**  With  grud^ng  minde  to damne  those  he  mislikes.** 
Though  kinges  forget  to  goveme  as  they  ought, 
Yet  subjectes  must  obey  as  they  are  bounde. 
But  uow,  my  lordes,  before  ye  farder  wade. 
Or  spend  your  speech,  what  sharpe  revenge  shall 

fall, 
By  justice  plague  on  these  rebellious  wightes? 
Me  thinkes  ye  rather  should  first  search  the  way 
By  which  in  time  the  rage  of  this  uproare 
Mought  be  repressed,  and  these  great  tumults 

ceased. 
Even  yet  the  life  of  of  Brittayne  land  doth  hang, . 
In  traitours  balaunce  of  unegall  weight. 
Thinke  not,  my  lordes,  the  death  of  Oorboduc, 
Nor  yet  Videna's  bloud  will  cease  their  rage : 
Even ourownelyves,  our  wives,  and  children  deare, 
Our  countrey  dearest  of  all,  in  daunger  standes, 
Now  to  be  spoiled,  now,  now  made  desolate, 
And  by  ourselves  a  conquest  to  ensue : 
For  geve  once  swey  unto  the  people's  lustes. 
To  rush  forth  on,  and  stay  them  not  in  time. 
And  as  the  streame  that  rowleth  downe  the  hyll^ 
So  will  they  headlong  mnne  with  raging  thoughtea 
From  bloud  to  bloud,  from  mischiefe  unto  moe. 
To  mine  of  the  renlme,  themselves,  and  all, 
So  giddy  are  the  common  people's  mindes. 
So  glad  of  chaunge,  more  wavering  than  the  sea. 
Ye  see,  my  lordes,  what  strength  these  rebcUes 

have. 
What  hugie  nombre  is  assembled  still. 
For  though  the  traitorous  fact  for  which  they  rose 
Be  wrought  and  done,  yet  lodge  they  still  in  field; 
So  that  how  farre  their  furies  yet  will  stretch 
Gr^at  cans  we  have  to  dreadc ;  that  we  may  seeko 
By  present  battaile  to  represse  their  power, 
Speede  must  we  use  to  levie  force  therfore. 
For  either  they  forthwith  will  mischiefe  worke, 
Or  their  rebellious  roares  forthwith  will  cease : 
These  violent  thinges  may  have  no  lasting  long. 
Let  us  therfore  use  this  for  present  heipe ; 
Perswade  by  gentle  speach,  and  o£fre  grace 


^  TUT  He  eame  §ervet,  &c.— This  and  the  lines  following  marked  with  comaai  are  only  to  be  found  is 
the  iparioas  edition  of  this  play. 
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VTiih  gift  of  pardon  save  unto  the  chiefe ; 
And  mBt  upun  condicion  that  forthwith 
They  yelde  the  captaines  of  their  enterprise, 
To  beare  such  guerdon  ^  of  their  traiterous  fact 
As  may  be  both  due  vengeance  to  themselves, 
And  holsome  terrour  to  posteritie. 
This  shall  I  thinke,  bcatter  the  greatest  parte, 
That  now  are  holden  with  desire  of  home, 
Weried  in  field  with  cold  of  winter's  nightes, 
And  some,  no  doubt,  striken  with  dread  of  law. 
Whan  this  is  once  proclamed,  it  shall  make 
The  captaines  to  mistrust  the  multitude. 
Whose  safetie  biddes  them  to  betray  their  heads. 
And  so  much  more  bycause  the  rascall  routes, 
In  thinges  of  great  and  perillous  attemptes. 
Are  never  trustie  to  the  noble  race. 
And  while  we  treate  and  stand  on  termes  of  grace, 
We  shall  both  stay  their  furies  rvkjie  the  while. 
And  eke  gaine  time,  whose  onely  heipe  sufBceth 
WitboDten  warre  to  vanquish  rebelles  power. 
In  the  meane  while,  make  you  in  redyness 
Such  band  of  horsemen  as  ye  may  prepare : 
Horsemen,  you  kno,  are  not  the  commons  strength^ 
fiut  are  the  force  and  store  of  noble  men, 
Wherby  the  unchosen  and  unarmed  sort^ 
Of  skillesse  rebelles,  whome  none  other  power, 
But  nombre  makes  to  be  of  dreadfuU  force. 
With  sodeyne  brunt  may  quickely  be  opprest; 
And  if  this  gentle  nieane  of  proffered  grace 
With  stubbome  heartes  cannot  so  farre  avayle 
As  to  asswage  their  desperate  courages ; 
Then  do  I  wish  such  slaughter  to  be  made, 
As  present  age  and  eke  posteritie 
May  be  adrad  **  with  horrour  of  revenge, 
That  justly  then  shall  on  these  rebelles  fall  f 
This  IS,  my  lord,  the  sunjme  of  mine  advise. 

Ciot,  Neither  this  case  admittes  debate  at  larger 
And  though  it  did,  this  speach  that  hath  ben  sayd 
Hath  well  abridged  the  tale  I  would  have  tolde. 
Fully  with  Eubulus  do  I  consent 
In  all  that  he  hath  sayde ;  and  if  the  same 
Tq  you,  my  lordes,  may  seeme  for  best  advise, 
I  y)rt8h  that  it  should  streight  be  put  in  ure. 

Mand.  My  lordes,  then  let  us  presently  depi^-t, 
And  follow  this  that  likcth  *^  us  so  well. 

Fer.  If  ever  time  to  gaine  a  kingdome  here 
Were  offred  man,  now  it  is  offred  me  : 
The  realme  is  reft  both  of  their  king  and  queene, 
The  offspring  of  the  prince  is  slaine  and  dead, 
Ko  issue  now  remaines,  the  heire  unknowen. 
The  people  are  in  armes  and  routynies. 
The  nobles  they  are  busied  how  to  cease 
These  great  rebellious  tumultes  and  uproares. 
Aod  Brittayne  land  now  desert  left  alone 


' Amyd  these  broyles  Uncertayn  where  to  rest^ 
Offers  herselfe  unto  that  noble  hart 
That  will  or  dare  pursue  to  beare  her  crofirne  t 
Shall  I,  that  am  the  duke  of  Albanye, 
Discended  from  that  line  of  noble  bloud. 
Which  hath  so  long  flourished  in  worthy  fame 
Of  valiaunt  hartes,  such  as  in  noble  brestes. 
Of  right  should  rest  above  the  baser  s«irt. 
Refuse  to  adventure  life  to  winne  a  crowne  ? 
Whom  shall  I  finde  enemies  that  will  withstand 
My  fact  herein^  if  I  attempt  by  armes 
To  seeke  the  same  now  in  these  times  of  broyle  f 
These  dukes  power  can  hardly  well  appease 
The  people  that  already  are  in  armes. 
But  if  perhappes  my  force  be  once  in  field. 
Is  not  my  strength  m  power  above  the  best 
Of  all  these  lordes  now  left  in  Brittayne  land. 
And  though  they  should  match  me  with  power  of 

men. 
Yet  doubtfuU  is  the  chaunce  of  battules  joyned. 
If  victors  of  the  field  we  may  depart. 
Ours  is  the  scepter  then  of  GreattBrittayne. 
If  slayne  amid  the  playne  this  body  lye. 
Mine  enemies  yet  shall  not  deny  me  this, 
But  that  I  dyed  geving  the  noble  charge 
To  hazarde  life  tor  conquest  of  a  crowne. 
Forthwith  therefore  will  I  in  post  depart 
To  Albanye,  and  raise  in  armour  tliere 
All  power  I  can :  and  here  my  secret  frtndet 
By  secret  practise  shall  solicite  still 
To  seeke  to  wynne  to  me  the  people's  hartet. 

SCENA  SECUNDA, 

Eubulus,  Clotyn,  Mamdud,  OwsnakDj^ 
Arostus,  Numtius. 

Eub,  O  Jove,  bow  are  these  people's  harti 

abusde  ? 
What  blind  fury  thus  hfeadlong  caries  them  ? 
That  though  so  many  bookes,  so  many  roUes 
Of  auncient  time  recorde  what  grevous  plagues 
Light  on  these  rebelles  aye,  ancTthoueh  so  oft 
Their  eares  have  heard  their  aged  faSiers  tell 
What  juste  reward  these  traitours  still  receyve; 
Yea  though  themselves  have  sene  depe  death  and 

bloud 
By  strangling  cord  and  slaughter  of  the  sword 
To  such  assigned,  yet  can  they  not  beware. 
Yet  can  not  stay  their  lewde  rebellious  handes^ 
But  suffnng  loe  fowle  treason  to  dittaine 
Their  wretched  myndes,  forget  their  loyall  hart, 
Reject  all  truth,  and  rise  against  their  prince* 
A  ruthefull  case,  that  those  whom  duties  bondf 


^  Guerdon — reward. 

^  Unchoten  and  unarmed  tori — nmltitade. 

^  May  be  adrad^Adrad  is  the  participle  passive  of  adrtde,  afraid.     S.— So,  in  Erasmuses  PraUe  0/ 
FalU^  1549,  Sign,  R  4 :  ** — lyke  as  great  princes  have  wysemen  in  jelousie  and  suspicion,  as  Julios  Cciac 
lilui  Brutus  and  also  Cassius,  whereas  be  nothing  helde  bymielft  odmUe  of  drunken  Mark  Anthony." 
li^-dM— pleaseth* 
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Whom  grafted  law,  bjr  nature^  tititb  and  faith 
Bound  to  preserve  their  coantrey  and  their  king, 
Boroe  to  oefend  their  common  wealth  and  prince, 
£ven  they  should  geve  consent  thus  to  subvert 
Thee  Brictaine  land,  and  from  thy  wombe  should 

bring, 
O  native  soilc,  those  that  will  needs  destroy 
And  niyne  thee  and  eke  themselves  in  fine : 
For  loy  when  once  the  duke  had  offred  grace 
Of  pardon  sweete,  (the  multitude  misledde 
By  traiterous  fraude  of  their  ungracious  heades,) 
One  sort  that  saw  the  dangerous  successe 
Of  stnbbome  standing  in  rebellious  warre, 
And  knew  the  difference  of  princes  power, 
From  beadlesae  nombre  of  tumultuous  routes, 
Whom  common  countries  care  and  priyate  feare 
Taught  to  repent  the  errour  of  their  rage, 
Layde  hands  upon  the  captaines  of  their  band, 
And  brought  them  bound  unto  the  mightie  dukes. 
And  other  sort,  not  trusting  yet  so  well 
The  tmth  of  pardon,  or  mistrusting  more 
Their  owoa  offence  than  that  they  could  conceive 
Sure  hope  of  pardon  for  so  foule  misdede, 
Or  for  toat  they  their  captaines  could  not  yeld, 
Who  fearing;  to  be  yelded  fled  before. 
Stale  home  by  silence  of  the  secret  night. 
Tbe  third  unhappy  and  enraged  sort 
Of  dAperate  bartes,  who  stained  in  princes  bloud. 
From  trrnvterous  furour  could  not  be  withdrawen 
By  love,  by  law,  by  grace,  ne  yet  by  feare, 
By  proffered  life,  ne  yet  by  threatened  death. 
With  mindes  hopelesse  of  life,  dreadlesse  of  death, 
Carelesae  of  countrey,  and  awelesse  of  God, 
Stoode  bent  to  fight  as  furies  did  them  move 
With  violent  death  to  close  their  traiterous  life : 
These  all  by  power  of  horsemen  were  opprest, 
And  with  revenging  sworde  slayne  in  the  field, 
Or  with  the  straagUng  cord  hangd  on  tbe  tree, 
Where  yet  the  coryen  carcases  do  preach 
Tbe  fiiutes  that  rebelles  reape  of  tneir  uproares, 
And  of  tbe  murder  of  their  sacred  prince. 
But  loe,  where  do  approche  the  noble  dukes, 
By  whom  these  tumults  have  ben  thus  appeasde. 
Chi.  I  thinke  the  world  will  now  at  length  be* 


And  feare  to  put  on  armes  agaynst  their  prince. 
Man,  If  not,  those  trayterous  htrtes  that  dare 
rebel!. 
Let  them  beholde  the  wide  and  hugie  fieldes 
With  blond  and  bodies  ^read  of  rebelles  slayne ; 
The  lofty  trees  clothed  with  corpses  dead. 
That  strangled  with  tbe  cord  do  hang  thereon. 

Aras,  A  just  rewarde,  such  as  all  times  before 
Have  ever  lotted  to  those  wretched  folkes. 
Gwen.  But  what  meanes  he  that  commeth  here 

so  fast? 
Num.  My  lordes,  as  dutie  and  my  trouth  doth 
move, 


And  of  my  countrey  worke  a  care  in  ma, 
That  if  the  spending  of  my  breath  availed 
To  do  the  service  that  my  hart  desires, 
I  would  pot  sbunne  to  imbrace  a  present  death. 
So  have  I  now  in  that  wherein  I  thought 
My  travayle  moughc  performe  some  good  efiect 
Ventred  ray  life  to  bring  these  tydings  here. 
Fergus,  the  mightie  duke  of  Alhanye, 
Is  nowe  in  armes,  and  lodgeth  in  the  fielde 
With  twentie  thousand  men,  hether  he  bendes 
Hisspedy  march,  and  mindes  to  invade  the  crowne, 
Dayly  he  gathereth  strength,  and  spreads  abrodo 
That  to  this  realrae  no  certaine  heire  remaines, 
That  Brittayne  land  is  left  without  a  guide. 
That  he  the  scepter  seekes,  for  nothing  els 
But  to  preserve  the  people  and  the  land 
Which  now  remtune  as  sbippe  without  a  sterne  :** 
Loe  this  is  that  which  I  have  here  to  say. 

ChL  Is  this  his  fayth  ?  and  shall  he  falsely  thus 
Abuse  the  vauntage  of  unhappie  times  ? 
O  wretched  land,  if  his  outragious  pride, 
His  cruell  and  unlempred  wilfulnessc. 
His  deepe  dissembling,  shewes  of  false  pretence. 
Should  once  attaine  the  crowne  of  Brittaine  land. 
Let  us,  my  lordes,  with  timely  force  resist 
The  new  attempt  of  this  our  common  foe. 
As  wc  would  quench  the  flames  of  common  fire. 

Man.  Though  we  remaine  without  a  certain 
prince 
To  weld  the  realm,  or  gaide  the  waodring  rule, 
Yet  now  the  common  mother  of  us  all, 
Our  native  land,  our  countrey  that  conteines 
Our  wives,  children,  kindred,  ourselves,  and  all 
That  ever  is  or  may  be  deare  to  man. 
Cries  unto  us  to  helpe  ourselves  and  hers 
Let  us  advaunce  our  powers  to  represse 
This  growing  foe  of  all  our  liberties. 

Gwen.  Yea  let  us  so,  my  lordes,  with  hasty 
speede : 
And  ye,  O  goddes,  send  us  the  welcome  death, 
To  shed  our  blood  in  field,  and  leave  us  not 
In  lothesome  life  to  lenger  out  our  dayes, 
To  see  the  hugie  heapes  of  these  unhappes^ 
That  now  roll  downe  upon  the  wretched  land, 
\Vhere  eraptie  place  of  princely  governaunce, : 
No  certaine  stay  now  left  of  doubtlesse  heire, 
Thus  leave  tliis  guidelesse  realmc  an  open  pray 
Toendle&se  stormes  and  waste  of  civ  ill  warre. 

Arot.  That  ye,  my  lordes,  do  so  agree  in  one 
To  save  your  countrey  from  the  violent  reigne 
And  wrongfully  usurped  tyrannic 
Of  him  that  threatens  conquest  of  you  all. 
To  save  your  realme,  and  in  this  realme  yoursetVet 
From  forreine  thraldome  of  so  proud  a  prince. 
Much  do  I  prayse ;  and  I  besech  the  goddes 
With  happy  honour  to  requite  it  you. 
But  O,  my  lords,  sith  now  the  heavens  wrath 
Hath  reft  this  lande  the  issue  of  their  prince; 
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Sith  of  the  body  of  our  tnte  soreraigne  lorde 
Kemaines  no  moe,  since  the  yong  kinges  be  skmey 
And  of  the  title  of  discended  crowne, 
Uncertainiy  the  diverse  mindes  do  tliinke 
Even  of  the  learned  sort,  and  more  uncertainly 
Will  parciall  ftuicie  and  affection  deeme : 
But  most  uncertainly  will  climbing  pride 
And  hope  of  reigne  withdraw  to  sundry  partes 
The  doubtfull  right  und  hopefull  lust  to  reigne : 
When  once  this  noble  semce  is  atchieved, 
For  Brittaine  land,  the  mother  of  ye  all, 
When  once  ye  have  with  armed  force  represt, 
The  proude  atteroptes  of  this  Albanian  prince, 
That  threatens  thraldome  to  your  native  land. 
When  ye  shall  vanquishers  retume  from  field, 
And  find  the  princely  state  an  open  pray, 
To  greedie  lust  and  to  usurping  power; 
Then,  then,  my  lordes,  if  ever  kindly  care 
Of  auncient  honour  of  your  auncesters. 
Of  present  wealth  and  Doblesse  of  your  stockes. 
Yea  of  the  lives  and  safetie  yet  to  come 
Of  your  deare  wives,  your  ehildren,  and  yourselves^ 
Might  move  your  noble  hartes  with  gentle  ruth, 
Then,  then  have  pitie  on  the  tome  estate. 
Then  helpe  to  salve  the  wel  neare  hopelesse  sore : 
Which  ye  shall  do,'if  ye  yourselves  witbholde 
The  slaying  knife  from  your owne  mother's  throate, 
Her^hall  you  save,  and  you  and  yours  in  her, 
If  ye  shall  all  with,  one  assent  forheare 
Once  to  lay  hand,  or  take  unto  yourselves. 
The  crowne  by  colour  of  pretended  right; 
Or  by  what  other  meanes  so  ever  it  be. 
Till  first'by  common  counsell  of  you  all 
In  parliament,  the  reg^l  diaderoe 
Be  set  in  certaine  place  of  govemannce^ 
In  which  your  parliament  and  in  vour  choise, 
Preferre  the  right,  my  lordes,  without^'  respect 
Of  strength  or  frendes,  or  whatsoever  cause 
That  may  set  forward  any  others  part. 
For  right  will  last,  and  wrong  can  not  endure. 
Right  meane  I  his  or  hers,  upon  whose  name 
The  people  rest,  by  meane  of  native  line, 
Or  by  the  vertue  of  some  former  lawe, 
Already  made  their  title  to  advaunce  : 
Such  one,  my  lordes,  let  be  your  chosen  king, 
Soch  one  so  borne  within  your  native  land, 
Soeh  one  preferre,  and  in  no  wise  admitte^ 
The  beavie  yoke  'of  forreine  governance : 
Let  forreine  titles  yield  to  publike  wealth. 
And  with  that  hart  wherewith  ye  now  prepare. 
Thus  to  withstand  the  proude  invading  foe. 
With  that  same  hart,  ray  lordes,  keepe  out  also 
UDnatnrall  thraldome  of  strangers  reigne, 
Ne  snfier  you  against  the  rules  of  kinde, 
Yonr  naotner  land  to  serve  a  forreine  prince. 

Eub,  Loe  here  the  end  of  Brutus  royall  line, 
And  loe  the  entry  to  the  wofuU  wracke, 
Ami  otter  mine  of  this  nobk  realme. 
11»e  royall  king,  and  eke  hit  sonnes  are  slaine, 


No  mler  restes  within  the  regall  seate  t 
The  heire  to  whom  the  «cepter  looges  onknowen ; 
That  toeche  force  of  forretae  princes  power. 
Whom  vaonfeage  of  yonr  wretched  state  may  tDOve, 
By  sodeine  armes  to  gaine  so  riche  a  realrne, 
And  to  the  proud  and  gredie  minde  at  home. 
Whom  blinaed  last  to  re^e  leades  to  aspire^ 
Loe  Brittaine  realme  is  \e(t  an  open  pray, 
A  present  spoyle  by  conquest  to  enane. 
Who  seeth  not  now,  how  many  rising  mindes 
Do  feede  their  thoughts,  witii  hope  to  reach  • 

realme  ? 
And  who  will  not  by  force  attempt  to  wtnne, 
So  ^reat  a  gaine  that  hope  perswades  to  bavef 
A  "Simple  colour  shall  for  title  serve, 
Who  winnes  the  royall  crowne  will  want  no  rights 
Nor  such  as  shall  display  by  long  disoen^ 
A  lineall  race  to  prove  him  lawral  king. 
In  the  meane  while  these  civil  armes  Miall  rage, 
And  thus  a  thousand  mischiefes  shall  nrifolde. 
And  farre  and  neare  spread  thee,0  Brictatne  btad, 
All  ri^t  and  lawe  shall  cease,  and  he  that  had 
Nothing  to-day,  to-morrowe  shall  enjoye 
Great  heapesofgnlde,  and  he  thatflowt^  in  wealth, 
Loe,  he  shall  be  bereft  of  life  and  all ; 
And  happiest  he  that  then  possesseth  leeSt. 
The  wives  shall  suffer  rape,  the  maides  ddioored, 
And  children  fatheriesse  sliall  weepe  and  waile : 
With  fire  and  sworde  thy  native  folke  shall  perishe. 
One  kinsman  shall  bermve  an  others  life, 
The  father  shall  unwittingj  slay  the  sonne. 
The  Sonne  shall  slay  the  sire  and  know  it  not; 
Women  and  maides,  the  crael  souldiers  sword 
Shall  perse  to  death,  and  sillie  children  loe^ 
That  playing^  in  the  streetes  and  fieldesare  found^ 
By  violent  band  shall  close  their  latter  day. 
Whom  shall  the  fierce  and  bloudy  aouldier 
Reserve  to  lifb  ?  whom  shall  he  spare  from  death? 
Even  thou,  O  wretched  mother,  halfe  alive, 
Tbon  shalt  beholde  thy  deare  and  only  ohilde 
Slaine  with  the  sworde,  while  he  yet  sockes  thy 

brest 
l9oe,  pltlesse  blood  shall  thus  eche  where  be  shed ; 
Thus  shall  the  wasted  soyle  yelde  forth  no  frait^ 
But  dearth  and  famine  shall  possesse  the  land. 
The  townes  shall  be  oonsumen,and  bamtwithfire; 
The  peopled  cities  shall  waze  desolate. 
And  thou,  O  Brittaine,  wbilome  in  renowne^ 
Whilome  in  wealth  and  fame  shalt  thos  be  conie. 
Dismembred  thus,  and  thus  be  rent  in  twaine,- 
Thus  wasted  and  defaced,  spoyled  and  desto^ 
These  be  the  fraites  yonr  civiU  warres  will  bring. 
Hereto  it  commes  when  kinges  will  not  consent 
To  grave  advise,  but  follow  wilfuU  will : 
This  is  the  end,  when  in  fon.de  princes  hartes 
Flattery  prevailes,  and  sage  rede  hath  no  place : 
These  are  the  plages  when  murder  is  the  meaa^ 
To  make  new  neires  unto  the  ro]^  crowne. 
Thus  wrcke  the  Gods  when  that  the  modiei^ft  wrath 
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Nougbthot  die  blond  of  her  own  childeroa?  swage; 
These  mischiefes  springy  when  rehells  will  arise, 
To  worlce  revenge,  andjndge  their  prince's  fact. 
This,  this  ensues  when  noble  men  do  faile 
In  loyall  trooth,  and  snbjectes  will  be  kinges. 
And  thb  doth  growe,  when  loe  unto  the  prince, 
Whome  death  or  sodeine  happe  of  life  bereaves, 
No  certaine  heire  remaines,  such  certain  heire, 
As  not  all  anelY  is  the  rigbtfull  heire, 
But  to  the  veabne  is  so  made  knowen  to  be. 
And  crottth  tberbj  vested  in  subjectes  hartes. 
To  owe  faf  th  there,  where  right  is  knowen  to  rest. 
Alai»  in  parliament  what  hope  can  be. 
When  is  of  parliameac  no  hope  at  all, 
Which  though  it  be  assembled  by  consent. 
Yet  is  not  likely  with  consent  to  end : 
While  eche  one  for  himselfe,  or  for  his  frend. 
Against  his  foe,  shall  traviule  what  he  may. 
While  now  the  state  left  open  to  the  man, 
That  shali  with  greatest  force  invade  the  same, 
ttaU  ill  ambicious  mindes  with  gaping  hope ; 


When  will  they  once  with  yelding  hartes  agree? 

Or  in  the  while  how  shall  the  realme  be  used  ? 

No,  no :  then  parliament  should  have  bene  holden. 

And  certaine  neires  appointed  to  the  crowne 

To  staye  the  title  on  established  rights 

And  in  the  people  plant  obedience. 

While  yet  the  prince  did  live,  whose  name  and 

power 
By  lawful!  sommons  and  authoritie, 
Alight  make  a  parliament  to  be  of  force, 
And  might  have  set  the  state  in  quiet  stay : 
But  now,  Q  happie  man,  whom  speedie  death 
Deprives  of  life,  ne  is  enforced  to  see 
These  hugie  miscbiefes  and  these  miseries. 
These  civill  warres,  these  murders,  and  these 

wronges. 
Of  justice  yet  must  God  in  iSne  restore, 
This  noble  crowne  unto  the  lawfutl  heire : 
For  right  will  alwayes  live,  and  rise  at  leneth. 
But  wrong  can  never  take  deepe  roote  to  last. 
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The  Return  from  Parnassutf  or  the  Scourge  of  ^imony^  was  publicly  aeted^  as  the  tUle^pa^e  bearSf 
kf  the  Students  of  St  John's  College,  Cambridge,  It  is  a  most  extravagant^  but  ttry  curious  per' 
/ormance.  Hawkins,  in  his  Preface  to  the  Origin  of  the  English  Drama,  says,  it  is  perhaps  the 
most  singular  composition  in  the  English  language.  The  admirers  (f  Shakespeare  will  be  interested 
by  the  mention  made  of  him  in  the  scene  where  Kempe  and  Burbage,  his  fellow  actors,  discoune  ef 
his  quarrel  with  Ben  Sanson,  It  would  seem,  that  ^kespeare  had  espoused  the  cause  of  Decker,  in 
the  dispute  between  him  and  Jonson  ;  though  we  may  look  in  vain  for  the  "  pill^  given  to  the  latter 
by  the  Bard  of  Avon, 


THE  PROLOGUE. 


.  Boy,  Stage-keeper,  Momus^  Defemsoe. 

Boy,  Spectators,  we  will  act  a  corned j  {non  phts,) 

Stage-K,  A  pox  on*t,  this  booke  hath  it  not  in 
It,  yoa  would  be  whip^  thou  raskall :  thou  must 
be  sittinji^  up  all  night  at  cards,  when  thou  should 
be  conning  yout*  part.  * 

Boy,  It's  all  long  on  you,  I  could  not  get  my 
part  a  night  or  two  before,  that  I  might  sleepe  on 
It. 

[Stage'-keeper  carrieth  the  Boy  away  under 
hisarme. 

Mo.  It's  even  wel  doone,  here  is  such  a  sturre 
about  a  scurvie  Eiij^lish  show. 

Defen,  Scurvie  m  thy  face,  thou  scurvie  Jack, 
if  this  company  were  not,  you  paoltry  crittick 
gentleman,  you  that  knowe  what  it  is  to  play  at 
primero,  or  passage.  You  tliat  have  hecne,  stu- 
dent at  post  and  payre,  saint  and  Loadam.  You 
that  have  spent  all  your  quarters  revenewes  in 
ridbg  post  one  nipht  in  Chrisroas^  b^u^  with  the 
wcake  memory  of  a  gamster. 


Mo,  Gentlemen,  you  that  can  play  at  noddy^ 
or  rather  play  upon  noddies :  you  that  can  set  i^p 
a  jeast,  at  primero  insteed  of  a  rest,  laugh  at  the 
prologue  that  was  taken  away  in  a  voyder. 

Defen,  What  we  present  I  inust  needs  con- 
fesse  is  but  slubbered  invention :  if  ]|rour  wisdome 
obscure  the  circumstance,  your  kuidnesse  will 
pardon  the  substance. 

Mo,  What  is  presented  here,  is  an  old  musty 
showe,  that  hath  laine  this  twelfe-moneth  in  the 
bottome  of  a  coale-house  amongst  broomes  and 
old  showes,  an  invension  that  we  are  ashamed  of, 
and  therefore  we  have  promised  the  copies  to  the 
chandlers  to  wrappe  his  candles  in. 

Defen,  It's  but  a  Christenmas  toy,  and  may  it 
please  your  curtisies  to  let  it  passe. 

Mom,  It's  a  Christmas  toy  indeede,  as  good  a 
conceite  as  guaging  hotcockles,  or  blinde-nuui 
bufie. 

Defen,  Some  humors  you  shall  see  aymed  a^ 
if  not  well  resembled. 

Mom.  Humors,  indeede;  b  it  DOt  a  pretty  bo- 
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mor  to  stand  hmmering  npon  two  individuum 
9agmmj  %  scfaollers  some  whole  yeare.  These 
same  PfaiL  and  Studio  hare  beene  followed  with 
a  whip  and  a  verse,  like  a  couple  of  vagabonds, 
through  England  and  Italy.  The  pilgrimage  to 
Pemassus,  and  the  retume  from  Pemassns,  have 
stoode  the  honest  stage-keepers  in  many  a  crownes 
expence;  for  linckes  and  vizardes  purchased  a 
sophister  a  knock,  which  a  elubbe  hindered  the 
bottler's  box,  and  emptied  the  coUedge  barrells ; 
and  now  unlesse  you  know  the  subject  well,  you 
may  retnme  home  as  wise  as  you  came,'  for  this 
kst  is  the  least  parte  of  the  retnme  from  Per- 
nssns,  that  is  both  the  first  and  the  last  time 
that  the  authors  wit  wil  tume  upon  the  toe  in  this 
nuBe,  and  at  this  time  the  scene  is  not  at  Per- 
nassus,  that  is,  lookes  not  good  invention  in  the 


Defen,  If  the  catastrophe  please  you  not,  im- 
pute It  to  the  unpleasing  fortunes  of  discontented 
scboUers: 

MoM.  For  catastrophe  therms  never  a  tale  in 
Sir  John  Mandevil,  or  Bevis  of  Southampton,  but 
hith  a  better  turning. 

Stage'K.  What,  you  jeering  asse,  be  gon  with 
apox. 

Mom.  You  may  doe  better  to  busy  your  selfe 
io  profiding  beere,  for  the  shewe  will  be  pittifull 
intf  pittifull  driew  [Exit. 


No  more  ofthisy  I  heard  the  tpectatort  a$ke/or 

a  blanke  verte. 

What  we  shew,  is  but  a  Christmas  jest^ 
Conceive  of  this,  and  guesse  of  all  the  rest: 
Full  like  a  schollers  haplesse  fortunes  pen'd. 
Whose  former  griefes  seldome  have  happy  end. 
Frame  aswell,  we  might  with  easy  straine. 
With  far  more  prayse,  and  with  as  little  paine, 
Storyes  of  love,  where  fome  the  wondring  bench^ 
The  lisping  gallant  mieht  enjoy  his  wench ; 
Or  make  some  sire  acknowledge  his  lost  sonnep 
Found  when  the  weary  act  is  almost  done.  > 
Nor  unto  this,  nor  unto  that  our  scene  is  bent. 
We  onely  shew  a  schollers  discontent ; 
In  scholers  fortunes  twise  forlome  and  dead, 
Twise  hath  our  weary  pen  earst  laboured. 
Making  them  pilgrims  m  Pemassus  hill. 
Then  penning  their  retume  with  rader  quilL 
Now  we  present  unto  each  pittying  eye, 
The  schoUers  progresse  in  their  miserye. 
Refined  wits  your  patience  is  our  blisse^ 
Too  weake  our  scene,  too  great  your  judgment  is. 
To  you  we  seeke  to  shew  a  schollers  state. 
His  scomed  fortunes,  his  unpit^ed  fate. 
To  you ;  for  if  you  did  not  schollers  blesse,   - 
Their  case,  poore  case,  were  too  too  pittilesse. 
You  shade  the  muses  under  fostering, 
And  makjB  them  leave  to  sigh|  and  leame  to  sing. 
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Ikgenioso. 
Jvoicio. 
Danter. 
Philoiiusus. 
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Furor  Poeticus. 
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Amorotto. 
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Si o  NOR  Immeritou 

Stercutio,  hit  Fathm\ 

Sir  Frederick. 

Recorder. 

Page. 

Prodioo. 

Burbage. 

Kempe. 

FiDLERS. 

Patient's  Man^ 


ACTUS  I.    SCENA  I. 


IvoEVioso,  with  JwoenaU  in  hit  hand, 

log.  Difficile  etty  tatyram  non  tcriberCy  nam 
quit  iniqua 
Tom  patien$  urhuy  tamfurent  ut  ieneat  u  f 
If  Juvenall ;  thy  jerking  hand  is  good, 
]kot  gently  kiyiiig  on,  Mt  fetching  bload. 


So  surgean-like  thou  dost  with  catting  heale, 
Where  nought  but  janching  can  the  wound  avayle. 
O  suffer  me,  among  so  many  men, 
To  tread  aright  the  traces  of  thy  pen ; 
And  light  my  linke  at  thy  etemall  flame, 

I  Till  with  it  I  brand  everlasting  shame. 
On  the  world's  forhead^aod  with  thins  owne  spirit. 
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Piqr  boAie  tii6>  world  ftccording  to  his  merit 
Thy  purer  soule  ooald  not  endure  to  see. 
Even  smaHest  spots  of  base  imparity ; 
Nor  could  small  faolts  escape  thy  eleoacr  haodi, 
Then  foole  faced' vice  was  in  his  swadling  beads. 
Now  like  Anteat  growne  a  monster  is^ 
A  matdi  for  none  bat  mi^ht^  Hercules. 
Now  can  the  worid  pracuie  ui  playner  guise. 
Both  stones  of  old  and  new  borne  villanyes. 
Stale  sinnoe  are  stele ;  now  doth  the  world  begin, 
To  take  sole  pleasnre  in  a  witty  «nne. 
Unpleasant  is  the  lawlesie  sinne  has  bin. 
At  midnight  rest,  when  darknesse  covers  sin. 
It's  clownish  unbeseeming  a  young  knight, 
Unlesse  it  dare  outface  the  gloriog  light 
Nor  can  it  nought  our  gallants  prayses  reape, 
Unlesse  it  be  done  in  staring  cheape. 
In  a  sinne^guilty  coach  not  doasely  pent. 
Jogging  along  the  harder  pavement 
Bid  not  feare  cheek  my  repining  sprit, 
Soone  should  my  angry  ghost  a  story  write ; 
In  which  I  would  new  fostred  sinnes  combine. 
Not  knowne  eant  by 'troth  telling  Aretine. 

SCENA  II. 

lNGEIit06O,.JUDICI0. 

Jud,  What,  Ingenioso,  carrying  a  vine^  bottle 
about  thee,  like  a  great  schole*boy,  giving  the 
world  a  bloudy  nose  \ 

Ing.  Faith,  Judicio,  if  I  carry  the  vinegar  bot- 
tle, iPs  great  reason  I  should  confer  it  upon  the 
bald  pated  world ;  and  again,  if  my  kitchen  want 
the  utensilies  of  viands,  it's  great  reason  other 
men  should  have  the  sauce  or  vinegar ;  and  for 
the  bloodie  nose,  Judicio,  I  may  chance  indeed 
give  the  world  a  bloudie  nose,  but  it  shall  hardly 
give  me  a  crakt  crowne,  though  it  gives  other  po- 
ets French  crownes. 

Jud.  I  would  wish  thee,  Ingenioso,  to  sheath 
thy  pen,  for  thou  canst  not  be  suocessefull  in  the 
fray,  considering  thy  enemies  have  the  advantage 
of  the  ground. 

Ing.  Or  rather,  Judicio,  they  have  the  grounds 
with  advantage,  and  the  French  crownes  with  a 
pox,  and  I  would  they  had  them  with  a  plague 
too ;  but  hang  them  swadds,  the  basest  comer  in 
my  thoughts,  is  too  gallant  a  roome  to  lodge 
them  in ;  but  say,  Judicio,  what  newes  in  your 
presse,  did  you  keepe  any  late  corrections  upon 
any  tardy  pamphlets  ? 

Jud.  Veterem  jubes  rencroare  dolorem^  IQ|^ 
nioso ;  what  ere  l>efalls  thee,  keepe  thee  from  the 
trade  of  the  corrector  of  the  presse. 

Ing.  Mary  so  I  will^  I  warrant  thee^  if  poverty 
presse  not  too  much,  ile  correct  no  presse,  but 
the  presse  of  the  people. 

Jud.  Would  it  not  grieve  any  good  spirits  to 
•it  a  whole  moneth  flitting  out  a  lousy  beggarly 
pamphlet,  and  like  a  needy  piibitian  to  stand 
whole  yeares,  tossing  and  tumbling,  the  filth  that 
faUeth  from  so  nmaj  draughty  invedtiotis  as  day- 
ly  swartne  in  otir  pnnting^ioafe  f 


Ing.  Come,  I  thinke,  we  tball  have  yov  pot 
finger  in  the  eye,  andcrie,  O  friends,  no  friends; 
say  man,  what  new  paper  hobby  hones,  what  ra^ 
tJe  babies  are  gobw  out  in  your  late  May  nDorrice 
daunoe? 

Jud.  Sly  my  rimes  as  thick  as  flies  in  the  sanne, 
I  think  there  be  sever  an  alle  house  in  Englaiid, 
not  any  so  base  a  May  pole  on  a  country  greeoe, 
bat  setta  forth  some  poets  pettemels,  or  demi- 
lannces,  to  the  paper  warres  inBaoles-cbarcb- 
yard. 

Ing.  And  well  t09  may  the  issae  of  a  strong 
hop,  Icame  to  hep>  all  over  England,  whe»iis  bet- 
ter wittos  sit  like  lame  coblers  in  their  stcMiies^ 
Sadi  barmy  beads  wil  aKraies  be  tvorkiag,  wbeis 
us  sad  vinegar  witts  sit  souring  at  the  boMome  of 
a  barrell ;  plaine  meteors,  brra  of  the  eshalatiofi 
of  tobacco^  and  the  vapors  of  a  moyst  pot,  that 
sonre  op  into  the  open  ayre,  when  as  sounder  mk 
keepes  oelowe. 

Jud.  Considering  the  furyes  of  the  times,  I 
could  better  endare  to  se  those  young  can  quaf- 
fing hucksters  shoot  of  their  pellets,  so  they  would 
keepe  them  from  these  English jSores-peefanmi ;, 
but  now  the  world  is  come  to  that  passe,  that  there 
starts  up  every  day  an  old  goose  that  sits  hatch- 
ing up  those  eggs  which  have  ben  filcht  from  the 
nest  of  Crowes  and  kestrells;  here  is  a  book,  In- 
genioso ;  why  to  condemne  it  to  cleare  the  vsnall 
Tibunie  of  all  misliving  papers,  weare  too  faire  a 
death  for  so  foole  an  oflender. 

Ing,  Whatfs  the  name  of  it^  I  pray  thee^  Ja>^ 
dicior 

Jud,  Looke  its  here,  Belvedere. 

Ing,  What  a  belwether  in  Paoles  church-yard, 
so  cald,  because  it  keeps  a  bleating,  or  because  it 
hath  the  tincklinp  bel  of  so  many  poets  abottt  the 
neck  of  it,  what  is  the  rest  of  the  title  ? 

Jud,  The  garden  of  the  Moses. 

Jfi^.  What  have  we  here,  the  poet  garish  gay- 
Iv  bedeket  like  fore  horses  of  the  parish  ?  what 
K)llows  ? 

Jud.  Quern  rrferent  wmut^  vhet  dum  robarm 
telluSf 
Dum  calum  Stellas,  dum  vehit  amnis  aquas. 
Who  blurres  fayer  paper,  with  foule*  bastard  riraes^ 
Shall  live  full  many  an  age  in  latter  times ; 
Who  makes  a  ballet  for  an  ale-house  doore^ 
Shall  live  in  future  times  for  ever  more. 
Then  (      ^  thy  muse  shall  live  so  long,     -    (•/«.) 
As  draftv  liallats  to  thy  praise  are  song. 

Dut  what's  his  devise,  rernassos,  with  the  sunne 
and  the  lawrcl  ?  I  wonder  this  owle  dares  looke 
on  the  sunne,  and  I  marvaill  this  gose  flies  not 
the  lawrell ;  his  devise  might  have  been  better  a 
foole  going  in  to  the  market  place  to  be  seene, 
with  this  motto^  scriUmus  indociif  or  a  poofe  b^- 
ear  gleaning  of  eares  in  the  end  of  harvest,  wiUi 
ttns  word,  sua  euiq.  ghria, 

Jud.  Tume  over  the  leafe,  Ingehioso^  and  thoo 
shalt  see  the  paynes  of  this  worthy  gentleman ; 
sentences  gathered  out  of  all  kind  Of  poetts,  re- 
ferred to  certaine  methocBcaU  beadeti  prafiad>l« 
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for  the  use  of  these  times,  to  rime  upon  any  oo  I 
casioo  mt  a  litUe  wamiDg :  Read  the  names. 
Ing,  So  I  willy  if  thou  wilt  help  me  to  censare 


Edmond  Spencer.  Michaell  Drajton. 

Heniy  Constable.  John  Davis. 

Tbocoas  Lodge.  Johu  Marston. 

Samuel  Daniell.  Kit.  Mariowe. 

Thomas  Watson. 
Good  men  «od  true,  stand  togither ;  heare  your 
oensoreiy  whatfs  thy  judgement  of  Spencer  ? 

Jud.  A  sweeter  swan  then  ever  song  in  poe, 
A  shriller  nightingale  then  ever  blest, 
The  prouder  groves  of  selfe  admiring  Rome. 
Blith  was  each  rvally,  and  each  sheapeard  proud, 
While  he  did  chaunt  his  rurall  minstralsye. 
Attentive  was  full  many  a  daintie  eare ; 
Nay  hearers  hong  upon  his  melting  tong. 
While  sweetly  of  his  Faiery  Queene  he  song. 
While  to  the  waters  fall  he  toned  for  fame, 
And  in  eadi  barke  enj^v'd  £lizaes  name. 
And  yet  for  all  this,  unregardin^  soile 
Uolac*t  the  line  of  his  desired  hfe. 
Denying  mayatenance  for  his  deare  reliefe. 
Carelesse  care  to  prevent  his  exeqny. 
Scarce  deigning  to  shut  up  his  dyiug  eye. 

Img.  Pitty  it  is  that  gentler  witts  should  breed, 
Where  thickskin  chuffes  laugh  at  aschoUers  neede. 
But  softly  may  our  honors  ashes  rest. 
That  lie  by  merv  Chancers  noble  chest 

But  I  pray  thee  prooeede  breeflv  in  thy  cen- 
inre,  that  I  may  be  proud  of  my  selfe,  as  in  the 
first,  so  in  the  last,  my  censure  may  jumpe  with 
thine,  Henry  Constable,  Samuel  Daniell,  Thomas 
Lodge,  Thomas  Watson. 
JmL  Sweete  Constable  doth  take  the  wondring 
eare. 
And  layes  it  up  in  willing  prisonment; 
Sweete  bony  dropping  Daniell  doth  wage 
Wane  with  the  proudest  big  Italian, 
That  melts  hb  heart  in  angred  sonetting. 
Onely  let  Rim  more  sparingly  make  use 
Of  others  wit,  and  use  his  owne  the  more ; 
That  well  may  soome  base  imitation. 
For  I/Mlge  and  Watson,  men  of  some  desert^ 
Yet  subject  to  a  critticks  marginall. 
liidge  for  his  oare  in  every  paper  boate^ 
He  that  tumes  over  Galen  every  day, 
To  sit  and  simper  Euphues  legacy. 
Ing,  Michaell  Drayton. 
JiuL  Drayton's  sweete  muse  is  like  asanguine  dy, 
Able  to  ravish  the  rash  gazers  eye. 

Ing,  How  ever  he  wants  one  true  note  of  a 
poet  of  our  times^  and  that  is  this,  bee  cannot 
swagger  it  well  in  a  taverne,  nor  domiuere  in  a 
hothouse. 

Jud.  John  Davis. 
AiOite  John  Davis,  I  affect  thy  rimes^ 
That.jerck  in  hidden  charroes  these  looser  times : 
Thy  playner  verse,  thy  unaffiscted  vainc. 
Is  grac't  with  a  fayre  and  a  souping  trainee 
Ing,  Locke  and' Hudson. 
Jud,  Locke  and  Hudson,  sleepe  you  quiet  sha- 

VOL.  I. 


vers,  among  the  shavings  of  the  presse,  and  leC 
your  bookes  lie  in  some  old  nookes  amongst  old 
bootes  and  shooesy  so  you  may  avoyde  my  cen« 
sure. 

Ing,  Why  then  clap  a  locke  on  their  feete, 
and  tume  them  to  commons. 

lohn  Marston. 

Jud.  What,  Monsieur  Kinsayder,  lifting  up  your 
legge  and  pissing  against  the  world,  put  up  man, 

Sut  up  for  shame, 
le  thinks  he  is  a  ruffian  in  his  stile, 
Withouten  hands  or  garters  ornament. 
He  quaffeS  a  cup  of  Frenchman's  helicon. 
Then  royster  doyster  in  his  oylie  tearmes. 
Cults,  thrusts,  and  foines  at  whomesoever  he  meets» 
And  strewes  about  Ram-ally  meditations, 
Tut  what  cares  he  for  modest  close  coucht  tearmes, 
Cleanly  to  gird  our  looser  libertines. 
Give  him  plaine  naked  words  stript  from  their 

sliirts, 
That  might  beseeme  plaine  dealing  Aretine  i 
I  there  is  one  that  backes  a  paper  steed^ 
And  maoageth  a  pen-knife  gallantly ; 
Strikes  his  poinado  at  a  buttons  breadth. 
Brings  the  great  battering  ram  of  tearms  to  towns. 
And  at  6rst  voUy  of  his  cannon  shot. 
Batters  the  walies  of  the  old  fustie  world. 
Ing.  Christopher  Mariowe. 
Jud.  Marlowe  was  happy  in  his  buskind  muse^ 
Alas  unhappy  in  his  life  and  end, 
Pitty  it  is  that  wit  so  ill  should  dwell. 
Wit  lent  from  heaven,  hut  vices  sent  from  hell* 

Ing.  Our  theater  hath  lost,  Pluto  hath  got, 
A  tragick  penman  for  a  driery  plot. 
Benjamin  Johnson. 

Jud.  The  wittiest  fellow  of  a  bricklayer  in  Eng' 
land. 

Ing.  A  meere  empyrick,  one  that  getts  what 
he  hath  by  observation,  and  makes  onely  nature 
privy  to  what  he  endites ;  so  slow  an  inventor, 
that  he  were  better  betake  himself  to  his  ol4 
trade  of  bricklaying,  a  bloud  whorson,  as  confi- 
dent now  in  making  of  a  booke,  as  he  was  in 
times  past  iii  laying  of  a  brick. 
William  Shakespeare. 

Jud,  Who  loves  Adonis  love,  or  Lucre's  rape. 
His  sweeter  verse  coiitaynes  hart  robbing  life. 
Could  but  a  graver  subject  him  content. 
Without  loves  foolish  lazy  languishment. 

Ing,  Churchyard. 
Hath  not  Shor's  wife,  although  a  light  skirts  she. 
Given  him  a  chast  long  lasting  memory  ? 

Jud,  No,  all  light  pamphlets  once  I  fiuden  shall, 
A  church^yard  and  a  grave  to  bury  all. 
Ing,  Thomas  Nashdo. 

I  heare  is  a  fellowe,  Judicio,  that  carried  tlie 
deadly  stocke  in  his  pen,  whose  muse  was  aniied 
with  a  gagtooth,  and  his  pen  possest  with  Hercu- 
les furies. 
Jud,  htt  all  his  faultes  sleepe  with  his  mourn-, 
ful  chest, 
And  then  for  ever  with  his  ashes  rest. 
His  stile  was  wittte,  though  he  had  some  gal, 
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Something  b^  might  have  meuded,  iso  may  all. 
Tet  this  1  bay,  that  for  a  mother  witt, 
Fevre  men  have  ever  seeue  the  like  of  it. 

Ing.  Readetf  the  rest. 

Jud.  As  for  these,  they  have  some  of  theti^ 
beene  the  old  hedgstakes  of  the  presse,  and  some 
of  them  are  at  this  instant  the  botts  and  glanders 
of  the  printing  house.  Fellowes  that  stand  onely 
upon  tearmes  to  serve  the  tearme,  with  their 
blotted  papers,  write  as  men  goe  to  stoole  for 
needes,  and  when  they  write,  they  write  as  a 
beare  pisses,  now  and  then  drop  a  pamphlet. 

Ing.  Durum  telum  necemtan.  Good  fayth  they 
do  as  I  do,  exchange  words  for  mony*.  I  have 
some  traffiqoe  this  day  with  Danter,  about  a  lit- 
tle booke  which  I  have  made,  the  name  of  it  is 
a  Catalogue  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds,  but  this 
Belvedere,  this  methodicall  asse,  hath  made  me 
almost  forget  my  time ;  lie  now  to  Paiiles  church- 
2'ard,  meete  me  an  hour  hence,  at  the  signe  of  the 
I^ega^us,  in  Cheap-side,  and  He  moyst  thy  tem- 
ples with  a  cuppe  of  claret,  as  hard  as  the  world 
goes.  [Exit  JuDicjo. 

SCENA  III. 

Entet  Danter  the  Printer. 

Ing.  Danter,  thou  art  deceived ;  wit  is  dearer 
then  thou  takest  it  to  be ;  I  tell  thee  this  libel  of 
Cambridge  has  much  fatt  and  pepper  in  the 
nose ;  it  will  sell  sheerly  'underhand,  when  al 
these  bookes  of  exhortations  and  catechismes  lie 
moulding  on  thy  shopbourd. 

Dan,  It's  true ;  but  good  fayth,  M.  Ingenioso, 
I  lost  by  your  last  booke,  and  you  knowe  there  is 
many  a  one  that  payes  me  largely,  for  the  print- 
ing of  their  inventions;  but  for  all  this,  you  shall 
have  40  shillings,  and  ah  odde  pottle  of  wine. 

Ing.  40  shillings  ?  a  fit  reward  for  one  of  your 
Teumatick  poets,  that  beslavers  all  the  paper  he 
ooroes  by,  and  furnishes  the  chaundlers  with  wast 
papers  to  wrap  candles  in ;  but  as  for  me.  He  be 
payd  deare,  even  for  the  drcggs  of  my  witt ;  lit- 
tle knowes  the  worlde  what  belonge  to  the  keep- 
ing of  a  good  wit  in  waters,  dietts,  drinckes,  to- 
bacco, &c.  it  is  a  daynty  and  costly  creature,  and 
therefore  I  must  be  payd  sweetly :  furnish  mee 
with  money,  that  I  may  put  my  selfe  in  a  new 
•uite  of  clothes,  and  He  suite  thy  shop  with  a 
new  suite  of  tearmes;  it*s  the  gallantest  child  my 
invention  was  ever  delivered  oflT.  The  title  is, 
a  (chronicle  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds ;  here  a 
man  may  see  what  day  of  the  moneth  such  a 
man's  commons  were  inclosed,  and  when  throwne  I 
open,  and  when  any  entayled  some  odde  crownes,  I 
upon  the  heires  of  their  bodies  unlawfully  begot- 
ten ;  speake  ouickly  ells  I  am  gone. 

Dan.  Oh  this  will  sell  gallantly;  He  have  it 
nrhatsvever  it  cost;  will  ye  waike  on,  M;  Inge- 
nioso, vieele  sit  over  a  cup  of  wine  and  agree  on 
it. 

Ing,  A  cup  of  wine  is  as  eood  a  constable  as 
can  ^f  to  take  up  the  quarrelT  betwixt  us. 

3  [Exeunt.  I 


SCENA  IV. 

Pqilomusus,  in  a  Phisitiont  habits  Stt^Dioso,  . 
that  is  Jaques  Afan,  and  Patient. 

Phil.  Tit  tit  tity  non  poynte^  mm  debet  fieri 
phkbetomotio  in  coitu  Lume  ;  here  is  a  recipe, 
Pat.  A  recipe! 

Phil.  Nos  gallia  non  curamui  quantiiaUm  syl- 
labarum  ;  let  me  heare  how  many  stooies  yoo 
doe  make.    Adieu,  monsieur,  adieu  good  mon- 
sieur, what  Jaques  11  fC  a  personne  opret  icy^ 
Stud.  Non. 

PhiL  Then  let  us  steala  time  for  this  borrowed 
shape, 
Recounting  our  qneqoali  happs  of  lafte. 
Late  did  the  ocean  graspe  us  in  his  armes^ 
Late  did  we  live  within  a  stranger  ayre ; 
Late  did  we  see  the  cinders  of  great  Rome, 
We  thought  that  English  fugitives  there  eate 
Gold,  for  restorative,  if  gold  were  mcate. 
Yet  now  we  finde  by  bought  experience. 
That  where  so  ere  we  wander  up  and  downe. 
On  the  rounde  shoulders  of  this  massy  worlc^ 
Or  our  ill  fortunes,  or  the  worldes  ill  eye,    * 
Forspeake  our  good,  procures  our  miserye. 

Stud.  So  oft  the  northen  windc  with  frozen  wings 
Hath  beate  the  flowers  that  in  our  garden  grewe : 
Throwne  downe  the  stalkes  of  oar  aspiring  youth. 
So  oft  hath  winter  nipt  our  trees  faire  rinde. 
That  now  we  seeme  nought  but  two  bared  bougfaes^ 
Scorned  by  the  basest  bird  that  chirps  in  groave. 
Nor  Rome,  nor  lUiemesi  that  wonted  ar  to  give^ 
A  cardinall  cap,  to  discontented  clarkes, 
That  have  forsooke  the  home-bred  thanked  roofci^ 
Yeelded  us  any  equal  maintenance : 
And  it*s  as  good  to  starve  mongst  En^ish  swine, 
As  in  a  forraine  land  to  begge  and  pine. 
PhiL  He  scomethe  world,  that  soometh  roe 

agaioe. 
Stud.  He  vex  the  world,  that  workes  me  so 

much  paine. 
PhiL  Fly  lame  ravengings  power,  the  vrorld 

well  weenes. 
Stud.  Flyes  have  there  spleene,  each  sylly  ant 

his  teenes. 
PhiL  We  have  the  wordes,  tbey  the  possesuoa 

have. 
Stud.  We  all  are  equall  in  our  latest  grave. 
PhiL  Soone  then,  O  soone,  may  we  bodi  graved 

be. 
StucL  Who  wishes  death,  doth  wrong  wise  des- 

tinie. 
PhiL  It's  wrong  to  force  life,  loathing  men  to  . 

breath. 
Stud.  It*s  sinne  for  doomed  day  to  wish  thy  death, 
PhiL  Too  late  our  soules  flit  to  their  resting  place. 
Stud.  Why  mans  whole  life  is  but  a  breathing 

space. 
PhiL  A  painefull  minute  seemes  a  tedioas  years. 
Stud.  A  constant  minde  eternall  woes  will  beare. 
PhiL  When  shall  our  soules  their  wearied  lodge 

fofgoc  ? 
Stud,  When  we  have  tyred  misery  and  woe. 
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PkiL  Soooc  may  then  fates  this  gale  de^ver 
send  as ; 
Small  woes  vex  long,  great  woes  quickly  end  us. 

Bot  lelts  leare  this  cappii^  of  rimes,  Studioso, 
and  f(^ow  oar  late  devise,  that  wee  may  main- 
taine  oar  beades  in  cappes,  oar  bellyes  id  rpro- 
▼ender,  aod  our  backs  m  sadie  and  bridle ;  he- 
therto  wee  bave  sou^  all  the  honest  meanes  we 
couJd  to  live,  and  now  let  as  dare,  aliquid  brevi- 
htu  gracii  and  csrcere  di^um :  let  as  run  throu^ 
all  the  lewd  fonnes  of  lime-twig  purlojrning  vil- 
lainyes,  let  as  prove  cony-catchers  baudes,  or 
any  thin|,  so  we  may  rab-out,  and  first  my  plot 
for  playing  the  French  doctor  that  shall  hold; 
oar  lod^Q^  stand  here  filthy  in  Shooe-lane,  for  if 
oor  commings  in  be  not  the  better,  London  may 
shortely  throw  an  old  shooe  after  us,  and  with 
those  shredds  of  French,  that  we  gathered  up  hi 
oor  hostea  hoose  in  Pwis,  wee'l  ^til  the  world, 
that  hath  in  estimation  forraine  phmitians,  and  if 
any  of  the  hidebound  brctheren  of  Cambridge 
and  Qxforde,  or  any  of  those  stigmatick  maisters 
of  arte,  that  abused  us  in  times  past,  leave  their 
owiie  pbiaitians,  and  become  our  patients,  weel 
alter  ouitie  the  stile  of  them,  for  they  shal  never 
hereatter  write,  your  lordship's  most  bouoden, 
bat  yoar  lordship  s  most  laxative. 

Siud.  It  shal  be  so ;  see  what  a  little  vermine 
poverty  altereth  a  whole  milky  disposition. 

PkiL  So  then  my  selfe  streiglit  with  revenge 

Siud,  Provoked  patience  growes  intemperate. 

SCENA  V. 

Enier  Ricbabdetto,  Jaques,  Scholler  learning 

French. 

Joq.  How  BOWy  my  little  knave,  quelle  noueUe 


Rickar.  Ther*s  a  fellow  with  a  night  cap  on  his 

id,  an  arinal  in  his  hand,  would  fayne  speake 

ih  master  Theodore. 

Jaq.  Parle  francoj^es  moun  petit*  garsoun, 

ftichar.  Uy  a  un  homme  ave  le  bonnet  de  la  tete 

•  un  urinell  in  la  mens,  que  veut  parler, 

Jaq.  Fochden, 

rheod.  Jaqmes  a  bonui,  [Bxeant 

SCENA  VI. 

EOE  PoiTicus,   and  praently  after  enters 
Phantasma. 

For.  (Rapt  within  contemplation,)  Why  how 
IT, Pedant  Phebus,  are  you  smouchiug  Thalia  on 
r  tender  lips  ?  There  hoie ;  pesanc  avant ;  come, 
Hty  short-nosed  nimph :  Oh  sweet  Thalia,  I  do 
ie  iby  fbote.  What  Cleto?  O  sweet  Cleio,  nay 


pray  thee  do  not  weepe  Melpomene.  What,  Ura- 
nia, Polimnia,  and  Calliope,  let  me  doe  reverence 
to  your  deities. 

[Phantasma  puis  him  by  the  sleeve. 

Fur,  I  am  your  holy  swayne,  that  night  and  day. 
Sit  for  your  sakes  rubbing  my  wrinkled  browei 
Studying  a  rooneth  for  on  Epithete. 
Nay,  silver  Cinthia,  do  not  trouble  me; 
Straight  will  I  thy  Endimions  storye  write. 
To  which  thuu  hastest  me  on  day  and  night* 
You  light  skirt  starres,  this  is  your  wonted  guise. 
By  glomy  light  perke  out  your  doubtful!  heades : 
But  when  Don  Phebus  showes  his  flashing  snout^ 
You  are  sky  pjippies,  streight  your  light  is  out. 

Phan,  Sa  no,  Furor. 
Nay  prethee  good  Furor  in  sober  sadnes. 

Fur.  Odi  prqfanum  vulgus  et  arceo, 

Phan.  Nay,  sweet  Furor,  ipsa  te  TSftire  pinus. 

Fur.  Ipsi  tefonteSf  ipsa  hac  arbusta  vocarunt. 
Who's  that  runs  headlong  on  my  quills  sharpe  poynt. 
That  wearyed  of  his  life  and  baser  breath, 
Offers  himselfe  to  an  ianibicke  verse. 

Phan.  Si  quoties  peccant  homines,  sua  Jubnina 
mittat 
Jupiter,  exiguo  tempore  inermis  erit, 

l^ur.  What  slimye  bold  presumtiousgroomeishe^ 
Dares  with  his  rude  audacious  hardye  chatt, 
Thus  sever  me  from  skibbered  contemplation  ? 

Phan.  Carmina  vel  calo  possunt  deducere  lunam. 

Fur.  Oh  Phantasma;  what  my  individual  mate? 
0  mihi  post  nullos  Furor  memorande  sodales. 
Say  whence  comest  thou  ?  sent  from  what  deytye  ? 
From  great  Apollo,  or  sly  Mercurye } 

Phan.  I  come  from  the  little  Mercury,  Ingenio- 
so;  for, 
Ingenio  poliet  cui  vim  natura  negavit. 

Fur.  Ingenipso? 
He  is  a  pretty  inventor  of  slight  prose : 
But  there's  no  spirit  in  his  groaveling  speach, 

Hang  him  whose  verse  can  not  ou  t^belch  the  winde  t 
That  cannot  beard  and  brave  Dcm  Eolus, 
That  when  the  cioude  of  his  invention  breakes. 
Cannot  out-cracke  the  scarr-crow  thunderbolt. 

Phan.  Hang  him,  I  say,  pendo  pependi,  tendo 
tetendi,  pedo  pepedi.  Will  it  please  you  maister 
Furor,  to  watke  with  me  ?  I  promised  to  bring 
you  to  a  drinking  inne,  in  Cheapside,  at  the  signa 
of  the  Nagges  Heade ;  for, 
Tempore  l^ta  pati/nsna  docentur  equi. 

Fur,  Passe  the  before.  He  come  incontinent 

PAaii.~Nay  faith,  maister  Furor,  letts  go  to- 
gither,  quoniam  convenimus  ambo. 

Fur.  Letts  march  on  unto  the  house  of  fame ; 
There  quaffing  bowles  of  Baccus  blood  ful  nimbly, 
Endite  a  tiptoe,  strouting  poesy. 

[They  offer  the  way  one  to  the  other^ 

Phan.  Quo  me  bacche  rapis  tui  plenum^ 
Tu  major ;  tibi  me  est  aquum  parcrc  Menalca% 
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ACTUS  if. 


SCENA  I. 


winter  Philomusus,  Theodore,  Ju$  Patient  the 
Burgessef  and  his  Man  with  his  State. 

Theod.  [Putts  on  his  spectacles.]  Monseiur, 
here  are  atami  natantes,  which  do  make  shew 
your  worship  to  be  as  leacherous  as  a  bull. 

Burg.  Truely,  maister  doctor,  we  are  all  men. 

Theod,  This  vater  is  intention  of  heate,  are 
you  not  perturbed  with  an  like  in  your  race,  or  in 
your  occiput.  I  meane  your  head  peece,  let  me 
feele  the  pulse  of  yoar  little  finger. 

Burg.  He  assure  you,  M.  Theodore,  the  pulse 
of  my  head  beates  exceedingly,  and  I  thinke  I 
have  disturbed  my  selfe  by  studying  the  peoali 
statutes. 

Theod.  Tit,  tit,  your  worship  takes  cares  of 
your  speeches.  0  coura  leves  loquuntury  ingentes 
stoupent,  it  is  an  aphorisme  in  Galen. 

Burg.  And  what  is  the  exposition  of  that  ? 

Theod.  That  your  worship  most  take  a  gland, 
nt  emittatur  sanguis :  the  signe  is  for  excellent 
fpr  excellent. 

Burg.  Good  maister  doctor  use  me  gently;  for 
niarke  you,  Sir,  there  is  a  double  consideration  to 
be  had  of  me :  first,  as  I  am  a  publike  magistrate  ; 
secondly,  as  I  am  a  private  butcher ;  and,  but  for 
the  worshipfull  credit  of  the  place  and  office 
wherein  I  now  stand  and  live,  I  would  not  hazard 
my  worshipfull  apparell,  with  a  suppositor,  or  a 
f^lister ;  but  for  the  countenancing  of  the  place, 
I  must  go  oftener  to  stoole ;  for  as  a  great  gentle- 
man told  me  of  good  experience,  that  it  was  the 
chiefe  note  of  a  magistrate,  nor  to  go  to  the  stoole 
without  a  phisition. 

Theod.  Af  vous  ettes  tin  gentell homevraimentf 
what  ho,  Jaques,  Jaques,  ou  e  vous  ^  un  fo^t 
gentell  purgation  for  Monsier  Burg, 

Jaq.  Voste  tres  humble  serifiture  a  vostre  com' 
mandement. 

Theod.  Donne  vous  un  gentell  purge  a  Mon- 
sier Burgesse.  I  have  considered  of  the  crasis, 
and  s^ntoma  of  your  disease,  and  here  is  un.fort 
gentell  purgation  per  evacuationem  ejcrem/cnto- 
rum,  as  we  pbisitions  use  to  parlee. 

Burg.  I  hope,  maister  doctor,  you  have  a  care 
of  the  countreys  officer ;  I  t^il  you  1  durst  not 
have  trusted  my  selfe  with  every  phisition,  and 
yet  I  am  not  afraide  for .  my  self^,  but  I  would 
not  deprive  the  towne  of  so  carefull  a  magistrate. 

Theod.  O  monsier,  I  have  a  singular  care  of 
your  valetudo;  it  is  feouisite  that  the  French 
pbisitions  be  learned  and  carefull,  your  English 
▼elvet  cap  is  malignant  and  envious. 

Burg.  Here  is,  maister  doctor,  foure  pence 
your  due,  and  eight  pence  my  bounty,  you  shall 
heare  from  me,  good  maister  doctor ;  farewell, 
farewell;  good  maister  doctor. 


Theod.  Adieu  good  monsier,  adieu  good  aiv 
monsier.  v 

Then  burst  with  teares  unhappy  graduate; 
Thy  fortunes  still  wayward  and  ^ickward  bin  ; 
Nor  canst  thou  thrive  by  vertue,  nor  by  sin. 

Stud,  Oh  how  it  greeves  my  vexed  soolc  to  see^ 
Each  painted  asse  in  chayre  of  dignitye : 
And  yet  we  grovell  on  the  ground  alone^ 
Running  through  every  tra<^  yet  thrive  by  ikkmi* 
More  we  must  acte  in  this  lives  tragedy. 

Phi,  Sad  is  the  plott,  sad  the  catastrophe. 

Stud,  Siehs  are  the  chorus  in  our  tra^y. 

PhL  And  rented  thoughts  continnaU  actors  bee. 

Stud,  Woe  is  the  Bubject ;  Plul.  earth  the 
loathed  stage. 
Whereon  we  act  this  fained  personage. 
Mossy  '  barbarians  the  spectators  be, 
That  sit  and  laugh  at  our  calamity. 

Phi.  Band  be  those  houres  when  meogst  the 
learned  throng, 
By  Grantaes  muddy  baocke  we  whilome  son^ 

Stud.  Band  be  that  hill  which  learned  witts 
adore. 
Where  earst  we  spent  our  stock  and  little  store. 

Phi,  Band  be  those  musty  roewes^  where  we 
have  spen^ 
Our  youthfull  dales  in  paled  languishment. 

Stud,  Band  be  those  cosening  arts  that  wrought 
our  woe. 
Making  us  wandering  pilgrimes  to  and  fro. 

Phi.  And  pilgrimes  must  we  be  without  reliefe,/ 
And  wheresoever  we  run  there  meets  us  greefe. 

Stud,  Where  ever  we  tosse  upon  this  crabbed 
stage, 
Griefe's  our  companion,  patience  be  our.  page. 

Phi.  Ah  but  this  patience  is  a  pase  of  ruth, 
A  tired  lacky  to  our  wandering  youth. 

SCENA  ir. 

ACADEMICO  solus, 

Acad.  Faine  wold  I  have  a  living  if  I  could  te) 
how  to  pome  by  it. — Eccho.  Buy  it. 

Buy  it,  fond  Eccho?  why  thou  dost  greatly  mis- 
take it.— £cc^.  Sti|ke  it. 

Stake  it  ?  what  should  I  stake  at  this  game  of 
simony? — Eccho.  Mony. 

What,  is  the  world  a  gam^  ?  are  livings  gotten 
by  playing }— Eccho,  Paying. 

Paymg?  but  say  what's  the  nearest  way  to  come 
by  a  living  ? — Eccho.  Giving. 
*  Must  his  worship's  fists  bee  needs  then  oykd 
with  augells  ? — Eccho,  Angells. 

Ought  his  gowty  fists  then  first  with  gold  to  be 
greased. — Eccho,  Eased. 

And  is  it  then  such  an  ease  for  his  asfte&  backf 
to  cary  mony  ? — Eccho,  I. 


'  Most  like. 
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Will  then  this  golden  asse  hestowe  a  vicarige 
gnildcd  ?~£ccAo.  Gelded. 

What  shall  I  say  to  good  Sir  Roderick,  that  have 
pAd  here? — Eccho,  Cold  cheare. 

He  make  it  mj  lone  request,  that  he  wold  he 
food  to  a  scholler. — Eccho.  ChoUer. 

Yea,  will  hee  he  cholerike,  to  heare  of  an  art 
•r  a  science  ? — Eccha.  Hence. 

H^ice  with  liberal  arts,  what  then  wil  he  do 
with  his  chancel? — Eccho,  Sell. 

Sell  it  ?  and  must  a  simple  ciark  be  fayne  to 
compound  then  ? — Eccho.  Pounds  then. 

What  if  I  have  no  pounds,  must  then  mj  sate 
be  proroagued  ? — Eccho,  Roagued. 

Yea,  given  to  a  roague ;  shall  an  asse  this  vi- 
caridge  compass  ? — Eccho.  Asse. 

What  is  the  reason  that  I  should  not  be  as  for- 
lonate  as  hee  ? — Eccho.  Asse  he. 

Yet  for  al  this,  with  a  penilesse  purse  wil  I 
Imdg  to  his  worship? — Eccho.  Worcfs  cheape. 

Weiy  if  he  give  me  good  words,  it's  more  then 
I  have  from  an  Eccho. — Eccho,  Goe. 

SCENA  ni. 

AMOftETTO,  with  an  Ovid  in  his  hand  ; 

ACADEMICO. 

Amor.  Take  it  on  the  word  of  a  gentleman, 
(hoo  cannot  hare  it  a  penny  under,  thinke  ont, 
thinke  oo  it,  while  I  meditate  on  my  fayre  mis- 


Ifunc  tequor  imperium  magnc  Cupido  tuum. 
What  ere  become  of  this  dull  thredbare  clearke, 
I  must  be  custly  in  my  mistresses  eye ; 
Luhes  regard  not  ragged  company. 
I  ^i!l  with  the  revetiewes  of  my  diafred  church. 
First  buy  an  ambling  hobby  for  my  fayre ; 
Wbose  measured  pace  may  teach  the  world  to 

dance. 
Proud  of  his  burden  when  he  ^ns  to  praunce : 
Theo  must  I  buy  a  Jewell  for  her  eare, 
•A  kiltie  of  some  hundred  crownes  or  more  : 
With  these  fayre  giftes  when  I  accompanied  goe, 
Sieele  give  Joves  breakfast ;  Sidny  tearmes  it  so. 
I UD  her  needle,  she  is  my  adamant, 
She  is  my  fayre  rose,  I  her  unworthy  pricke. 

Acad.  Is  there  no  body  heere  will  take  the 
psioes  to  geld  his  mouth  ? 

Amor,  She's  Cleopatra,  I  Marke  Anthony. 

Acad,  No,  thou  art  a  meere  marke  for  good 
witts  to  shoote  at ;  and  in  that  suite,  thou  wilt 
Bttke  a  fineman  to  dash  poore  crowes  out  of 
countenance. 

Amor.  She  is  ro^  moone,  I  her  Endimion. 

Acad>  No,  she  is  thy  shoulder  of  mutton,  thou 
kcr  onyon ;  or  she  may  be  thy  Luna,  and  thou 
ker  lanatickc. 

Amor.  I  her  TEneas,  she  my  Dido  is. 

Acad.  She  is  thy  lo,  thou  her  brasen  asse ; 
Or  the  dame  Phantasy,  and  thou  her  gull, 
^  thy  Pasiphae^  aiid  thou  her  loving  bull. 


SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Iicmerito,  and  Stercutio,  hit  Father^ 

Ster.  Sonne,  is  this  the  gentleman  that  selb  as 
the  lii'iog? 

Im.  Fy  father,  thou  must  not  call  it  selling, 
thou  must  say,  is  this  the  .gentleman  that  must 
have  the  gratuito  ? 

Acad.  What  have  we  heere,  old  trapenny  come 
to  towne,  to  fetch  away  the  living  in  his  old  greasy 
slops;  then  He  none;  the  time  nath  beene  when 
such  a  fellowe  medled  with  nothing  but  his  plow- 
share, his  spade,  and  his  hobnayles,  and  so  to  a 
a  peece  of  bread  and  cheese,  and  went  his  way  ; 
but  now  these  fellowes  are  growne  the  onely  fac- 
tors for  preferment 

Ster.  O  is  this  the  grating  gentleman^  and  how 
many  pounds  must  I  pay  ? 

Im.  O  thou  must  not  call  them  pounds,  but 
thanks ;  and  harke  you,  father,  thou  must  tell  of 
nothing  that  is  done ;  for  I  must  seeme  to  come 
cleere  to  it. 

Acad.  Not  pounds  but  thanks:  see  whether 
this  simple  fellow  that  hath  nothing  of  a  scholler, 
but  that  the  draper  hath  blackt  him  over,  hath 
not  gotten  the  stile  of  the  time. 

Ster.By  my  fayth,  sonne,  looke  for  no  more  por- 
tion. 

Im.  Well,  father,  I  will  not,  npon  this  condi- 
tion, that  when  thou  have  gotten  me  the  gratuito 
of  the  living,  thou  will  likewise  disburse  a  little 
mony  to  the  bishop's  poser,  for  there  are  certaine 
questions  I  make  scruple  to  be  posed  in. 

Acad,  He  meanes  any  question  in  Lattin,  which 
he  counts  a  scruple ;  oh  this  honest  man  could  ne- 
ver abide  this  popish  tounge  of  Latine,  oh  he  is 
as  true  an  English  man  as  lives. 

Ster.  lie  take  the  gentleman  now,  he  is  in  a 
good  vayne,  for  he  smiles. 

Amor,  Sweete  Ovid,  I  do  honour  every  page. 

Acad.  Good  Ovid,  that  in  his  life  time  lived 
with  the  Getes,  and  now  after  his  death  conver« 
seth  with  a  barbarian. 

Ster.  God  bee  at  your  worke,  sir ;  my  sonne 
told  me  you  were  the  grating  gentleman ;  I  am 
Stercutio,  his  father,  sir,  simple  as  I  stand  here. 

Amor.  Fellow,  I  had  rather  given  thee  an  hun- 
dred pounds,  then  thou  should  have  put  me  out  of 
my  excellent  meditation ;  by  the  faitn  of  a  gentle- 
man, I  was  rapt  in  contemplation. 

Im.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  my  father,  he  wants 
bringing  up. 

Acad.  Marry,  it  seemes  he  hath  good  bringing 
up,  when  he  brings  up  so  much  mony. 

Ster.  Indeede,  sir,  you  must  pardon  me,  I  did 
not  knowe  you  were  a  gentleman  of  the  Temple 
before. 

Amor,  Well  I  am  content,  in  a  generous  dis- 
position, to  beare  with  country  education,  but 
fellow  whats  thy  name  ? 

Ster.  My  name,  sir,  Stercutio,  sir. 

Amor,  Why  then,  Stercutio,  I  would  be  very 
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willing  to  be  the  instrument  to  my  father,  that 
this  living  might  be  conferred  upon  your  sonne ; 
mary,  I  would  have  you  know,  that  I  have  bene 
importuned  by  two  or  three  several  lordeSf  my 
kinde  cozins,  in  the  bchalfe  of  some  Cambridge 
man,  and  have  almost  engaged  my  word.  Mary, 
if  I  shall  see  your  disposition  to  be  more  thank- 
full  then  other  men,  I  shalbe  very  ready  to  rer 
apect  kind  natured  men  ;  for,  as  the  Italian  pro- 
verbe  speakcth  wel,  chi  ha  haura. 

Acad.  Why  here  is  a  gallant  you^g  drover  of 
livings. 

SUr.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  speak  English ;  for  that 
IS  naturall  to  me  and  to  my  sonne,  and  all  our 
kindred,  to  understand  but  one  language* 

Amor,  Why  thus,  in  plaiue  English ;  I  must 
b^  respected  with  thanks. 

Acad.  This  is  a  subtle  tractive,  when  thanks 
nay  be  felt  and  seene. 

Ster,  And  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  the  lowest 
thanks  that  you  will  take  ? 

Acad,  The  verye  same  method  that  he  used  at 
the  buying  of  an  oxe. 

Amor,  I  must  have  some  odd  sprinkling  of  an 
))undred  pounds,  if  so,  so,  I  shall  thinke  you  thaok- 
fttll,  and  commend  your  sonne  as  a  man  of  good 
giftes  to  my  father. 

Acad.  A  sweete  world,  give  an  hundred  poundes, 
and  this  is  but  counted  thankfullnesse. 

Ster,  Harke  thou,  sir,  you  shall  have  80  thankes. 

Amor.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  I  never  opened  my 
ipouth  in  this  kind  so  cheape  before  in  my  life. 
I  tell  thee,  few  young  gentlemen  are  found,  that 
tprould  deale  so  kindely  with  thee  as  I  doe. 

Ster,  Well,  sir,  because  I  know  my  sonne  to  he 
B  towiird  thing,  and  one  that  hath  taken  all  his 
learning  on  his  owue  head,  without  sending  to 
die  universitye,  I  am  content  to  give  you  as  many 
thankes  as  you  aske,  so  you  will  promise  me  to 
bring  it  to  passe. 

Amor.  \  warrant  you  for  that;  if  I  say  it  once, 
xepfiyre  you  to  the  place,  and  stay  there  for  my 
father,  he  is  walked  abroad  to  take  the  benefit  of 
the  ayre.  lie  meete  him  as  he  retumes,  and 
fAake  way  for  your  suite.  Eseunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Academico,  AMORETto. 

Amor.  Gallant,  I  faith. 

Acad.  I  see  we  schollers  tish  for  a  living  in 
these  shallow  foardes  without  a  silver  hoock. 
Why,  wold  it  not  gal  a  man  to  sec  a  spruse  gar- 
tered youth  of  our  coliedge  a  while  ago,  h&  a 
broker  fur  a  living,  and  an  old  baude  for  a  bene- 
^ce  ?  This  sweete  sir  profered  me  much  kinde- 
nesse  when  hee  was  of  our  coliedge,  and  now  He 
try  what  winde  remaynes  in  his  bladder.  God 
save  you,  sir. 

Amor,  By  the  masse  I  fear  me,  I  saw  this  ge- 
nus and  species  in  Cambridge  before  now :  lie 
take  no  notice  of  him  now  \  by  the  faith  of  a 
gentleman,  thb  is  pretty  ellegy.    Of  what  age  is 


the  day,  fellow?  Syrrha  boy,  bath  the  groome 
saddled  my  hunting  hobby?  can  Robin  Hunter 
tel  where  a  h<ife  sits  ? 

Acad.  See  fi  poore  old  friende  of  yoorfy  of  Si 
coliedge,  in  Cambridge. 

Amor,  Good  fayth,  siT)  you  most  pardon  mesr 
I  have  forgotten  you. 

Acad.  My  name  is  Acaderoifxi,  air,  one  tbal 
made  an  oration  for  yoa  onpe  on  the  qQ#Mie'» 
day,  and  a  show  that  you  got  some  credit  by. 

Amor.  It  may  be  so,  it  may  be  so,  bnt  I  have 
forgotten  it ;  marry,  yet  I  remember  there  wa» 
sudi  a  fellow  that  I  was  very  beneficial]  unto  in 
nw  time.  But  howsoever,  sir,  I  have  the  curtesie 
of  the  towne  for  you.  I  am  sorry  you  did  not 
take  me  at  my  father^s  house :  but  now  I  am  in 
exc^ediiig  great  hast,  for  X  have  vowed  the  death 
of  a  hare  that  wee  found  this  morning  miusing  oa 
her  ineaze. 

Acad.  Sir,  \  am  imboldned  by  that  great  ac- 
quaintance thfit  heretofore  [  had  with  you,  aa 
likewise  it  hath  pli^ased  you  heretofore. 

Amor.  Looke  syrrha,  if  you  see  my  hobby  ooroe 
hertierward  as  yet. 

Acad.  To  make  me  some  promises,  I  am  to  re- 
quest your  good  mediation  to  the  worsbipfull 
your  (tither,  m  my  behulfe :  and  I  will  dedicate 
to  your  pelfe  in  the  way  of  thankes,  those  dayes  I 
have  to  live.  ' 

Amor.  Q  good  sir,  if  I  had  Itnowne  your  naiode 
before,  for  my  father  hath  already  given  the  in- 
duction to  a  chaplaine  of  his  owne,  to  a  proper 
man,  I  know  not  of  what  universitie  he  is. 

Acad.  Si^nior  Immerito,  they  say,  bath  bidden 
fay  rest  for  it. 

Amor.  I  know  not  his  name,  but  hee  is  a  grave 
discreet  man,  I  warrant  him,  indeede  hee  wants 
utterance  in  some  measure. 

Acad.  Nay,  me  thinkes  he  hath  very  good  ut« 
terance  for  his  gravities  for  hee  came  hether  very 
grave,  but  I  thinke  he  will  returne  light  enough, 
when  he  is  ridde  of  the  heavy  element  he  carries 
about  him. 

Amor.  Faith  sir,  you  roust  pardon  mee,  itb 
my  ordinate  custome  to  be  too  studious,  my  rotf-^ 
tresse  hath  tolde  me. of  it  often,  and  I  finde  it  to 
hurt  my  ordinary  discourse :  but  sav,  sweet  sir^ 
do  yee  effept  the  most  gentle-man-[ike  game  of 
hunting. 

Acad,  How  say  you  to  the  crafty  gull,  hee 
would  faine  get  mee  abroad  to  make  sport  with 
mee  in  their  hnnters  termes,  which  we  schollers 
are  not  acquainted  with  ;  sir,  I  have  loved  this 
kinde  of  sporte,  but  now  I  begin  Xo  hate  it,  for  it 
hath  beene  my  luck  alwayes  to  beat  the  bush, 
whife  another  kild  the  hare. 

Amor.  Hunters  luck,  hunters  luck,  sir;  but 
there  was  a  fault  in  your  hounds  that  did  spend 
well. 

Acad,  Sir,  I  have  had  worse  luck  alwayes  at 
hunting  the  fox. 

Amor.  What,  sir,  do  you  meane  at  the  unkeiH 
nelling,  untapering,  or  earthing  of  the  fox. 
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Jmd,  I  iiieaiie  eartfakig,  if  jou  tMrme  it  so ; 
for  I  ocrer  foaod  yellow  earth  enoogli  to  cover 
the  old  fox  your  fAtber. 

Ajmor.  Good  faith,  sir,  there  is  an  excellent 
sikili  in  biowiog  for  the  terriers ;  it  is  a  vrord  that 
we  hooten  nae  when  the  fox  is  earthed^^ou  must 
blow  one  long^  two  short,  the  second  winde,  one 
looi;;  two  short;  now,  sir,  in  blowing,  every  long 
costaineth  7  quavers^  one  short  containeth  3 
quavers. 

AcmL  Sir,  miglit  I  finde  any  favour  in  my  suite, 
I  woold  wind  the  home  wherein  your  boone  de- 
serts should  be  sounded  with  so  many  minims,  so 
many  quavers. 

Amor,  Sweet  sir,  I  would  I  could  conferre  this, 
or  Miy  kindnesse  upon  you ;  I  wonder  the  boy 
cornea  not  away  witn  my  hobby.  Now  sir,  as  I 
was  proceeding:  when  you  blow  the  death  of 
yoor  fox  in  the  field,  or  covert,  then  must  you 
soond  S  notes,  with  3  windes,  and  recheat ;  mark 
joo  sir,  upon  the  same,  with  3  windes. 

jUtuL  I  pray  jon,  sir. 

AmoT,  Now,  sir,  when  yon  oome  to  your  state* 
ly  81^  *s  you  sounded  the  recheat  before,  so 
BOW  you  most  sound  the  rtleefe  three  times. 

Acmd.  Releefe  call  y9o  it  ?  it  were  good  every 
patron  would  finde  the  horne. 

Amor.  O,  sir,  but  your  reliefe  is  your  sweetest 
note,  that  is,  sir,  when  your  hounds  hunt  after  a 
g^oie  naknowne,  and  then  you  must  sound  one 
kins  and  six  short,  the  second  wind,  two  short 
and  one  lon^  the  third  wind,  one  long  and  two 
short. 

Aemd,  True,  sir,  it  is  a  very  good  trade  now  a 
^•jrcs  to  be  a  viUaine ;  I  am  the  hound  that  hunts 
after  a  game  unknowne,  and  blowes  the  villaine. 

Amor,  Sir,  I  will  blesse  your  eares  with  a  very 
pretty  ttory ;  my  father  out  of  his  owne  cost  and 
charges^  keepet  an  open  table  for  all  kinde  of 
dognes. 

Acui,  And  he  keepes  one  more  by  thee. 

Amor,  He  hath  your  grey-hound,  your  mun- 
grcll,  your  mastife,  your  leurier,  your  spaniel), 
vour  kennets,  terriers,  butchers  dogges,  bloud- 
hoonds,  dunghill-dogges,  trindle  tailes,  prick-eard 
corres,  small  ladies  puppies,  caches,  and  bastards. 

^cadL  What  a  bawdy  knave  hath  he  to  his  fa^ 
tker,  that  keepes  his  luichell,  hath  his  bastards, 

id  lets  his  sonnes  be  plaine  ladies  puppets,  to 

iray  a  ladies  chamber. 

Amor.  It  wa«  my  pleasure  two  dayes  ago,  to 

take  a  gallant  leash  of  grey-hounds,  and  into  my 

father's  parke  I  went,  accompanied  with  two  or 

three  noblemen  of  my  neere  acquaintance,  de- 

siriag  to  shew  them  some  of  the  sport :  I  caosd 

the  keeper  to  sever  the  rascal  1  deere,  from  the 

bocks  of  the  first  heed;  now,  sir,  a  budte  the  first 

jetre  is  a  fiiwne,  the  seoond  yeare  a  pricket,  the 

durd  yeare  a  sorell,  the  fourth  yeare  a  soare,  the 

&ft  t  bock  of  the  first  head,  the  sixt  yeare  a  com- 

plett  bock :  as  likewise  your  hart  is  the  first  yeare 

*  cslfc,  the  second  yeare  a  brochet,  the  third 

T^e  1  ipadsy  the  fourth  yeajre  a  stagge,  th»  fift 


}reare  a  great  sia|;ge,  the  sitt  J^sre  a  hart :  a^ 
likewise  the  roe-bucke  is  the  first  yeare  a  kid,' 
the  second  yeare  a  girl,  the  third  yeare  a  hemuse; 
and  these  are  your  spedall  beasts  for  chase,  or, 
as  we  huntsmen  call  it,  for  venery. 

Acad,  ]f  chaste  be  taken  for  venery,  thou  art 
a  more  special!  beast,  then  any  in  thy  fstiler's 
forrest.  Sir,  I  am  sorry  I  ha\'e  been  so  troble* 
some  to  yOQ. 

Amor,  I  know  this  was  the  readiest  way  to 
chase  away  the  schoUer,  by  getting  hhn  into  a 
subject  he  cannot  talke  of  for  his  life.  Sir,  I  will 
borrow  so  much  time  of  you,  as  to  finish  this  my 
begun  stone.  Now,  sir,  after  much  travell  w<| 
singled  a  buck,  I  rode  that  same  time  upon  a 
roane  geltflng,  and  stood  to  intercept  from  the 
thicket :  the  bock  broke  gallantly;  my  great  swift 
being  disadvantaged  in  his  shp,  was  at  the  first 
behinde,  marry,  presently  coted  and  out-stript 
them,  when,  as  the  hart  presently  discended  to 
the  river,  and  being  in  the  water,  proferd,  and 
reproferd,  and  proferd  againe ;  and  at  last  ho 
upstarted  at  the  other  side  of  the  water,  whicb 
we  call  soyle  of  the  hart,  and  there  other  hunts- 
men met  him  with  an  adauntreley :  we  followed 
in  hard  chase  for  the  space  of  eight  houres,  thrise 
our  hoonds  were  at  default,  and  then  we  cryed  % 
siaine,  streight  so  ho ;  through  good  reclaiming 
my  faulty  hounds  found  their  game  againe,  and 
so  went  through  the  wood  with  gallant  notice  of 
musicke,  resembling  so  many  vioils  degambo  ?  at 
last  the  hart  laid  him  downe,  and  the  hounds 
seized  upon  him,  he  groned,  and  wept,  and  dyed. 
In  good  faith  it  made  me  weepe  too,  to  thinke  of 
Acteon's  fortune,  which  my  Ovid  speakes  of. 

He  reades  Ovid. 
Miliiat  amnio  amans,  et  habet  na  castra  Cupido» 

Acad,  Sir,  can  you  put  me  in  any  hope  ot  oh- 
tayiiing  my  sute? 

Amor,  in  good  fayth,  sir,  if  I  did  not  love  you* 
as  my  soule,  I  would  not  make  you  acquainted 
with  the  mysteries  of  my  art. 

Acad,  Naye,  I  will  nut  dye  of  a  discourse  yet, 
if  I  can  choose. 

Amor,  So,  sir,  when  we  had  rewarded  our 
dogges  with  the  small  guttes,  and  the  lights,  and 
the  bloud ;  the  huntsmen  hallowed,  so  ho,  Venus 
a  coupler,  and  so  coupled  the  dogges,  and  then 
returned  homeward:  anotlier  company  of  houndes 
that  lay  at  advantage,  had  their  couples  cast  oif, 
and  we  might  heare  the  huntsmen  cry,  horse,  de« 
couple,  avanr,  but  streight  we  hearde  him  cry,  le 
amoiid,  and  by  that,  I  kiiewe  that  they  had  the 
hare  and  on  footc,  and  by  and  by  I  might  see 
sore  and  resore,  prick  and  reprick :  what,  is  he 
gone  ?  ha  ha  ha  ha,  these  schollcrs  are  the  sim- 
plest creatures. 

SCENA  VI. 

Enter  Amorejto,  and  hit  Page, 

Page.  I  wonder  what  is  become  of  that  Ovid 
do  arU  amandi ;  my  roaister  he  that  for  thd  prac- 
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dse  of  his  dtaooarse,  is  wonte  to  court  his  hobby 
abroad  and  at  home,  in  his  chamber  makes  a  sett 
speech  to  his  grev-hoaod,  desiring  that  most 
fayre  and  amiable  dogge  to  grace  hi»  com{}any  in 
s  stately  galliard,  and  if  the  dogge  seeing  him 
practise  his  lusty  pointes,  as  his  crospoint  back- 
caper  chance  to  beray  the  roome,  he  presently 
doffies  his  cap,  most  solemnly  makes  a  low-leg  to 
ha  lady  ship,  taking  it  for  the  greatest  favour  in 
the  world,  that  shee  would  vouchsafe  to  leave  her 
civet  box,  or  her  sweete  glove  behind  her. 

Amor,  He  opens  Ovid  and  reads  it. 

Page.  Not  a  word  more,  sir,  an't  please  you, 
your  nobby  will  meete  you  at  the  lanes  end. 

Amor,  What,  Jack,  faith  I  cannot  but  vent  un- 
to thee  a  most  witty  jest  of  mine. 

PoMC,  I  hope  mv  maister  will  not  breake  winde: 
wilt  please  you,  sir,  to  blesse  mine  eares  with  the 
discourse  of  it. 

Amor*  Good  faith,  the  bov  begins  to  have  an 
elegant  smack  of  my  stile :  why  then  thus  it  was, 
Jack;  a  scurvie  meere  Cambridge  scholler,  I 
know  not  how  to  de6ne  him. 

Page,  Nay,  maister,  let  mee  define  a  meere 
scholler ;  I  heard  a  courtier  once  define  a  meere 
scholler  to  bee  animal  Kabiotumy  that  is,  a  living 
creature  that  is  troubled  with  the  itch ;  or  a  meere 
scholler,  is  a  creature  that  can  strike  fire  in  the 
morning  at  his  tinder-box,  put  on  a  paire  of  linked 
slippers,  sit  rewming  till  dinner,  and  then  go  to 
his  meate  when  the  bell  rings,  one  that  hath  a 
)ieculiar  gift  in  a  cough,  and  a  licence  to  spit ; 
or  if  you  will  have  him  defined  by  negatives,  he 
is  one  that  cannot  make  a  good  legge,  one  that 
cannot  eate  a  messe  of  broth  cleanly,  one  that 
cannot  ride  a  horse  without  spur-galling,  one  that 
cannot  salute  a  woman,  and  looke  on  her  direct- 
ly, one  that  cannot  — — — 

Amor,  Inough,  Jack,  I  can  stay  no  longer,  I 
am  so  great  in  child-birth  with  this  jest;  sirrha, 
this  praedicable,  this  saucy  groome,  because  when 
I  was  in  Cambridge,  and  lay  in  a  trundlebed  un- 
der my  tutor,  I  was  content  in  discreet  humilitie, 
to  give  him  iM)me  place  at  the  table ;  and  because 
I  envited  the  hungrie  slave  sometimes  to  my 
chamber,  to  the  canvasing  of  a  turkie  pye,  or  a 
piece  of  venison,  which  my  lady  grand-mother 
sent  me,  he  thought  himselfc  therefore  eternally 
possest  of  my  love,  and  came  hither  to  take  ac- 
quaintance of  me,  and  thought  his  old  famili- 


aritie  did  continoe,  and  would  bears  him  out  m  a 
matter  of  weight.  I  could  not  tell  how  to  vid 
my  selfe  better  of  the  troublesome  burre,  then 
by  getting  him  into  the  discourse  of  hunting,  and 
then  tormenting  him  awhile  with  our  woiScs  of 
arte,  the4HK)re  scorpion  became  speechlesse,  and 
suddenly  ravished.  These  clearkes  are  simple 
fellowes,  simple  felJowes.    (He  reads  Ovid,) 

Page,  Simple  indeed  they  are,  for  they  want 
vour  courtly  composition  of  a  foole,  and  of  a 
knave.  Good  faith,  sir,  a  most  absolute  jest,  but 
me  thiukes  it  might  have  beene  followed  a  little 
farther. 

Amor,  As  how,  my  little  knave  ? 

Page,  Why  thus,  sir,  had  you  invited  him  to 
dinner  at  your  table,  and  have  put  the  carving  of 
a  capon  upon  him,  vou  shoula  have  seene  hin 
handle  the  knife  so  foolishly,  then  run  througb  a 
jury  of  faces,  then  wagging  his  head,  and  shewiaf^ 
his  teeth  in  familiaride,  venter  upon  it  with  the 
same  method  that  he  was  wont  to  untrusseanappla 

fye,  or  tyrannise  an  egge  and  butter  r  then  would 
had  applied  him  all  dinner  time  witb  cleane 
trenchers,  cleane  trenchers,  and  still  when  he  had 
a  good  bit  of  meate,  I  would  bane  taken  it  from 
him,  by  giving  him  a  cleave  trencher,  and  so  have 
served  him  in  kindnesse. 

Amor,  Well  said,  subtle  Jack,  put  me  in  minde 
when  I  returne  i^aine,  that  I  may  make  my  lady 
mother  laugh  at  the  scholler:  lie  to  my  game;  for 
you.  Jack,  I  would  have  you  imploy  your  time  till 
my  comming,  in  watching  what  houre  of  the  daj 
my  hawke  mutes.  [£ffi/. 

Page.l^  not  this  an  excellent  oflke  to  be  apo- 
thecarie  to  his  worship's  hawke,  to  sit  scouting  oa 
the  wall,  how  the  phisicke  workes?  and  is  nntmj 
niaister  an  absolute  villaine,  that  loves  his  hawke, 
his  hobby,  and  his  grey-hound,  more  then  any 
mortall  creature  ?  do  but  dispraise  a  feather  of 
his  hawkes  traine,  and  he  writhes  his  mouth, 
and  sweares,  for  he  can  doe  that  onely  with  a 
good  grace,  that  you  are  the  most  shallow  braicd 
fellow  that  lives;  do  but  say  his  horse  stales 
with  a  good  presence,  and  bee  s  your  bond-slave : 
when  he  retumes.  He  tell  twentie  admirable  lyes 
of  his  hawke,  and  then  I  shall  be  his  little  roeue, 
and  his  white  villaine,  for  a  whole  weeke  iJter. 
Well,  let  others  complaine,  but  I  thinke  there  ia 
no  felidtie  to  the  serving  of  a  foole. 


ACTUS  III. 


SCENA  I. 


Sir  Radericke,  Recorder,  Page,  Signor 

Immerito. 

Sir  Rad,  Signor  Immerito,  you  remember  my 
caution  for  the  tithes,  and  my  promise  for  farm- 
ing my  tithes  at  such  a  rate  ? 

Im.  I,  and  please  your  worship,  sir. 

JSir  BmL   iou  must  put  in  security  for  the 


performance  of  it  in  such  sorte,  as  I  and  maiitfr 
Recorder  shall  like  of. 

Im.  1  will,  an't  please  your  worsLip. 

iSir  Rad.  And  because  I  will  be  sure  that  I, 
have  conferred  this  kindnesse  upon  a  sufficient 
man,  1  have  desired  maister  Recorder  to  take  ex- 
amination of  you. 

Page.  My  maister,  it  seemes,  tak*s  him  for  t 
thiefe,  but  he  hath  small  reason  for  it;  as  isr 
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lemnig*  tt*t  phtne  be  nefer  stole  aiiy,-  and  for  the 
Imof  he  knowet  himselfe  hoiv  he  coraes  by  it ; 
for  lett  ham  bat  eat  a  meaMe  of  fannenty  this  sea- 
W9M  yeaie,  and  yet  be  shall  never  be  able  to  re- 
cover hhnselfe :  abs,  fxx»re  sheepe,  that  hath  fal- 
lea  iiilo  the  hands  of  sach  a  fox. 

Sir  Bad.  Good  mabter  Recorder,  take  your 
place  by  om,  and  make  tryall  of  his  ppftes.  Is  the 
derke  there  to  record  his  eiamination  ?  Oh  the 
Patee  shall  senre  the  tume. 

Pmgt,  Tryal  of  his  giftes !  never  had  any  gjftes 
a  better  tryal.  Why,  Iinmerito,  his  giftes  have  ap- 
peared in  as  many  colourcs  as  the  rayurbow ;  first 
to  maister  Amoretto  in  coloar  of  the  sattine  suite 
be  weares;  to  my  lady,  in  the  simiiitude  of  a 
looae  gowne ;  to  ray  maister,  in  the  likenease  of 
a  silver  basen  and  ewer ;  to  us  pages  in  the  sero- 
blanoe  of  nevr  suites  and  poyntes.  So  maister 
AnK>retto  playes  the  gull  in  a  piece  of  a  pnrson- 
a^;  my  maister  adorncs  his  cuppoord  with  a 
pMce  of  a  parsonage ;  my  mistres  npon  good 
daycs»  pats  on  a  piece  of  a  parsonage ;  and  we 
playe  at  bio  we  pointe  for  a  piece  of  a  par- 
\  I  thinke  beer*s  tryall  inougn  for  one  man*s 


Rec,  For  as  much  as  nature  hath  done  her 
part  in  making  you  a  handsome  likely  man 

Page^  He  is  a  handsome  young  man  indeed, 
and  iMitb  a  proper  gelded  parsonage. 

Rec  In  the  next  place,  some  art  is  requisite 
^  the  perfection  of  nature ;  for  the  tryall  where- 
of, at  the  request  of  my  worshipful  1  fnend,  I  will 
in  some  sorte  propound  questions  fitt  to  be  resol- 
ved by  one  of  your  profession.  Say  what  is  a  per- 
aao  that  was  never  at  the  university  ? 

Im,  A  person  that  was  never  in  the  university, 
is  a  Hving  creatare  that  can  eate  a  tithe  pisge. 

Rec  Very  well  answered ;  but  you  should  have 
added,  and  roust  be  officious  to  his  patrone. 
Write  downe  that  answer,  to  shew  his  learning  in 
lofick. 

Sir  Rod.  Yea,  boy,  write  that  downe;  very 
learnedly  in  good  faitli.  I  pray  now  let  me  aske 
jwi  one  aiiestion  tliat  I  remember,  whether  is 
the  masculine  gender  or  the  feminine  more  wor- 
diyr 

Im.  The  feminine,  sir. 

Sir  Rod.  The  right  answer,  the  right  answer, 
loguod  fakh,  I  have  beene  of  that  mind  alwaycs; 
^te,  boy,  that,  to  shew  hec  is  a  grammarian. 

Page,  No  marvel  I  my  maister  be  against  the 
pruanier,  for  he  hathalwayes  made  false  Latine 
^  the  genders. 

Rec,  What  university  are  you  of? 

Jai.  Of  none. 

Sir  Uad,  He  tells  trueth ;  to  tell  trueth  is  an 
excellent  vertne :  boy,  make  two  heads,  one  for 
bis  ieaniin«;«  another  for  his  vertnes,  und  referre 
^  to  the  bead  of  his  vertues,  not  of  his  learn- 

Pe/e.  What,  halfe  a  roessc  of  good  qualities 
^•nred  to  an  aise  head  ? 
&>  Rad.  Now,  maister  Recorder^  if  it  plcaSc 

TOL.  I.  H 


you,  I  will  examine  him  in  an  author,  that  will 
sound  him  to  the  depth ;  a  booke  of  astronomy, 
otherwise  called  an  almanacke. 

Rtc.  Very  good,  Sir  Radericke ;  it  were  to  be 
wished  that  there  were  no  other  booke  of  huma- 
nity, then  there  would  not  bee  such  busie  state- 
prying  fellowes  as  are  now  a  dayes.  Procecde, 
good  sir. 

Sir  Rad.  What  is  the  dominicall  letter? 

Im,  C,  sir,  and  please  your  worship. 

Sir  Rad,  A  very  good  answer,  a  very  good  an- 
swer, the  very  answer  of  the  huoke.  Write  downe 
that,  and  referre  it  to  his  skill  in  philosophy. 

Page.  C,  the  dominicall  letter;  it  is  true,  craft 
and  cunning  do  so  dominere ;  yet  rather  C  and 
D  are  dominicall  letters,  that  is,  crafty  dunsery* 

Sir  Rad,  How  many  daies  hath  September  ? 

Im,  Aprill,  June,  and  November,  February 
hath  S8  alone,  and  all  the  rest  hath  30  and  one. 

Sir  Rad.  Very  learnedly,  in  good  faith ;  he  hath 
also  a  smackc  in  poetry.  Write  downe  that,  boy, 
to  shew  his  learning  in  poetry.  liow  many  miles 
from  Waltham  to  London  ? 

Im,  Twelve,  sir. 

Sir  Rad,  How  many  from  Newmarket  to  tiran- 
tham? 

Im,  Ten,  sir. 

Page,  Without  doubt,  he  hath  beene  some  car- 
rier's horse  ? 

Sir  Rad,  How  call  you  him  that  is  cunning  in 
1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  and  the  cypher  ? 

Im,  A  good  arithmetician. 

Sir  Rad,  Write  downe  -that  answer  of  his,  to 
show  his  learning  in  arithmetick. 

Page,  He  must  nedes  be  a  good  arithmetician^ 
that  counted  money  so  lately. 

Sir  Rad,  When  is  the  new  morfne  ? 

Im,  The  last  qhnrter,  the  5  day,  at  ^  of  the 
clokc,  and  38  minuts  in  the  morning. 

Sir  Rad,  Write  him  downe.  How  cal  you  btm, 
that  is  weather-wise  ? 

Rec,  A  good  astronomer. 

Sir  Rad,  Sirrha,  boy,  ivrite  him  dov^ne  for  a 
good  astronomer.  , 

Page.  As  tolit  aitra. 

Sir  Rad  What  day  of  the  month  lights  the 
queene*s  day  on  ? 

Im,  The  17  of  November; 

Sir  Rad,  Boy,  referre  this  to  his  vertues,  and 
write  him  down  a  good  subject. 

Page,  Faith  he  were  an  excellent  subject  for 
2  or  3  good  wits ;  he  would  tnake  a  fuie  asse  for 
an  ape  to  ride  upon. 

Sir  Rad.  And  these  shall  suffice  for  the  parts 
of  his  learning.  Now  it  remaines  to  trv,  whether 
you  bee  a  man  of  good  utterance,  that  u^  whether 
you  tfan  aske  for  the  strayed  heifer  with  the  white 
fnce^  as  also  chide  the  boyes  in  the  bclfrie,  and 
bid  the  sexton  whippc  out  the  do^es;  let  mee 
heare  your  voyce.  ^ 

Im.  If  any  man  or  woman 

Sir  Rad,  That's  too  high. 

Im,  If  any  man  or  woman — *-* 
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Sir  Rod,  That's  too  lonrek 

Im,  If  any  man  or  woman,  can  tell  any  tydm^s 
of  a  horse  with  fowre  feete,  two  eares,  that  did 
straye  about  the  seventh  howre,  three  minutes  in 
the  foreiioone^  the  fift  day. 

Page.  I  tooke  of  a  horse  just  as  it  were  Cbe 
.  ecclipse  of  the  moone. 

Sir  Had.  Boy,  write  him  downe  for  a  good  ut- 
terance. Maister  Recorder,  I  thinke  be  bath 
beene  examined  sufficiently. 

Rec.  I,  Sir  Radericke,  tis  so ;  wee  have  tride 
him  very  throughly. 

Page,  I,  we  have  taken  an  inventory  of  bis 
good  parts,  and  prized  them  accordingly. 

Sir  Ra(L  Signior  ImmeritOy  forasmuch  as  w'e 
have  made  a  double  tryall  of  thee,  the  one  of 
your  learning,  the  other  of  your  erudition ;  it  is 
eipedient  also,  in  the  next  place,  to  give  you  a  fewe 
exhortations,  considering  the  greatest  clarkes  are 
not  the  wisest  men ;  this  is,  therefore,  first,  to  ex- 
hort you  to  abstaine  from  controversies ;  second- 
ly, not  tu  gird  at  men  of  worship,  such  as  my 
selfe,  but  to  use  your  selfe  discreetly;  thirdly, 
not  to  speake  when  any  man  or  woman  coughs; 
doe  so,  and  in  so  doing,  I  will  persever  to  bee 
your  worshipful!  friend  and  loving  patron. 

Im,  I  thanke  your  worship,  you  have  beene 
the  deficient  cause  of  my  preferment. 

Sir  Rod,  Lead  Immerito  in  to  my  sonne,  and 
let  him  dispatch  him,  and  remember  my  titbes  to 
bee  reserved,  paying  twelve  pence  a  yeare.  I  am 
going  to  Moore-fieldes,  to  speake  with  an  unthrift, 
I  should  meete  at  the  Middle  Temple  about  a  pur- 
chase ;  when  you  have  done,  follow  us. 

[Eieunt  Immerito,  and  the  Page, 

SCENA  n. 

Sir  RAnERicKE  and  Recorder, 

Sir  Rad,  Flarke  you,  maister  Recorder,  I  have 
flesht  my  prodigall  boy  notablie,  notablie  in  let- 
ting him  dcale  for  this  living,  that  hath  done  him 
much,  much  good  I  assure  you. 

Rec.  You  doe  well.  Sir  Uadericke,  to  bestowe 
your  living  upon  such  an  one  as  will  be  content  to 
share,  and  on  Sunday  to  say  nothing;  whereas 
your  proud  university  princox  thinkes  be  is  a  man 
of  such  merit,  the  world  cannot  sufhcicntly  endow 
him  with  preferment ;  an  unthankfull  viper,  an 
unthankful!  viper,  that  will  sting  the  man  that  re- 
vived him. 

Why  ist  not  strange  to  see  a  ragged  clarke. 
Some  stamcll  weaver,  or  some  butcher's  sonne ;    i 
That  scrubd  a  late  within  a  slecveles  gowne, 
When  the  commencement,  like  a  morice  dance. 
Hath  put  a  bell  or  two  about  his  legges, 
Created  him  a  sweet  cleane  gentleman ; 
How  then  he  gins  to  follow  fashions. 
He  whose  thin  sire  dwell  in  a  smokye  ronfe. 
Must  take  tobacco,  and  must  weare  a  locke. 
His  thirsty  dad  drinkes  in  a  wooden  bowie,  | 

Bui  his  sweet  selfe  is  served  in  silver  plate. 
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His  hungf^  aire  will  scnipe  you  twonty  Icgg^ 
For  one  good  Christmas  rocaie  on  new-yeMnesday ; 
Bot  his  roawe  must  be  capon  crambd  each  d^. 
He  must  ere  long  be  tripte  benefioed. 
Els  with  iiis  tong4ie  heel  thanderboU  the  woridy 
And  shake  each  pesant  by  hb  dea£D-nBan^  mtt, 
Bnt  had  the  world  no  wiser  men  then  I, 
Weede  pen  the  prating  parates  in  a  ctage, 
A  chayre,  a  candle,  and  a  tinderboat. 
A  thacked  chamber,  and  a  ragged  gowne. 
Should  be  then*  landes  and  whole  posseaiioBa; 
Knights,  lords,  and  lawyers^  should  "be  ioged,  and 

dwel 
Within  those  over  stately  beapet  of  atoae; 
Which  doting  sires  in  Old  age  did  direct. 

Well,  it  were  to  be  wished,  that  never*  tebol- 
ler  in  England  might  have  above  fortie  psuod  a 
yeare. 

Sir  Rad,  Faith,  maister  Recorder,  if  k  went 
by  wbhing,  there  should  never  an  boe  of  them 
all  have  above  twentie  a  yeare;  a  good -stipend, 
a  good  stipend,  maister  Recorder.  I,  io  tAm 
meane  time,  howsoever,  I  hate  them  all  deadly, 
yet  I  am  fayne  to  give  them  good  words.  Oh 
they  are  pestilent  fellowes,  they  speake  nothing 
but  bodkins,  and  pisse  vinegar.  Well,  do  what 
I  can  in  outward  ktndiiesse  to  them,  yet  they  don 
nothing  but  beray  my  house ;  as  there  was  x>iie 
that  made  a  couple  of  knavish  versea  on  my 
country  chimney,  now  in  the  time  of  my  aojour* 
ning  here  at  London :  and  it  was  thus, 

Sir  Radericke  keepes  no  chimney  taivelepe, 
That  takes  tobacco  above  once  a  yeare. 

And  an  other  made  a  couple  of  verses  on  nrf 
daughter,  that  leames  to  play  on  the  viall  m 
gambo, 

Her  vyall  de  gamho  is  her  best  content, 
For  twixt  hei*  legges  she  holdes  her  nstruroent. 

Very  knavish,  very  knavish,  if  you  looke  unto 
it,  maister  Recorder ;  nay  they  have  playd  many 
a  knavish  tricke  beside  with  me.  Well,  tis  a 
shame  indeede  there  should  be  any  such  privilege 
for  proud  beggars,  as  Cambridge  and  Oxford  arc. 
But  let  them  go,  and  if  ever  they  light  in  my 
handes,  if  I  do  not  plague  them,  let  me  never 
returne  home  againe  to  see  my  wife's  wmting 
mayde. 

Rec.  This  scome  of  knights  is  too  egregioos. 
Bnt  how  should  these  young  coltes  prove  amblers, 
When  the  old  heavy  galled  jades  do  trot : 
There  shall  you  see  a  puny  boy  start  op. 
And  make  a  theame  against  common  lawyers: 
Then  the  old  unweldy  camels  gin  to  dance, 
This  fiddling  boy  playing  a  fit  of  mirth : 
The'gray  bearde  scrubbe,  and  laugh  and  cry,  good^ 

good, 
To  them  againe,  boy,  scordge  the  barbnrianai 
But  we  may  give  the  loosers  leave  to  taike, 
We  have  the  coyne,  then  tel  them  laugh  for  me. 
Tet  knights  and  lawyers  hope  to  see  the  day, 
When  we  may  share  here  tneir  possessions, 
And  make  indentures  of  their  chaffiped  skins; 
Dice  of  their  bones  to- throw  in  meriment. 
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Sir  Brnd.  O  good  fajthy  maister  Recorder,  if  I 
oould  see  thai  daty  onoe. 

Jicc.  Well  remember,  another  day,  ^bat  I  say ; 
achollera  are  pried  into  of  late,  and  are  found  to 
bee  iMpye  fellofret,  disturbers  of  the  peace;  fie 
aa?  no  more,  gene  at  my  meanmg,  I  smel  a  ratt 

Sir  Bmd.  I  bope  at  lenii^th  England  will  be  wise 
enough,  I  hope  so,  I  faith ;  then  an  old  knight  may 
bare  his  mench  in  a  comer  without  any  satyres 
or  cptiEraaas.  But  the  day  is  farre  spent,  itiaister 
Recorder,  and  I  feare  by  this  time,  the  unthrift 
Is  arrived  at  the  place  appointed  in  Moore  Fieldes, 
let  tts  baaten  to  him.        [He  looket  on  kit  wtitek 

Rec  Indeed  this  dayes  subject  transported  us 
loo  lait;  I  tkiekt  we  shall  not  come  much  too 
late.  [Exeunt, 

SCENA  III. 
Emier  Amoretto,  hit  Pagty  Immerito  hooted. 


Maister  Immerito,  deliver  this  letter  to 
ibe  poser  in  my  father's  name;  marry  withall 
some  sprinkling,  some  sprinkling,  verbum  tapienti 
-mi  e$i  ;  farwell,  maister  Immcnto. 

Lm.  I  tbaoke  your  worship  most  hartely. 
Page.  Is  it  not  a  shame  to  see  this  old  dunce 
learning  his  induction  at  these  yeares;  but  let 
him  go,  I  loose  nothing  by  him,  for  lie  be  sworne 
bnt  for  the  booty  of  selling  the  parsonage,  I 
abould  have  gone  in  mine  old  cloathes  this  Clirist- 
maa.  A  dunce  I  see  is  a  neighbourlike  brute 
bea^l  ,a  man  may  live  by  him. 

Amor,  {teemet  to  make  verte.)  A  pox  on  it, 
my  nmse  is  not  so  witty  as  bhee  wo*  wont  to 
be,  her  nose  is  like,  not  yet;  plague  on  these 
mathematicks,  they  have  spoyled  my  brayne  iu 
making  a  %'erse. 

Page,  Hang  roe  if  he  hath  any  more  mathe- 
ouuikes  then  will  serve  to  count  the  clocke,  or 
taJJ  the  meridian  howrc  by  rumbling  of  bis  panch. 

Amor,  Her  nose  is  like 

Page.  A  cobler*s  shooing  home.  . 
Amor.  Her  nose  is  like  a  beauteous  roaribone. 
Page,  Marry  a  sweete  snotty  mistres. 
Amor^  Fayth  I  do  not  like  it  yet;  asse  as  I  was  to 
reade  a  peece  of  Aristotle  in  Grecke  yesternight, 
it  hath  put  mee  out  of  my  English  vame  quite. 

Page.  O  monstrous  lye,  let  me  be  a  pointtrus- 
ler  while  I  live,  if  he  uuderstands  any  tongue  but 
Ei^lbh. 

Amor,  Sirrha,  boy,  remember  me  when  I  come 
)B  Paide's  churchyard  to  buy  a  Ronzard,  and  Du- 
bartas  in  French,  and  Aretine  iu  Italian,  and  our 
Wdest  writers  in  Spanish,  they  wil  sliarpen  my 
vitts  'gallantly ;  I  doe  rellibh  these  tongues  in 
MMDe  sort.  Oh  now  I  do  remember  I  beare  a 
report  of  n  poet  newly  come  out  in  Hebrew,  it  is 
t  pretty  harsh  tongue,  and  rellish  a  gentleman 
tnireller;  but  come  letts  hast  after  my  father, 
^  fiekb  are  fitter  to  heavenly  meditations. 

[Exeunt. 
Page.  My  maister^  I  could  wish  your  presence 
tt an  adoiifmble  jest;  why  presently  thia great  lin-  J 


guist,  my  maister,  will  march  through  Paole's 
churchyard ;  come  to  a  bookebindcrs  shop,  and 
with  a  big  Italian  lookc,  and  a  Spanish  face,  askc 
for  these  bookes  in  Spanish  nnd  Italian;  thetv 
turning,  through  his  ignorance,  the  wron$;  end  of 
the  booke  upward,  use  action,  on  tiiis  nnknowne 
tong  after  tnis  sort ;  first  looke  on  the  title,  and 
wrinkle  his  browe ;  next  make  as  though  he  re(^ 
the  first  page,  and  bites  a  lip ;  then  with  his  nayle 
score  the  margent,  as  though  there  were  some 
notable  conceit ;  and  lastly,  ivhen  he  thinkes  hee 
hath  guild  the  standers  by  sufficiently,  throwca 
the  booke  away  in  a  rage,  swearing  that  hee  could 
never  finde  bookes  of  a  true  printe,  since  he  was 
last  in  loadna,  enquire  after  the  next  marte,  and 
so  departed.  And  so  must  I,  for  by  this  time  his 
contemplation  is  arived  at  his  mistres  nose  end, 
he  is  aa  glad  as  if  he  had  taken  Ostcnd ;  by  this 
I  time  he  begins  to  spit,  and  cry,  Im^,  carry  my 
cloake ;  and  now  I  go  to  attend  on  hiS  worship. 

SCENA  IV. 
Enter  Ingenioso,  Furor,  Phantasma. 

Ing.  Come  ladds,  this  wine  whetts  your  resr-* 
lution  in  our  designe;  it*s  a  needy  \vorld  with 
subtill  spirits,  and  there's  a  gentle  manlike  kinde 
of  begging,  that  may  besceme  poets  in  this  age. 

Fur.  Now,  by  the  wing  of  nimble  Mercury, 
By  my  Thalia*s  silver  sounding  harpe ; 
By  that  cxlestial  ficr  within  my  brayne, 
That  gives  a  living  genius  to  my  lines ; 
How  ere  my  dulled  iutellectuall. 
Capres  lesse  nimbly  then  it  'did  a  fore, 
Yet  will  I  play  a  hunt's  up  to  my  muse, 
And  make  her  mount  from  out  her  slu^ish  nest, 
As  high  as  is  the  highest  spheere  in  heaven : 
Awake  you  paltry  truUes  of  Helicon, 
Or  by  this  light  He  swagger  with  you  strcight: 
You  grandsyre  Phoebus,  with  your  lovely  eye, 
The  firmament's  eternall  vagabond. 
The  heavens  promoter,  that  doth  poepe  and  pryo 
Into  the  actes  of  mortall  tennis  balls. 
Inspire  me  streight  with  some  rare  delicics, 
Or  He  dismount  thee  from  thy  radiant  coach ; 
And  make  thee  poore  and  crurchy  here  on  earth. 

Phan.  Currus  auriga  patemi, 

Ing.  Nay  pretlie,  gitod  Furor,  doe  not  roavc  in 
rimes  before  thy  time ;  thuu  hast  a  very  terrible 
roariuf;  muse,  nothing  but  squibs  and  fine  jcrkes; 
quiet  tiiy  selfe  a  while,  and  hcarc  thy  charge. 

Phan.  Hue  adet  hac^  animo  concipe  dicta  tuo. 

Ing.  Let  us  on  to  our  devise,  our  plot,  our 
project.  That  old  Sir  Radericke,  that  new  prints 
ed  compendium  of  all  inquitye,  that  hath  fiot  ayr- 
ed  his  countrcy  chimney  once  in  three  winters: 
he  that  loves  to  live  in  an  od  corner  here  at  Lon- 
don, and  effect  an  odde  wench  in  a  nooke;  one  that 
loves  to  live  in  a  narrow  roome,  that  he  may  with 
more  facility  in  the  darke  light  upon  his  wife's 
waiting  maide ;  one  that  loves  a  life,  a  short  ser- 
mon, and  a  long  play ;  one  that  goes  to  a  play,  to 
a  whore,  to  his  bedde  in  drdci  good  for  notliiug 
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in  the  world  but  to  sweatc  uightcaps,  and  foule 
faire  lawne  sbirtes,  feede  a  few  foggy  serving 
men,  and  preferre  dunces  to  livings.  This  old 
Sir  lladericke.  Furor,  it  shall  be  thy  taake  to 
cudgell  with  thy  thick  thwart  tearmes;  marry^at 
the  iBrst  give  him  some  sugar  candy  tearmes,  and 
then  if  he  will  not  unty  purse  stringes  of  his  li- 
l)crality,  sting  him  with  tearmes  layd  in  aqua 
fortis  and  gun-powder. 

Fur.  In  novafert  animus  mtilatat  dicereformas. 
The  servile  current  of  my  slyding  verse, 
Gentle  shal  runne  into  his  thick  skind  eares; 
Where  it  shall  dwell  like  a  magiiifico, 
Command  his  slymie  spri^ht  to  honour  me; 
For  my  high  tiptoe  stroulmg  poesye. 
But  if  his  Starrs  hatli  favoured  him  so  ill, 
As  to  debarre  him  by  his  dunghil  thoughts, 
Justly  to  esteeme  my  verses  lowting  pitch  : 
If  his  earth  wroting  snout  shal  gin  to  scoruci 
My  verse,  that  giveth  immortality ; 
Then,  bella  per  emuthios, 

Phan.  Furor  arma  minhtrat. 

Fur,  He  shake  his  hearte  upon  my  verses  peynte, 
Rip  out  his  gutts  with  rivyng  poinard  : 
Qunrtcr  liis  credit  with  a  bloody  quill. 

Phan.  Caiami,  atramentum,  charta^Ubtlli^ 
Sunt  semper  ttudiU  anna  parata  tuit. 

Ing.  lnoii|;h,  Furor;  wee  know  thou  art  a  nim- 
ble swaggeref  wjth  a  goose  quill :  now  for  you, 
Phantasinn,  leave  trusung  your  pointes,  and  listen. 

Phan.  Omne  tulit  punctum. 

Jng,  Mnrke  yoU,  Amoretto,  Sir  Radcricke*s 
Sonne;  to  him  shall  thy  piping  poetny  and  sugar 
jendes  of« verses  be  .directed  ;  he  is  one,  that  wil 
draw  out  his  packet  glassc  thrise  in  a  walke ;  one 
that  dreames  in  n  ni«;ht  of  nothing,  ^but  muske 
and  civet,  nnd  talkesof  nothing  all  day  long  but 
his  hauke,  his  hound,  and  his  mistrcs ;  one  that 
more  admires  the  good  wrinckle  of  a  boole,  the 
.curious  crinckling  of  a  silke  stockings  Uien  all  the 
witt  iu  i\\e  world;  one  that  loves  no  schollcr, 
but  him  whose  tyred  cares  can  endum  halfe  a 
jday  together,  his  fliblown^  ^nne^es  of  his  mi&- 
tres,  and  her  loving  pretty  creatures,  her  munc- 
kcy  and  her  puppet ;  it  shal  be  thy  task>  Phan-^ 
tasma,to  cut  this  guiles  throatje  with  faire  tcarnies; 
nnd  if  he  hold  fast  for  al  thy  ju^fgling  rettoricke, 
fal  at  defyancc  with  him,  and  the  poking  sticke 
be  weares.  / 

■    Phan.    Simul  extulit  emem, 

Ing,  Come  brave  mips,  gather  up  your  spiritts, 
and  let  us  march  on  like  adventurous  knights, 
and  discliarge  a  hundreth  pocticail  spiritts  upon 
^hcin. 

Phan.  Ekt  deus  in  nobis,  agitante  calescimus  iilo. 

[Rreunt. 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  PniLOiiusus,  Studioso. 

Stud,  Well,  Philomusus,  we  never  scaped  so 
faire  a  scouring;  why  yonder  are  purscvantes 
puf  fur  the  French  doctor^  and  a  lodging  bespo- 


ken ibr  him  and  his  manf  iu  Newgatn.    It 
terrible  feare  that  made  us  cast  our  hayre. 

PhiL  And  canst  thoa  sport  at  our  cslanuUes  f 
And  countest  us  happy  to  scape  prisonment  r 
Why  the  wide  world,  that  blesseth  some  witb^ayle^ 
Is  to  our  diayued  thoughts  a  darkesome  gayle. 

Stud.  Nay  prithee  friend,  these  wonted  tearmes 
forego, 
He  doubles  griefe  that  comments  on  a  wo. 

PhiL  Why  do  fond  men  tearme  it  impietjy 
To  send  a  wearisome  sadde  grodging  ghost. 
Unto  his  home,  his  long,  long,  lasting  home  ? 
Or  let  tbem  make  our  life  less  greevous  be. 
Or  suflfer  us  to  end  our  misery. 

Stud,Oh  DOy  the  sentinell  his  wstch  mostkeep^ 
Untill  his  lord  do  lycenoe  bim  to  sleepe. 

PhiL  It's  time  to  sleepe  within  our  boUowe 
graves, 
And  rest  us  in  the  darksome  worabe  of  earth : 
Dead  things  are  graved,  and  bodies  are  no  lesse 
Pined  and  forlorne  like  ghostly  carcases. 

Stud,  Not  long  this  tappe  of  loathed  life  omi 
runne  ; 
Sonne  commeth  death,  and  then  oar  woe  is  donc^ 
Meane  time,  good  Philomasas,  be  content, 
Letts  spend  our  days  in  hopeful!  merryment. 

PhiL  Curst  be  our  thoughts  when  ere  they 
dreame  of  hope ; 
Ban'd  be  those  happs  toat  henceforth  flatter  q% 
When  mischiefe  do^s  us  still  and  still  for  aye^ 
From  our  first  byrth  untill  our  burying  day. 
In  our  first  gamesome  age,  our  doting  sires 
Carked  and  cared  to  have  us  lettered : 
Sent  us  to  Cambridge^  where  our  cyle  is  spent? 
Us  our  kinde  coUedge  from  the  teate  did  teate  9 
And  fors't  us  walke  before  we  weaned  were. 
From  that  time  since  ivandred  have  we  sttU ; 
In  the  wide  world,  urg*d  by  our  forced  wiil. 
Nor  ever  have  we  happy  fortune  tryed : 
Then  why  should  hope  with  our  tent  state  abide  f 
Nay  let  us  run  unto  the  basefuU  cave, 
Pigbt  in  the  hoUaw  nbbs  of  craggy  diffe. 
Where  dreary  owles  do  shrike  the  live-long  night. 
Chasing  awa]^  the  byrdes  of  chearefull  light: 
Where  yawning  ghosts  do  howle  in  gliastiy  wite^ 
Where  that  dull  hoi  low,  eyed,  that  staring  syre, 
Yclept  Dispaire,  hath  his  sad  mansion  ; 
Him  let  us  finde,  and  by  his  counsel!  we^ 
Will  end  our  too  much  yrked  misery. 

Stud,  To  wayle  thy  happs  argues  a  dastard 
minde. 

PhiL  To  beare  too  long  argues  an  asses  kiade. 

Stud,  Long  since  the  worst  diaiice  of  the  die 
wab  cast. 

Phil.  But  why  should  tliat  word  worst  io  kmg 
time  last? 

Stud,  Why  doth  thou  now  these  sleepie  plaiateft 
commence  ? 

Phil,  Why  should  I  eeV  be  duld  with  patience? 

Stud,  Wise  foike  do  bear  with,  strugling  caa- 
not  mend. 

PhiL  Good  spirits  must  witii  thwarting  fit 
contend. 


Akohtmovs.]     the  RETURNE  FROM  PERNASSUS. 


61 


ShuL  Some  hope  is  led  our  fortanes  to  re- 

dresse. 
FkiL  No  hope  hot  this^  ere  to  be  comfortiesse. 


Stud,  Our  lives  remainder  gentler  hearts  may 

finde. 
PhiL  The  gentlest  harts  to  us  will  prove  unkind. 


ACTUS  IV. 


SCENA  I. 


Sit  Radesicke  and  Paodigo,  at  one  comer  of 
the  Stage  ;  Recorder  and  Aiioretto,  at  the 
other, — Two  Pages  scouring  of  tobacco  pipes. 

Sir  Rad.  M.  Prodigo,  M.  Recorder,  hath  told 
joa  lawe,  jour  land  is  forfeited ;  and  for  me  not 
ID  take  the  forfeiture,  were  to  breake  the  queenes 
km ;  for  marke  you,  it<(  law  to  take  the  forfbi- 
tare ;  therefore  not  to  breake  it,  is  to  breake  the 
qoeenes  law ;  and  to  breake  the  queenes  law,  is 
not  to  be  a  good  subject,  and  I  roeane  to  be  a 
food  subject.  Besides,  I  am  a  justice  of  the 
peace ;  and  being  justice  of  the  peace,  I  most  do 
jBStice,  that  is  law,  that  is  to  take  the  forfeiture, 
esfwctally  having  taken  notice  of  it.  Marrie, 
Ti liter  Prodigo,  here  are  a  few  shillings  over 
and  besides  the  bargaine. 

Prod.  Pox  on  your  shillings;  sblood  a  while 
agoe,  before  be  had  me  in  the  lurch,  who  but  my 
cooaen  Prodigo;  you  are  welcome,  my  conzen  Pro- 
^li^;  take  my  coozen  Prodignes  horse ;  a  cup  of 
wme  for  ray  coozen  Prodigo;  good  faith  you  shall 
ait  here,  good  coozen  Prodigo,  a  cleane  trencher 
^or  asy  coozen  Prodigo ;  have  a  speciall  care  of 
»y  cooaen  Prodigoes  lodging :  now  maister  Pro- 
digo with  a  pos,  and  a  few  shillings  for  a  van- 
^^ige ;  a  plague  on  your  shillings,  pox  on  yoor  shil- 
lii^ ;  if  it  were  not  for  the  serjeant  which  dogges 
me  at  my  heeles,  a  pli^oe  on  your  shillings,  pox 
oo  yoor  shillings,  pox  on  your  seUe  and  your 
ahilhngs,  pox  on  your  worship,  if  I  catch  thee  at 
OiCieod.   I  dare  not  stay  for  the  serjeant.    [Exit, 

Sir  Rod,  Page,  G«iod  faith,  maister  Prodigo  is 
an  excellent  fellow,  he  takes  tike  gulan  abuiiitio 
so  ^excellently. 

Amor,  Page,  He  is  a  good  liherall  gentleman ; 
lie  hath  bestowed  an  ounce  of  tobacco  upon  us, 
and  as  long  as  it  lasts,  come  cut  land  long-taile, 
weele  •pend  it  as  liberally  for  his  sake. 

Sir  Kad,  Page,  Come  fill  the  pipe  quickly, 
while  my  maister  is  in  his  melancholic  humour; 
it's  just  the  melancholie  of  a  collier's  horse. 

^jRor.  Page,  If  you  cough,  Jacke,  after  your  to- 
baoeo^  fyr  m  pooishment  you  shall  kissc  the  pan- 
to6e. 

Sir  Rod,  Ilfs  a  foole  oversight,  that  a  man  of 

worship  camiot  keepe  a  wench  in  his  house,  but 

there  most  he  muttering  and  surmising :  it  was 

the  wisest  saying  that  my  father  ever  uttered, 

that  a  wife  was  the  name  of  iiecessity,  not  of 

ficasare :  for  what  do  men  m^rry  for,  but  to 

stocke  their  groonde,  and  to  have  one  to  looke 

ta  the  linnea,  sit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table, 

and  carve  up  a  capon ;  one  that  can  weare  a  hood 

like  a  hawke,  and  i;:orer  her  foule  face  with  a 


fanne ;  but  there's  no  pleasure  alwayes  to  be  tyed 
to  a  piece  of  mutton ;  sometimes  a  messe  of  stewd 
broth  will  do  well,  and  an  unlaced  rabbet  is  best 
of  all;  well,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  no  great 
cause  to  complaioe,  for  I  am  well  provided  of 
three  bounsing  wenches,  that  are  mine  owne  fee- 
simple;  one  of  them  I  am  presently  to  visit,  if  I 
can  rid  my  selfe  cleanly  of  this  company.  Let 
me  see  how  the  day  goes :  (hee  puts  his  watch 
out.)  Precious  coales,  the  time  is  at  hand,  I 
must  meditate  on  an  excuse  to  begone. 

Ree,  The  which  I  say,  is  grounded  on  the  sta- 
tute I  spake  of  before,  enacted  in  the  roigne  of 
lienry  the  6. 

Amor.  It  is  a  plaine  case,  whereon  I  mooted 
in  our  temple,  and  that  was  this :  put  ca^  there 
be  three  bretheren,  John  a  Nokes,  John  a  Nash, 
and  John  a  Stile ;  John  a  Nokes  the  elder,  John 
a  Nash  the  younger,  John  a  Stile  the  youngest  of 
all ;  John  a  Nash  the  younger,  dyeth  without  is- 
sue of  his  body  lawfully  begouen ;  whether  shall 
his  lands  ascend  to  lohn  a  Nokes  the  elder,  or 
di&cend  to  John  a  Stile  the  youngest  of  all  ?  The 
answer  is :  tlie  lands  do  collaterally  descend,  not 
ascend. 

Rec*  Very  true;  and  for  a  proofe  hereof,  I  will 
shew  you  a  place  in  Littleton,  which  is  veiy  preg* 
nant  in  this  point. 

SCEXA  IL 

Enter  Imgenioso,  Furor,  Puantasma.- 

Ing,  He  pawne  my  wittes,  that  is,  my  reve- 
nues, my  land,  my  moneys  and  whatsoever  I  have, 
for  I  have  nothmg  but  my  wit,  that  they  are  at 
hand;  why- any  sensible  snout  may  winde  mais- 
ter Amoretto  and  his  pomander,  maister  Recor- 
der and  his  two  iieates  feete  that  weare  no  sockes, 
Sir  Hadericke  by  his  rammish  complexion.  Olei 
gorgoinus  hyrcum^  S't,  Lupus  in  fibula.  Furor, 
fire  the  touch- box  of  your  witte ;  Phantasms,  let 
your  invention  play  tricks  like  an  ape;  begin 
thou.  Furor, and  open  like  a  phlaproouthed  hound ; 
follow  thou,  Pliantasma,  like  a  ladies  puppie ;  and 
as  for  me,  let  me  alone,  He  come  after  like  it 
water-dogge,  that  will  shake  them  off  when  I 
have  no  fise  of  them.  My  maisters,  the  watch- 
word is  i^iven :  Furor  discharge. 

Fur.  [To  Sir  Rad]  llie  great  projector  of  the 
thunder-bolts. 
He  that  is  wont  to  pisse  whole  clouds  of  raine^ 
Into  the  earth  vast  gaping  urinal. 
Which  that  one  eyed  sul^icer  of  the  skie, 
Don  Phoebus  empties  by  caliditie : 
He  and  his  towiiesmen  planets  brings  to  thecv 
Most  fatty  lompes  of  earths  facilitie. 
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;S^  Rod.  VVby  will  this  fellowes  English  breake 
the  queenes  peace ;  t  will  not  seeme  to  regard 
hiiQ. 

Phtm,  [To  Am.]  Mecanas  atavis  edite  regibus, 
O  et  prasidium,  et  dulce  decus  meum, 
DU  faciant  votis  vela  secunda  tuit, 

Ing,  God  save  you,  good  maister  Recorder, 
•nd  good  fortuned  follow  your  deserts ;  I  thinke  I 
bave  curst  him  sufficiently  in  few  words. 

Sir  Rod,  What  have  we  here,  three  begging 
souldiers :  Come  you  fron  Ostcnd,  or  from  Ire- 
land? 

Page.  Cujum  pecus^  an  malibei}  I  have  rented 
all  the  Latin  one  man  had. 

Phan.  Quid  dicam  ampUus  f  domini  similis  u. 

Amor.  Pa^e,  Let  him  alone  I  pray  thee ;  to 
him  againe,  tickle  him  there. 

Phan.  Quam  dispari  domino  dominant  f 

Rec  Nay,  that's  plaine  in  Littleton ;  for  if  that 
lee-simple  and  the  fee-taile  be  put  together,  it  is 
called  botch  potch ;  now  this  word  botch  potch  in 
English,  is  a  pudding ;  for  in  such  a  pudding  is 
not  oommoaly  one  thing  ooely,  but  one  thing  with 
another. 

Amor.  I  think  I  do  remember  this  also  at  a 
mooting  in  our  temple ;  so  then  this  botch  potch 
teeroes  a  tcrme  of  similitude. 

Fur.  [To  Sir  Rod.]  Great  Capricomus,  of  thy 
bead  take  keepe ; 
Good  Virgo  watch,  while  that  thy  worship  sleepe ; 
And  when  thy  swelling  vents  amaine. 
Then  Pisces  be  thy  sporting  chamberlaine. 

Sir  Rad.  I  thinke  the  devill  hath  sent  some  of 
his  family  to  torment  me. 

Amor,  There  is  taile  generall,  and  taile  sped* 
all,  and  Littleton  is  very  copious  in  that  theame ; 
for  taile  generall  is,  when  lands  are  given  to  a 
man  and  his  heyres  of  his  borly  begotten ;  taile 
speciall,  is  when  lands  are  given  to  a  man,  and 
to  his  wife,  and  to  the  heires  of  their  two  bodyes 
lawfully  begotten,  and  that  is  called  taile  speciall. 
^  Sir  Jiad.  Very  well,  and  for  bis  oath  I  will 
give  a  distinction ;  there  is  a  materiail  oath,  and 
a  fomall  oath ;  the  formal  1  oath  may  be  broken, 
the  materiail  may  not  be  broken  :  for  marke  you, 
ftlr»  the  law  is  to  take  place  liefore  the  consci- 
ence, and  therefore  you  may,  using  me  your  coun- 
teller,  cast  him  iu  the  sute :  there  wants  notluug 
to  tlic  full  meaning  of  this  place. 

Phan.  Nihil  hie  niu  cnrmina  detunt, 

Ing.  An  excellent  oliservalion  in  good  faith ; 
see  how  the  old- fox  teacheth  the  young  cub  to 
wurry  a  sheepe,  or  rather  sits  himselfc  like  an 
old  goose,  hatching  the  nddle  brainc  of  mtiister 
Amoretto :  there  is  no  foole  to  the  sattin  foole, 
tf^e  velvet  foole,  the  perfumde  foole ;  and  there- 
fore the  witty  taylnrs  of  this  a^  put  them,  under 
colour  of  kindnesse,  into  a  paire  of  cloatli-bags, 
where  a  voyder  will  not  serve  the  tume:  and 
there  is  no  knave  to  the  barbarous  knave,  the 
moulting  knave,  the  pleading  kilave:  what  ho, 
maister  Recorder,  nuuster  noverini  univeni  per , 
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resenteSf  not  a  word  he,  uolette  be  feele  lit  in 
is  fist. 

Pliari.  Mitto  iibi  metulaiy  caneroi  miiare  legendo. 

Sir  Rad.  [To  Fur,}  Fellow,  what  art  thou  that 
art  so  bold? 

Fur.  I  am  the  bastard  of  great  Mercuric 
Got  on  Thalia  when  she  wa^  a  sleepe : 
My  gawdie  grandsire,  great  Apollo  nigh, 
Borne  was  I  heare,  but  that  my  luck  was  ill. 
To  all  the  land  upon  the  forked  hill. 

Phan.  O  credulit  Alexi  nil  mea  carmma  curat  f 
Nil  notiri  miterere  mori  me  deinq.  co^ei  f 

Sir  Rad.  Page.  If  you  uae  them  thus^  my  mais- 
ter is  a  justice  of  peace,  and  will  send  you  all  t» 
the  gallowes. 

Phan.  Hei  mihi  quod  daminf>  non  Ueet  ire  tmok 

Ing.  Good  maister  Recorder,  let  me  retaiae 
you  wis  terme  for  my  cause,  for  my  cause  good^ 
maister  Recorder. 

Rec.  I  am  retained  already  on  tlie  cotiCfary 
part ;  I  have  taken  my  fee,  be  eon,  be  gon. 

In^.  It's  his  meaning  1  shoulo  come  off;  wfa^ 
here  is  a  true  stile  of  a  villaine,  the  true  faith  dt 
a  lawyer;  it  is  usuall  with  them  to  be  bribed  on 
the  one  side,  and  then  to  take  a  fee  of  the  other; 
to  plead  weakely,  and  to  be  bribed,  and  rebribed^ 
on  the  one  side,  then  to  be  feed,  and  refeed^  of 
the  other,  tiH  at  length,  per  variot  caauty  by  put* 
ting  the  case  so  often,  they  make  their  client  to 
lanke,  that  they  may  case  them  up  in  a  combo 
case,  and  pack  them  home  from  the  tearme,  as 
though  he  had  travelled  to  London  to  sell  bit 
horse  onely,  and  having  lost  their  fleeces,  live  af^ 
tenvard  like  poore  shome  slieepe. 

Fur.  The  gods  above^  that  know  great  FororV 
fame, 
And  do  adore  |rand  poet  Furor*s  name ; 
Granted  long  since  at  heaven's  high  parliamenV 
That  who  so  Furor  shall  immortalize^ 
No  yawning  goblins  shall  frequent  his  grave^ 
Nor  any  bold  presumptuous  curr  shall  dare^ 
To  lift  his  legge  against  his  sacred  dust. 
Where  ere  I  have  my  rymes,  thence  vermin  flj 
All,  saving  that  fotile  fac'd  vermin  poverty. 
This  sucks  the  ecgs  of  my  invention ; 
Evacuates  my  witts  full  pigeon  house. 
Noiv  may  it  please  thy  generous  dignity. 
To  take  this  vermin  napping  as  he  lyes, 
In  the  true  trappe  of  liberallity : 
He  cause  the  Pleiades  to  give  triee  thanks, 
He  write  thy  name  witliin  the  sixteenth  spheare 
lie  make  the  antarticke  pole  to  kisse  thy  toa, 
And  Cinthia  to  do  homage  to  thy  tayle. 

Sir  Rad.  Pretious  coles,  thou  a  man  of  wor- 
ship and  justice  too?  Its  even  so,  he  is  ether  m 
madde  man,  or  a  conjurer :  it  were  well  if  bis 
words  were  examined,  to  see  if  they  be  tho 
queenes,  or  no. 

Phan.  Nunc  ti  notaudit  ut  qui  cs  divinut  ApoUo, 
Die  mihi,  qui  nummot  non  habet  uude  petat  f 

Amor.  I  am  stil  haunted  with  these  needy  Lai* 
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tiinft  UAamts ;  the  befll  ooonfleH  I  cao  pive  if  to 
beieooe. 

Phaa.  Qmodpeio  da  Caie^  non  ptto  consilium. 

.Amor,  Fellowy  looke  to  your  braines ;  jou  are 
mad,  you  are  mad. 

Phan.  Sewulimmaivinna ommes. 

Amur.  Maiftt^  Kaoorder,  is  it  not  a  shame 
lliai  a  gallant  cannot  walke  the  streete  quietly  for 
needy  fellanre8»  and  that  after  there  is  a  statute 
€0016  out  af^ainst  begj^ng?    [He  sirika  kit  brest, 

Phao.  Ftciorm  percustii,  pectus  quoq,  robora 
fanU. 

Mee,  1  warrant  you,  they  are  some  needy  gra- 
dnates :  the  university  breakes  winde  twise  a 
yearey  and  lets  flie  snch  as  these  are. 

lug.  So  hoy  maister  Recorder,  you  that  are 
one  of  the  devil's  feUow  commoners ;  one  that  si- 
jeth  the  devil's  butteries,  sinnes,  and  perjuries, 
very  bivishly ;  one  that  are  so  deare  to  Lucifer, 
that  be  never  puts  you  out  of  commons  for  non 
.payment ;  you  that  live  like  a  sumner  upon  the 
imnes  of  the  people ;  you  whose  vocation  serves 
to  enlarge  the  territories  of  hell,  that  (but  for 
yoo)liad  beene  no  bigger  than  a  paire  of  stockes, 
cr  a  piUorie;  yon  that  hate  a  schoUer,  because 
he  discriea  your  asses  yeares;  you  that  are  a 
jilagoe  ttufied  doake-bagge  of  all  iniquitie,  which 
the -grand  serving  man  of  liell,  will  one  day  trusse 
up  behind  him,  and  carry  to  his  smokie  warde* 
robe. 

RfT.  What  frantick  fellow  art  thou,  that  art 
posiest  with  tbe  spirit  of  malediction  ? 

Fur.  Vile  muddy  clod  of  base  unhallowed  clay, 
Thou  slimie  sprighted  unkinde  Saracen, 
Wben  tboa  wert  borne,  dame  Nature  cast  her 

calfe; 
Porragc  and  time  had  made  thee  a  gpreat  oxe,. 
And  now  thy  grinding  jawes  devourc  <|uite 
The  fodder  due  to  us  of  heavenly  spright. 

Plian.  Nefaslo  te  posmt  die  qutcunque  primum 
et  sacriUga  manu, 
JProdujtit  arhas  in  nepoium  pemiciem  ob  propri- 
umque  pugt. 

Ing.  I  pray  you,  monseiur  Ploidon,  of  wfiat 
fDiiversitJe  was  the  first  lawyer  of,  none  forsooth, 
/or.  your  laweis  ruled  by  reason,  and  not  by  arte : 
great  reason  indeed,  that  a  Ploydcnist  should  bee 
mounted  on  a  trapt  palfrey,  with  a  round  velvet 
.<fisfa  on  his  bead,  to  kccpe  warme  the  broth  of  his 
witte,  and  a  long  gowne,  that  makes  him  looke 
like  a  cedoMt  mrma  tog^,  whilett  the  poore  Aris- 
otelians  walke  in  a  shortc  cloake,  and  a  close 
Venetian  house*  hard  by  the  oyster^wife ;  and 
the  silly  poet  goes- muffled  in  his  cloake,  to  escape 
.ibe  Counter.  And  you,  maibter  Amoretto,  that 
art  the  chiefe  carpenter  of  sonets,  a  privileged  vi- 
caf  for  the  lawlesse  marriage  of  ,inke  and  paper, 
you  that  are  good  for  nothing  but  to  commend  in 
a  sette  speech,  to  colour  the  quantitie  of  your 
nustresses  stoole,  and  swcare  it  is  most  swecte 
civet ;  its  fuie  when  tliat  puppet-player  Fortune, 
mnsC  put  such  a  birchen-lane  post  in  so  good  a . 
•uite,  such  an  asse  in  so  good  fortune. 


Jmcr.  Father,  ahall  I  draw  ? 

Sir  Bad.  No,  sonne,  keepe  the  peace,  and 
holde  thy  peace. 

Ing.  Nay,  do  not  draw,  least  you  chance  to 
bepisse  your  credit. 

Fur.   Flectere  si  nequeo  superos,  Acheronia 
movebo* 
Fearefull  Megaera,  with  her  snakie  twine. 
Was  cursed  dam  unto  thy  damned  selfe ; 
And  Hircan  tigers  in  the  desert  rockes^ 
Did  foster  up  thy  loathed  hatefuU  life ; 
Base  ignorance  the  wicked  craddle  rockt ; 
Vile  barbarisme  was  wont  to  dandle  thee : 
Some  wicked  hell-hound  tutored  thy  youth. 
And  all  the  grifly  sprights  of  griping  hell. 
With  muming  looke  hath  dogd  thee  since  thy  birth* 
See  how  the  spirits  do  hover  ore  thy  head. 
As  thick  as  gnattes  in  summer  evening  tide; 
Baleful!  Aliecto^  preethe  stay  a  while. 
Till  with  my  verses  I  have  rackt  his  soule ; 
And  when  thy  soule  departs  a  cock  may  be. 
No  blauke  at  all  in  hells  great  lotterie. 
Shame  sits  and  howles  upon  thy  loathed  grave, 
And  howling  vomit  up  in  filthy  guise. 
The  hidden  stories  ot  thy  villainies. 

Sir  Rad.  The  devill,  my  maisters,  the  devill 
in  the  likenesse  of  a  poet ;  away,  my  maisters, 
away.  *  [ExU. 

Phan.  Arma  virumq.  canOp 
Quern  fugis  ab  dement  9 

Amor,  Base  dog,  it  is  not  the  custome  in  Italy 
to  draw  upon  every  idle  cur  that  barkes,  and  did 
it  stand  with  my  reputation :— oh,  well  go  too^ 
thank  my  father  for  your  lives. 

Ing.  Fond  gul,  whom  I  would  undertake  to 
bastinado  quickly,  though  there  were  a  musket 
planted  in  thy  mouth ;  are  not  you  the  young 
drover  of  livings  Academico  told  me  of,  that 
hants  steeple  fairos?  Base  worme,  must  thoa 
needes  discharge  thy  craboun  to  batter  down  the 
walles  of  learnmg. 

Amor.  I  thinke  I  have  committed  some  great 
sinne  against  my  mistres,  that  I  am  thus  torment- 
ed with  notable  viilaines;  bold  pesantt  I  scome, 
I  scome  them. 

Fur.  [To  Rec^]  Nay  pray  thee  good  sweet  de- 
vell  do  not  thou  part, 
I  like  an  honest  devell  that  will  shew 
Himselfe  in  a  true  helli^  smoky  hew: 
How  like  thy  snowt  is  to  great  Lncifers ! 
Such  tallents  had  he,  such  a  glaring  eye. 
And  such  a  cunning  slight  in  Tillainie. 

Rec^  Oh  the  impudencie  of  this  age,  and  if  I 
take  you  in  my  quarters. 

Fur.  Base  slavey  ile  hang  thee  on  a  crossed  rime, 
And  quarter. 

Ing.  lie  is  gone,  Furor,  stay  thy  fury. 

Sir  Rad.  Fape.  I  pray  you  gentlemen,  give  S 
groats  for  a  shilling. 

.Imor.  Page.  What  wil  you  give  me  for  a  good 
old  sute  of  apparell  ? 

Phan.  Habet  et  muscu  tplenemp  et  formkm  tmm 
bilis  inesl. 
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Inf,  Gramercie  good  lads,  this  is  our  share  in 
happinesse,  to  torment  the  happ^f :  lets  waike  a 
long,  and  laagh  at  the  jest;  its  no  staying  here 
long,  least  Sir  Raderrcke's  nnny  of  baylifes  and 
clownes  be  sent  to  apprehend  us. 

Phan.  Frectd  kincy  procul  ite  prophani. 
He  lash  Apollon  se\f^  with  jerking  hand, 
Uulesse  he  pawne  his  wit  to  bay  me  iand. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENA  III. 

BURBAGE,  KeMPE. 

Bur.  Now,  Will  Kempe,  if  we  can  intertainc 
these  scholjers^at  a  low  rate,  it  wil  be  well,  they 
hare  ofcentii)ies  a  good  conceite  in  a  part. 

Kempe.  Its  true  indf.ede,  houest  Dick,  but  the 
slaves  are  somewhat  proud ;  and  besides,  it  is  a 
good  sport  in  a  part  to  see  them  never  spcake  in 
their  walk,  but  at  the  end  of  the.sjbage,  just  as 
though  in  walking  with  a  fellow  we  should  never 
speake  but  Ma  stile,  a  gate,  nr  a  ditch,  where  a 
man  can  go  no  fuf  then,  I  was  once  at.a  comedie 
in  Cambridge,  and  there  I  saw  a  parasite  make 
faces  and  mouths  pfaU  sorts  on  this  fashion. 

Bur.  A  little  inching  will  mend  these  faults, 
and  it  may  bee  <besid^  tliey  will  be  able  to  pen  a 
part. 

Kempe,  Few  of  the  university  pen  plaies  well; 
they  smell  too  much  o{  that  writer  Ovid,  and 
that  writer  Metamorphosis^  and  talke  too  much 
of  Prosperpioa  aud  Jupiter.  Why  heres  our  fel- 
low Shakespeare  puts  them  all  downe,!,  and  Ben 
Jonson  too.  O  that  Ben  Jonson  is  a  pestilent 
fellow,  he  brought  up  Horace,  giving  the  poets  a 
pill ;  but  our  fellow  Shakespeare. yhath  given  him 
•  purge,  that  made  him  beray  his  credit. 

Bur.  Its  a  shrewd  fellow  indeed;  I  wonder 
these  schollert^sitay  so  loi^,  they  appointed  to  be 
here  presently,  that  we  might  try  them :  oh,  hero 
they  come. 

Siud.  Take  heart,  these  lets  our  clouded  thoughts 
refine; 
The  suD  shines  brightest  when  it  gins  decline. 

Bur.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Stud,  god  save  you. 

Kempe.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Otio»Oy  well  met. 

PkiL  The  same  tu  you,  good  M«  Burbage. 
What,  M.  Kempe,  how  doth  the  cmperour  of  Ger- 
many ?  . 

Stttd^  God  save  you,  M,  Kempe;  welcome, 
M.  Kempe,  from  dancing  the  morrice  over  the 
Alpcs. 

Kempe.  Well,  you  merry  knaves,  you  may  come 
to  the  honour  of  it  one  day;  is  it  not  better  to 
make  a  foole  of  the  world  as  I  have  done,  than 
to  be  fooled  of  the  world,  as  yoa  schollers  a^  ? 
But  be  merry,  my  lads,  you  have  happened  upgn 
the  most. excellent  vocation  in  the  world  for  mo- 
ney :  they  come  north  and  south  to  bring  it  to 
our  playhouse ;  and  for  honours,  who  of  more  re- 
port than  Dick  Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe;  he 
IS  not  counted  a  gentleman,  tliat  knowes  not  Dick 
Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe;  there's  not  a  coun- 


try wench  that  can  dance  Sellengers  round,  but 
can  talke  of  Dicke  Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe. 

PAi7.  Indeede,  M.  Keuipe,  you  are  very  fa- 
mous ;  but  that  is  as  well  for  workes  in  prin^  as 
your  part  in  kne. 

Kempe.  You  arc  at  Cambridge  still  with  sice 
knc^Aaid  be  lusty  humourous  poets,  you  must  tm- 
trusse ;  I  road  ibis  my  hist  arcuit,  purposely  bt- 
cause  I  would  be  judge  of  your  actions.  > 

..JBtnir.  »M.  Stud.  I  prav  you  take  some  part  in 
tfiis  booke,  and  act  it,  that  I  may  see  what  will 
fit  jOH  best;  I  thiok«  your  v/oice  would  serve  for 
Hieronimo ;  observe  how.  I  act  it,  and  then  imitate 
mee^  ,  . 

fStu(L*^  Whocallsllieronimofrom  his  naked  bed? 
Aud,&c/' 

Bur,  You  will  do  well  after  a  while. 

Kempe,  Now  for  y^ou,  methiokes  you  should 
belong  to  my  tuition,  and  your  face  metfainkes 
would  lie  good  for  a  foolish  mayre,  or  a  fooliah 
justice  of  ihe  peace ;  marke  me.— —Forasmuch 
as  there  be  twii  states  of  a  common  wealth, 
the  one  of  peace,  the  other  of  tranquillity ;  two 
states  of  warre,  the  ope  lof  discord,  the  other  of 
dissention ;  two  states  of  an  incorporation,  the 
one  of  the  aldermen,  the  other  of  the  brethrea; 
two  states  .of  magistrates,  tlie  one  of  govemtog, 
the  otner  of  bearing  rule;  now^  as  J  said  even  now, 
.for  a  good  thing,  thing  cannot  be  said  toooften^; 
vertue  is  the  shooin^orne  of  justice ;  that  is, 
vertue  is  the  shooi^ighorpe  of  doing  well ;  that  is, 
vertue  is  the  shooifighorne  of  domgjustly ;  it  b«- 
hooveth  mee,  and  is  my  part  to  commend  thb 
shooinghorne  upto  you.  I  hope  this  word  ahoe- 
ii^horoe  doth. not o£Gsod  any  of  you,  my  worahip- 
fuTl  brethren ;  for  you  beeing  the  worshipful! 
headsmen  pf  the  towoe,  know  yrell  whafi  the  bor^ 
meaneth.  « Now  iherefore  I  am  determined  not 
onely  to  teach,  but  also,  to  instruct,  n«t  onely  the 
ignorant,  but  also  the  simple,  not  onely  what  is 
their  dutye  towards  their  betters,  but  also  what  is 
their  dutye  towards  their  superiors.  Come  let 
mee  see  how  you  can  doe,  sit  downe  in  the  cbaire* 

Phil.  '*  ForeasmuQh.as  there  be,  &c.* 

Kempe.  Thou  wilt'do  well  in  time,  if  thou  wik 
be  ruled  by  thy.  betters,  tha^  is  b^^iojr^lCe^  and 
such  grave  aldermen  of  (he  playliouse  as  1  am. 

Bur.  I  like,  your  face,  aud  the  proportimi  of 
your  body  for  Richard  the  3 ;  I  pray,  M.  Phil. 
let  roe  see  yoa  act  a  little  of  it. 

PML  ".Now  is  the  winter  qf  our  discontent 
Made  gloripus  summer  by  the  sonne  of  Vorke.'' 

Bur.  Verv  Well  I  assure  you;  well,  M.Phil, 
and  M.  Stud,  wee  see  what  ability  you  are  of; 
I  pray  walke  with  us  to  our  fellowes,  and  week 
agree  presently. 

PhiL  We  will  follow  you  streight,  M.  Burbage. 

Kempe,  Its  good  manners  to  follow  us,  M. 
Phil,  and  M.  Otioso. 

PhiL  And  must  the  basest  trade  yield  us  reliele  ? 
Must  we  be  practis*d  to  those  leaden  spouts. 
That  nought  downe  vent  but  what  tbey  do  receive  ? 
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Some  ffttill  fire  hath  toorcht  oar  fortunes  wing. 
And  still  we  fall,  as  we  do  opward  spring ; 
As  we  strive  upward  to  the  vaulted  skie. 
We  (aM,  and  feele  our  hatefoll  destiny. 

Stud.  Wonder  it  is^  sweete  friend,  thy  pleading 

breathy 
So  like  the  tweet  blast  of  the  southiirett  ^ind, 
Ifefcs  not  those  rodsesofyoe,  those  mounts  of  woe, 
Coofeakl  in  frozen  hearts  of  men  below. 
FkiL  Wonder  as  well  thoa  maist,  whj  roongst 

the  waVeis, 
Moogst  the  tempestuous  waves  on  raging  sea. 
The  wajling  majcbant  can  no  pitty  crave. 
What  cares  the  wind  and  weather  for  their  paines? 
Ose  strickes  the  sayle,  another  tumes  the  same, 
He  shakes  the  maine,  an  other  takes  the  ore, 
An  other  laboureth  and  taketh  paine. 
To  pompe  the  sea  into  the  sea  againe. 
Sciil  they  take  paines,  still  the  loud  windes  do 

blowe. 
Tilt  the  ships  prouder  roast  be  layd  belowe : 
Sind.  Fond  world,  that  iiere  thinkes  on  that 

aged  roan. 
That  Ariostoes  old  swift  paced  man. 
Whose  name  is  Tyme,  who  never  lins  to  run, 
Loaden  with  tMindles  of  di^cayed  names, 
The  which  in  Lethes  lake  he  doth  intombe, 
6ave  onely  those  which  swanlike  schollers  take. 
And  doe  dehvcr  from  that  greedy  lake. 
Inglorioos  may  they  live,  inglorious  die, 
*T^t  sofer  learning,  Kve  in  misery. 

PkiL  What  caren  they  what  lame  their  ashes 

have, 

When  onoe  their  coopt  up  in  silent  grave  ? 
S^mL  If  for  ffure  fame  they  hope  not  when  they 

dye, 
act  let  them  feare  graves  stayning  infamy. 
-    PkiL  Their  spendthrift  heires  will  those  fire- 

hraads  quench, 


Swaggering  full  moistly  on  a  tavemes  bench. 

iS^ttd.  No  shamed  sire  for  all  his  glosing  heirc, 
Must  long  he  talkt  of  in  tlie  empty  ayre. 

StutL  £kleeve  me,  thou  that  art  my  second  selfe^ 
My  vexed  soule  is  not  disquieted, 
For  that  I  misse,  is  gaudy  painted  state. 
Whereat  my  fortunes  faireiy  aim'd  of  late. 
For  what  am  I,  the  meanest  of  many  mo. 
That  earning  profit  are  repaide  with  wo  ? 
But  this  it  is  that  doth  my  soule  torment. 
To  thioke  so  many  activeable  wits, 
That  might  contend  with  proudest  birds  of  Po, 
Sits  now  immur'd  within  their  private  cells, 
Drinking  a  long  lank  watching  candles  smoake, 
Spending  the  marrow  of  their  flowring  age. 
In  fruitelesse  poring  on  some  worme  eate  leafe : 
When  tlieir  deserts  shall  seeme  of  due  to  rlaime, 
A  cherefull  crop  of  fruitfull  swelling  sbeafe ; 
Cockle  their  harvest  is,  ahd  weeds  their  graine. 
Contempt  their  portion,  their  possession  paine. 

5/tic/.  Schollers  must  frame  to  live  at  a  low  sayle. 

PkiL  111  say  ling  where  there  blowes  no  happy 

^*-  ... 
Stud.  Our  ship  is  ruined,  all  her  tackling  rent. 

PhiL  And  all  her  ggudy  furniture  is  spent. 

Stud,  Tenres  be  the  waves  whereon  her  mines 

bide. 
PhH,  And  sighes  the  windes  that  wastes  her 

broken  side. 
Stud.  Mischiefe  the  pilot  is  the  ship  to  steare. 
PkiL  And  wo  the  passenger  this  ship  doth  beare. 
Stud.  Come,'  Phil6musus,  let  us  brad&e  this 

chiit. 
Phil.  And  breake  my  hart,  oh  Would  I  could 

breake  that ! 
Stud.    Lets  learne  to  act  that  tra^ck  part  we 

have.       • 
PkiL  Would  I  %vere  nient  actor  in  my  grave ! 


ACTUS  V. 


StENA  I. 


Pniu  and  Stgo.  heeome  FidUrt,  with  their 

tojuort. 

PkiL  And  tone,  fellow  fiddlers ;  Studioso  and  I 

are  ready.  \T^^  '*'>^* 

Stod.  {Going  ^iide^  sayetk,)  Fayre  fell  good 

Orpheo^  that  would  rather  he 
jQng  of  a  mole  hill,  then  a  keysors  slave : 
Better  it  is  mongst  fiddlers  to  be  chicfe> 
Then  at  plaiers  trencher  beg  reliefe. 
Bat  ist  not  strange,  this  mimick  apes  should  ptite 
tJnhappy  scliollers  at  a  hireling  rate  ? 
Vite  world,  that  lifts  them  up  to  hye  degree, 
And  treades  as  downe  in  gi\/veting  misery. 
England  affordes  those  glorious  vagabonds. 
That  carried  earst  their  fardels  on  their  backes, 
Coursers  to  ride  on  through  the  gazing  strcetes^ 
Soobiog  it  in  their  glaring  sattcn  sutcs. 
Ana  pages  to  attend  their  nunsterships : 

VOL.  U 


With  hiouthing^otrdftthllt  better  wits  have  framed. 
They  purchase  lands,  and  now  esqoiers  aire  made. 

PkiL  What  ere  they  seeme  being  even  at  the 
best, 
They  are  but  sporting  fortunes  scomfull  jests. 

5/kdL  So  merry  fortune  is  wont  from  ragges  to 
take 
Some  ragged  grome,  and  him  some  gallant  make. 

PML  The  world  and  fortune  hath  playd  on  us 
too  long. 

Sltid.  Now  to  the  world  we  fiddle  rou*st  a  song. 

Phil.  Our  life  is  a  playne  song  with  cunning  pend. 
Whose  highest  pitch  in  lowest  base  doth  end. 
But  see  our  fellowes  unto  play  are  bent ; 
If  not  our  mindcs,  letts  tune  our  instruments. 

SCud.  Letts  in  a  private  sotii;  our  cunning  try^ 
Before  we  sint;  to  stranger  company. 
PiiiL.  sings.     The  tune. 
How  can  be  *ing,  whose  voyee  is  hoarse  with  cart  ? 
How  can  he  piny,  whose  heart  string  broken  aref 
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How  can  he  keepe  liis  rest,  that  nere  found  rest  ? 
How  can  he  kcepe  his  time,  whome  time  nere  blest  ? 
Onely  he  can  in  sorrow  beare  a  parte, 
AVith  untauj&ht  hand,  and  with  untuned  hart 
Fond  arts,  farewell,  that  swallowed  ha^e  my  youth. 
Adew,  vayhe  muses,  that  have  wrought  my  ruth. 
Repent,  fond  syre,  that  tn^nd'st  thy  happlcsae 

Sonne, 
In  learninges  loare  since  bounteous  almes  are 

done. 
Cease,  cease  harsh  ton^e,  untuned  musicke  rest : 
Jntombe  thy  sorrowes  in  thy  hollow  breast. 

Stud,  Thankcs,  Plul.  for  th?  pleasant  song, 
Oh  had  this  world  a  tutch  of  Juster  griefe. 
Hard  rockes  would  weepo  for  want  of  our  releife ! 

PhU,  The  cold  of  wo  hath  quite  untuu*d  my 
voycr. 
And  made  it  too  tno  harsh  for  listining  eare : 
Time  was  in  time  of  my  young  fortunes  spring, 
I  was  a  gamesome  boy,  nod  learned  to  sing. 

But  say,  fellow  rousitians,  you  know  best  whe- 
ther we  go,  Qt  what  dorc  must  we  imperiously 
beg? 

Jack  Fid.  Here  dwells  Sir  Radericke  and  his 
Sonne :  it  may  be  now  at  this  good  time  of  new- 
yeare  be  will  be  liberall ;  let  us  stand  neere  and 
drawe. 

PhiL  Drawe,  callest  thou  it ;  indeede  it  is  the 
most  desperate  kinde  of  service  that  ever  I  ad- 
ventured on. 

SCENA  IL 

Enter  the  twQ  Paget, 

Sir  Rad.  Page.  Mv  maister  bidds  me  tell  you, 
that  be  is  but  newly  Allien  a  sleepe,  and  you  base 
slaves  must  come  and  disquiet  him ;  what,  never 
n  basket  of  capons  ?  masse,  and  if  he  comes, 
beele  commit  you  all. 

Amor,  Page,  Sirrah  Jack,  shall  you  and  I  play 
Sir  ll^dericke  and  Amoretto,  and  reward  these 
fiddlers ;  He,  my  maister  Amoretto,  and  give  them 
as  much  as  he  useth. 

Sir  Rad,  Page.  And  I  my  old  maister  Sir  Ra- 
dericke :  fiddlers  play ;  He  rewarde  you,  fay tli  I 
wil. 

Amor,  Page,  Good  fayth,  this  pleaseth  my 
sweete  mistres  admirably :  cannot  you  play  twyt- 
ty  twarty  foole,  or  to  be  at  her,  to  be  at  her. 

Sir  Rad,  Page,  Have  you  never  a  song  of  mais- 
ter Dowland's  making  ? 

Amor.  Page.  Or,  hot  ego  verticuiotfeci,  ^c.  A 
pox  on  it,  my  maister  Am.  useth  it  very  often.  I 
have  forgotten  the  verse. 

Sir  Rod.  Page,  Sir  Theon :  here  are  a  couple 
of  fellowes  brought  before  me,  and  I  know  not 
how  to  decide  the  cause ;  looke  in  my  Christmas 
booke  who  brought  me  a  present. 

Amor.  Page,  On  New-yeares  day,  goodman 
Fnole  brought  you  a  present,  but  goodman  Clowne 
brought  you  none. 

Sir  Rod,  Page.  The&  the  right  is  on  gpodman 

Toole's  side. 


Amor.  Page.  My  mistres  is  so  sweete,  that  all 
the  phisitions  in  the  towne  cannot  make  her 
stinck ;  ^he  never  goes  to  the  stoole ;.  ob  she  is  • 
most  sweete  little  munkey.  Please  vour  worships 
good  father,  yonder  are  some  would  speake  with 
you. 

Sir  Rad,  Page,  What,  have  they  brought  me 
any  thing?  if  they  have  not,  say  I  take  phisidc 
Forasmuch,  fiddlers,  as  I  am  of  the  peace,  I  must 
needs  love  nil  weapons  and  instrumeots»  that  are 
for  the  peace,  among  which,  I  account  your  fid- 
dles, because  they  can  neither  bite  nor  scratch; 
marry,  now  finding  your  fiddles  to  jarre.  and  know- 
ing that  jarring  is  a.  cause  of  breaking  the  pcaoe^ 
I  am,  by  the  vertue  of  my  office,  and  place,,  ta 
commit  your  quarrelling  fiddles  to  close  prisoo- 
ment  in  their  cases. 

They  call  within,  Sha  ho,  Richanl,  Jack  ! 

Amor,  Page,  The  foole  within,  marres  our 
play  without.  Fiddlers,  set  it  on  my  head,  I  use 
to  size  my  musicke,  or  go  on  the  score  for  it ;  Ue 
pay  it  at  the  quarters  end. 

Sir  Rad,  Page.  Farewell,  good  Pan,  sweete 
Irenias,  adieu ;  Don  Orpheus,  a  tboosaad  timts 
farewell. 

Jack  Fid,  You  swore  you  would  pay  us  for  oar 
musicke. 

Sir  Rod.  Pag,  For  that.  He  give  maister  Re^ 
corder*s  law,  and  that  is  this,  there  is  a  double 
oath,  a  formaU  oath,  and  a  materiall  oath ;  a  dn^ 
teriall  oath  cannot  be  broken,  the  formal  I  oath 
may  be  broken,  I  swore  formally :  fafewell,  fid- 
dlers. 

PhiL  Farewell,  good  wags,  whose  wits  ptaisfe 
worth  I  deeme ; 
Though  somewhat  waggish,  so  we  all  have  beene. 

Stud.  Faith,  fellow  fiddlers,  heres  no  »iver 
found  in  this  place ;  no,  not  so  much  as  the  usu- 
all  Christmas  entertainipent  of  musttialis.  a  black 
Jack  of  beare,  and  a  Christmas  pye. 

I  They  walke  andej'rom  their  felUme*. 
lere  ere  we  in  the  wide  world  play- 
ing be. 
Misfortune  beares  a  part,  and  marres  our  melody  i^ 
Impossible  to  please  with  musicke  straine. 
Our  hearts  strings  broken  are  nere  ta  be  tim'd 
agnine. 
Stud,  Tlien  let  us  leave  this  baser  fiddKng  trade, 
For  though  our  purse  should  uMnd,  our  credit 
fades. 
PhiL  Full  glad  I  am  to  see  thy  raindes  free 
course. 
Declining  from  this  treAcher  waiting  trade. 
Well  may  I  now  disclose  in  plainer  guise^ 
What  earst  1  meant  to  worke  in  secret  wise: 
My  busie  conscience  checkt  my  guilty  soulc, 
For  seeking  maintenance  by  base  vanallage. 
And  then  suggested  to  my  searching  thou^^ 
A  shepheard's  poorc  sect  re  contented  life^ 
On  which  since  then  I  doted  every  JuMire,  • 
And  meant  this  same  houre  in  sadder  plight^ 
To  have  stolnc  from  thee  in  secreoie  of  nighV 
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Siwd.  De«re  friend,  thou  seem'st  to  wrong  my 
ioole  tno  mach, 
l>Mkiiig  that  ScndWMo  would  account, 
That  fortune  towre,  which  thou  accoiuptcst  sweete. 
Nor  anj  lifb  to  roe  can  sweeter  be, 
Then  happv  twaines  in  plaine  of  Arcady. 

Pkil  Why  then  lects  both  go  spend  our  little 
store. 
In  the  pforisioB  of  doe  furniture : 
A  jftepueards  hook,  a  larbox,  and  a  scrippe; 
And  hast  unto  those  sheepe  adorned  hills, 
Where  if  not  blesse  our  fortunes,  we  may  blissc 
oor  wilts. 

SfudLTroe  mirth  we  may  enjoy  in  thacked  stall, 
Nor  hoping  higher  rise,  nor  fearing  lower  fall. 

PkU,  Weele,  therefore,  disehar^  these  fiddlers. 
TeUnwy  mositians,  wee  are  sorry  that  it  hath 
faeene  yoor  ill  happe  to  ha»'e  had  us  in  your  com- 
pany, that  are  nothing  but  scritch-owies,  and 
night  ravens,  able  to  marre  the  purest  melody ; 
and  besides,  oar  company  is  so  ointiions,  that 
where  we  are,  thence  liberality  is  packing ;  our  re- 
solaoon  is  therefore  to  wish  you  well,  and  to 
bidde  yon  farewell. 
CcMne,  Send,  let  os  hast  away, 
Retoroiag  ne're  to  this  accursed  place. 

SCENA  III. 

J^a/er  Ivgenioso,  Acadxm ico. 

Img.  Faith,  Academico,  it*s  the  fearc  of  that 
fellow,  I  meane  riie  signe  of  the  seargeants  head, 
that  makes  me  to  be  so  hasty  to  be  gone :  to  be 
briefe,  Academico,  writts  are  oot  for  me,  to  ap- 
prehend me  for  my  playes,  and  now  I  a:n  bound 
for  the  lie  of  Dogges.  Furor,  and  Phantasma, 
c^naes  after,  remuoving  the  campe  as  fast  as  they 
can :  farewell,  mea  ti  ^uid  vota  vntebunt, 

Acad,  Fayth,  Ingenioso,  I  thinke  the  universi- 
ty is  a  meiaachelil^  hfe;  tor  there  a  good  fellow 
cannot  ait  two  howres  in  his  cham^r,  but  he 
shall  be  troubled  with  the  bill  of  a  (h^wer,  or  a 
Tintner :  but  the  point  is,  I  know  not  how  to  bet- 
ter ny  selfe,  aMd  so  I  am  fayae  to  take  it. 

SCfWA  IV. 
Philomusus,  Studfoso^  Furor,  Phantasma. 

PhiL  Who  have  we  there  ?  Ingenioso,  and  Aca- 
demico. 

Stmd.  The  very  same.   Who  are  those  ?  Furor, 
tod  Phantasma: 

[Furor  iakn-a  louse  offhu  sleeve. 
For.  (Phak.  with  his  hand  in  his  bosom.)  And 
art  thou  there,  uz  footed  Mercury  ? 
Are  rymes  become  such  creepers  now  a  dayes  ? 
I^resaroptooos  loose,  that  doth  good  manners  lack, 
Dviog  to  creepe  upon  poet  Furores  back : 
MuUtm  refert  qwiiuscum  viseris. 
Aoii  videmus  Maniiae  quod  in  tergo  est, 

PAltf.  What,  Foror  and  Phan.  too,  our  old  col- 
Mdg^  fellowes ;  let  us  encounter  them  all,  Ing. 
Acid.  For.  Fhant.  Qod  save  you  all. 


Slud,  WhRt,  Ingen.  Acad.  Fur.  Phant. ;  hoive 
do  you,  brave  lads  ? 

Ing  What,  our  deere  fricndes,  Phil,  and  Stud  ? 

Acad.  What,  our  old  friendes,  Phil,  and  Stud  ? 

Fur,  What,  ray  supernatural  I  friends  ? 

Ing,  What  newes  with  you  in  this  quarter  of 
the  citty  ? 

PhiL  We  have  run  through  many  trades,  yet 
thrive  by  none. 
Poore  in  content,  and  onely  rich  in  monne, 
A  sliephard's  life  thou  koowst  I  uont  to  admire. 
Turning  a  Cambridge  apple  by  the  fire. 
To  live  in  humble  dale  we  now  are  bent. 
Spending  our  dayes  in  fearelcssc  merriment. 

Stud,  Weel  teach  each  tree,  even  of  the  har- 
dest kind. 
To  keepc  our  wnefull  name  within  their  rinde : 
Weel  watcii  ourflock,and  yet  weeleslcepewitliail; 
Weel  tune  our  sorrowes  to  the  waters  fall ; 
I'hc  woods  and  rockes  with  our  shrill  songs  wccIq 

blesse ; 
Let  them  prove  kind,  since  men  prove  pittilessc. 

But  say,  whether  are  you,  and  your  company, 
jogging  f  it  sccmcs,  by  your  apparell,  you  are 
about  to  wander. 

Ing.  Faith,  we  are  fully  bent  to  the  lord's  of 
misrule  in  the  worlds  wide  heath :  our  voyage  is 
to  the  lie  of  Dogges,  there  where  the  blatun^ 
beast  doth  rule  aud  raigne,  renting  the  credit  of 
whom  it  please. 

Where  serpents  tonges,  the  pen  men  are  tt>  write, 
VVherc  cats  do  waule  by  day,  dogges  by  night : 
There  shall  engpared  venom  be  my  inke, 
My  pen  a  sharper  quill  of  pircupine. 
My  stayncd  paper  this  sin  loaden  earth : 
Tticre  will  I  write  in  lines  shall  never  die, 
Our  feared  lordtngs  crying  villany. 

PhiL  A  gentle  wit  thou  hadst,  nor  is  it  hlanie. 
To  tome  so  tart,  for  time  hath  wronged  i\\e  same. 

Stud,  And  well  thou  dost  from  this  fond  earth 
to  flit, 
Whcne  most  mens  pens  are  hired  parasites. 

Acdd*  Go  happily,  I  wish  thee  store  of  gal, 
Sharpely  to  wound  the  guilty  world  withall. 

PhiL  But  say,  what  shall  become  of  Furor  and 
Phantasma } 

Ing,  These  my  companions  still  with  me  must 
wend. 

Acad,  Fury  and  fansie  on  good  wits  attend. 

Fur,  When  I  arrt\'c  within  the  He  of  Dogges, 
Don  Phoebus  I  will  make  thee  kisse  the  pumpe. 
Thy  one  eye  pries  in  every  drapers  stall. 
Yet  never  thinkes  on  poet  Furor's  neede : 
Furor  is  lowsie,  great  Furor  lowsie  is, 
lie  make  thee  run  this  lowsie  case  I  wis. 
And  thou,  my  cluttish  landresse  Cinthia,         i 
Ncre  thinkes  on  Furor's  Hnnen,  Furor's  sliirt ; 
Thou  and  thy  squirting  boy  Endimion, 
Lies  slavering  still  upon  a  lawlesse  couch. 
Furor  will  have  thee  carted  through  the  dirt, 
That  makest  great  poet  Furor  want  his  shirt. 

Ing,  Is  not  here  a  trus  dogge,  that  dare  barke 
so  boldly  at  the  rooone  f 
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Phil,  Exclayming  want,  and  needy  care,  and 
carkc, 
Would  make  the  mildest  spright  to  bite  and  barke. 
Phan.  Carta  timidi  vehementiut  latrant.  There 
nrc  certaine  burrs  in  the  lie  of  Dogges,  called  in 
uur  English  tongue,  men  of  worship;  certaine 
briars,  as  the  Indians  call  them,  as  we  say  cer- 
taine lawyers,  certaine  great  lumps  of  earth,  as 
the  Arabians  call  them ;  certaine  grosers,  as  wee 
tearme  them,  quot  e^o  $ed  moiot  prattat  com' 
ponerej^uctui.  . 

Ing.  We  three  unto  the  snarling  iland  hast, 
And  there  our  vexed  hreath  in  snarling  wast. 

PklL  We  will  be  gone  unto  the  dowues  of  Kent, 
Sure  footing  we  shall  find  in  humble  dale : 
Our  fleecy  flocke  weel  learne  to  watch  and  warde, 
In  J'ulyes  heate,  and  cold  of  January : 
Weel  chant  our  woes  upon  an  oaten  reede^  '^ ^  ^ * 
Whiles  bleating  flock  upon  their  supper  feede : 
60  shall  we  shun  the  company  of  men. 

SiiuL  That  growes  more  hateful!  as  the  world 
growes  old,  ^_ 

Weel  teach  the  murmering  brookes  in  tears  to 

flow; 
And  steepy  rockc  to  wayle  our  passed  wo. 

Acad,  Adew,  you  gentle  spiritts,  lone  adew ; 
your  witts  I  love,  and  your  ill  fortunes  rue : 
lie  hast  m^  to  my  Cauibridgb  cell  againe,^    , 
My  foftuni^s  cannot  wax,  but  they  may  waine. 

Inf.  Adew, good  shepliairds,  htip^y  n>ay  you  lite, 
And  if  hecreafter  in  Some  secret  shade. 
You  shall  recount  poore  schullers  miseries,' 
Vouchsafe  to  ntention,  with  tcares  swelling  eyes, 
Ingenio8o*s  thwarting;  (lestinyes;  '   *•      '    *    ^ 

And  tlipu,  still  happy  Acadcmico, 
.  That  still  maist  rest  upon  the  muses  bed,' 
Injoying  there  q  .quiet  slumbering, 
^Vhen  uidu  rcpayest'unto  tliy  Ghit^tReif  stfeatne, 
'  Wpi[ider  at'  thine  owhe  blisse^  pitty  our  case, 
^Tliat  stvU  d(k|i 'tre^  rnTortupei  endtessfe  taliui,^ 
Wish  tlienS  that  hre  preferments  hTmdhcTrs,      * 
.  To  cherish  gentle. wits  m  their  greene  Ijud;  "  *  - 
.'  Tor  had  not  Cambridge  bin  to  me  uiftViod^^- ' 
I  had  not  turn'd  to  gnll  a  milUy^  mmd&  ' 

Pfiil.  t  wish  thee  of  good  hap  a  p1eh6dtis^r<d. 
Thy  wit  deserves  no  lesse,  my  love  can  wish  nolMore.' 
Farewell,  farewell,  good  Academico; 
Ne\er  maist  thou  tast  of  our  ^orej)as8ed't^•O^J 
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Wee  wish  thy  fortunes  may  attaine  their  due  9 
Furor,  and  you,  Phantasma,  both  adew. 
Acad,  Farewell,  farewell,  farewell,  O  long  fare* 

well ; 
The  rest  my  tongue  conoeales,  let  sorrow  tell. 
Phan.  Et  Umgutn  vale,  inquit  lola. 
Fur,  FareweU,  i^y  maUt«rs;  Furor's  a  mastjt 

dogge, 
Nor  can  with  a  smooth  gloouog  farewell  cog. 
Nought  can  great  Fiyor  do^  but  barke  and  bowleg 
And  snarie,  aoA  gnu,  and  carle,  and  towze  the^ 

world. 
Like  a  great  swine  by  his  long  leane  eard  lugget^ 
Farewell  musty,  dusty,  rusty,  fusty  Londoi^ 
Thou  art  not  worthy  of  great  Furor'f  wit, 
That  cheatest  rertue  of  her  doe  desert. 
And  sufierest  great  ApoUoes  sonne  to  want. 
"\  Misgi  N&y,  stay  awhile,  and  helpe  me  to  cootent  ^ 
So  many  gentle  witts  attention, 
Who  kennes  the  lawes  of  every  comick  stage. 
And  wonders  that  our  scene  ends  discooteot^ 
Ye  ayrie  wits  subtill. 

Since  that  few  schollers  fortunes  are  content^ 
Wonder  not  if  our  scene  ends  discontent 
When  that  your  fortunes  reach  their  due  coDtent, 
Then  shall  our  scene  end  10  her  merimmt. 

PfUL  Perhaps  some  happy  wir,  witli  feeliog  haiM^ 
Hereafter  may  recorde  the  pastoral  I, 
Of  the  twd  schollers  of  Pemassus  hil. 
And  then  our  scene  ttiay  end,  and  hava  ccmtent. 

Ing.  Mcanetime  if  there  be  any  spi^tfttU  gboi^ 
That  smiles  to  sea>'poore  scboUers  ousafj; 
Cold  is  bis  eharity,  his  wit  too  dull. 
We  soeme  his  censure*  lie>]s  ajaeriiwgalL 
But  whatsoere  refined  sprights  there  b^ 
Thiit  deepely  gr^ne  at  our  calansaty,  * ,   . 
Whose  bresMi  is  tamed  to  sigho^  whose  ejci 

'  '  •  kunewflt,  ■•  -^  »*v...    >  \j    . .    VI    ... 
To  see  btight^arts  beotto  4beir  latest  set : 
"Whenbe^  iHsver  the^r  agailM^tbeir  beads  shaHiaeic^ 
Tn  bles^yHi#^arr^iii|QKMig  hemiipbaere. 
^•^*J%:*Ijferihero*'' »>'^«''' 

^Pndn.^hePtkem. 
'•  Amii  A^thw  bat'thiem.  ' 
''^'  PhXt.  And  none  but  tliem. 
Stud,  And  none  bat  them* 
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Richard  Edmardi,  a  Samermtikire  man,  wat  born  itk  the  year  1523,  admtted  a  tc/iolar  of  Corpui 
CkrUti  College  on  the  tUh  ofMagfy  \b4X^t  and  probationer  feltqm  ot^  the  lUh  ofAugutt,  1544.  Ai 
the  foundation  rfChriit'Ckurch,  by  King  Henry  the  Pighth,in  the  year  1547|  he  was  chosen  a  stw 
dent  rfthe  uppa^tdble,  amd  uk  the  4ame  year  took  t^e  fiffg^  of  Master  of  Arts.  From  the  Univer- 
Myr  he  remoived  tO'Lincoin*»'ln^;  and  in  the  beginning  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  was  appointed 
one  of  the  gentlemen  i^her  ehapelf  and  tm^ter  of  the  children^  there.  He  died,  according  to  Sir  John 
Hawkins, *  on  the  SUto/Octobe^^.t5§G,—He  wom  th^  author  of 

•    {l^liaamm  and  Pithuu,.  a  Comedy*  ^  Acted  brfore  the  Queen,  by  the  children  of  her  chapel,  and 
puUiihedinAto,  1571 ;  4<o».1582.         ... 

(3.)  PaUemon  and  Areite,  a  Corned^,,  in  two  Farts.  Acted  in  Christ-ChurclhBall,  1566;  This 
^ece  vor  represented  on^the  Sd  and 34  of^ptember.  The  first  evening,  it  was  scarcely  begun  to  be 
performed  before  it  became  a  tragedy,  for  by  the  weighf^  of  the  multitudes  the  scaffold  fetl  down.  Five 
men  were  greatly  hur$  ondMomndedf  and. three  kiiUd  by  the  fall  qfa  walL  *  On  the  second  evening, 
the  Queen  is  said  toham  beenimuch  entertained..  After  the  play  was  ended,  she  called  the  Author  to 
her,  commended  hii  w^rk,  promi$ed,whut  ski  wmeld  do  for  him,,  and  talked  to  him  in  the  most  familiar 
way.  One  ofthe  performers,  tummsed  to  beyoukg  drew,  pleased  her  so  much,  that  she  made  him  a 
present  rfe^t  guineas.  See  WoodFt  Atbfsna  Oxomenmi,  Vol.  L  p,  151. ;  and  Peshall's  History  of 
tha  Umrerait/of  Ovfordy  337,  838.  Chettnod  says,  both  parts  of  this  play  were  printed,  with  the 
Autkot^t  Songe  and  Foemi,  in  158i5i.<  Wood  assmret  ui,  that  there  were  several  other  dramatic  pieces 
ly  him,  whicSthe  did  not  live  to  finish  ;  and  thai  it  was  the  opinion  of  many,  he  would  have  run  mad 
Sad  he  contii^d  to  exerciu  his  talents  as  a  writer  for  the  staee. 

He  was,  also,  the  author  of  some  poemM  printed  in  The  Paradise  of  Dunt^  Demises,  ^to,  1575  ;  and 
a  Foem  called  ^ward's  Spulkail,  or  The  Soole's  koell,  written  in  his  last  tllneu. 

He  appears  to  have  obtained  a  considerable  reputation  as  a  dramatick  writer,  which  will  appear 
from  the  following  testimony  in  Ffittenham*s  Art  ofFoetry :  **  I  think,  that  for  tragedy,  the  Lord 
Buckhunt<,  and  Maister  Edward  Jerrys,  for  such  doings  as  I  have  seen  of  theirs,  do  deserve  the 
highest  price ;  the  Earl  ofOxfqrd,  and  Mr  Edwardi  qfnfsr  Mqjest^s  Chapel,  for  Comedy  and  Inter* 
ludeJ*    An  Epitaph  on  him  is  sqid  to  be  printed  among  the  Focms  of  George  Tuberville. 


■  Bhtorj  of  Mnicky  Ypl.  II.  p.  541.       I  Pc8ha1l*8  History  pt  the  UnWefiity  of  Oxford,  33Tt 
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On  everie  sydc,  wheras  I  glauncc  my  rovy  ng  eye, 
Silence  in  all  cares  bent  I  playnly  doe  espie : 
Bat  if  your  egre  lookes  doo  longe  such  toyesto  see, 
As  heretofore  in  commycal  wise  were  wont  i^ 

broade  to  bee; 
Your  lust  is  lost,  and  all  the  pleasures  that  you 

sought. 
Is  frustrate  quite  of  toying  playes.  Asodea  ohange 

is  wrought : 
For  loe,  our  nuthor*s  muse,  that  masked  in  delight. 
Hath  forst  his  penne  against  his  kinde,  no  more 

such  sportes  to  write. 
Muse  he  that  lust,  (right  worshipfull,)  for  chaunce 

ha^h  made  this  change, 
For  that  to  some  he  seemed  too  much  in  yooge 

desires  to  range : 
In  wbiche,  right  glad  to  please,  seyng  that  he  did 

offende, 
Of  all  he  humblie  pardon  craves ;  his  pen  that 

shall  amende : 
And  yet,  worshipfull  audience^  thus  much  I  dare 

advouche. 
In  commedies,  the  greatest  skyll  is  this,  rightly  to 

louche 
All  tinges  to  the  quicke ;  and  eke  to  frame  eclie 

.  person  so. 
That  by  bw  oommnn  talkc,  ]fOu  may  his  nature 

rightly  know : 
A  it>yster  ought  not  preacbe^  that  wefe  to  itraage 

to  hcare, 
But  as  from  vertue  be  doth  fwerve,  so  oag^  his 

wordes  appeare : 
The  olde  man  is  sotev  the  yongp  man  ratfbe,  the 

lover  triumphyng  in  joyes. 
The  matron  grave,  the  harlot  trikle,  aad  fiiU  of 

wAttUxi  toyes. 
Wbidie  all  in  one  course,  tbev  bo  wise  doo  agree  e 
So  €(Mrre6|M>ndent  to  iheir  icinde  their  speeches 

ought  lo  be. 
Whiobe  sneecbes  weU  pronounsti,  with  acsftion 

Iy#ely  fnKBed, 
If  liftis  ofieiHie  tbe  iookeni  on,  iH  Hoeace  iben  be 

Momedy 


Which  bath  our  author  taught  at  sdiole,  from 

whom  he  doth  not  swarve. 
In  all  such  kinde  of  exercise  decorum  to  observe. 
Thus  much  for  his  defence,  he  saytb,  as  poetes 

earst  have  donne, 
Wbiche  heretofore  in  commedies,  the  selfe  same 

race  did  ronne  s 
But  now  for  to  be  briefe,  the  matter  to  expretse, 
Whiche  here  wee  shall  present,  is  this, — Damoa 

and  Pithias. 
A  rare  ensample  of  friendship  true,  it  is  no  le- 
gend lie, 
But  a  thynge  once  donne  indeede,  as  hystories 

doo  discrie. 
Whiche  donne  of  yore  in  longe  time  past,  yet 

present  shall  be  here. 
Even  as  it  were  in  doinge  now,  so  lively  it  shall 

appeare : 
Lo  here  in  8i recuse,  the  auncient  towne,  which 

once  the  Romaines  wonne, 
Here  Dionisius  pallace,  within  whose  courte  this 

'    thing  most  streoge  was  donne. 
Whiche  matter  mixt  with  myrth  and  care,  a  just 

name  to  applie. 
As  seeaoes  roost  fit,  wee  haive  it  termed,  a  tnigi- 

call  commedie. 
Whereifi  talkyng  of  courtly  toyes,  we  doe  protest 

this  flat. 
Wee  talke  of  Dionisius  courte^  wee  aeaiie  no 
I  ooart  but  that* 

And  that  we  doo  so  meane,  who  tryedy  calletb 

to  miade. 
The  time,  the  place,  the  aolfaor, '  here  moat  plaine- 

ly  shall  it  fiode. 
Lo,  this  I  speake^  for  o«r  defeace^  least  of  otben 

we  sboaid  be  sheat : ' 
Bat  worthy  audience,  woe  you  pray,  take  tbyages 

as  they  be  asent ; 
Wbose  vpnght  jadgeesent  we  doo  crave,  with 

need^  eaf«  and  eye, 
To  here  the  cause,  and  see  the  efiect  of  thisiieae 

tragtcatl  coouaedie. 


NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKEOB. 


Aristippus,  a  pleasant  Gentibnan, 
CARfSoPiitJS,  a  Parasite. 

PiTHiAi,  i  ^^  Gtntlmm^Qruct, 
Stephaito,  servanf  to 'Damon  and  PrrniAS. 
Will,  Aristtppus  Lackey. 


Jacee,  Carisophus  LacJiey, 
Snap,  the  Porter, 
DroNisivft,  the  Kynge, 
KvBULTJS,  the  Kynges  Counselour, 
Gv^QSitA^  the  Hangman. 
Grimi^e,  fAe  Colyer. 


3  u^ii/Aor— antboQFB,  1st  edit.  ^  SpeoJte— spake,  Sd  edit. 

s  Be  <Aen<— to  «Aamf,  says  Mr  Steevens,  is  to  reproTe  hanhly,  to  treat  with  usurious  language.  Nols 
to  JlMNfif^,  A*  8*  S«  $• 

Again,  io  Asehau^t  lUport  and  DiMcourse,  Bennetts  edition,  p.  38. ;  "  A  wonderfall  foUie  in  a  fftBi 
flsan  hiraseife,  and  some  piece  of  miserie  in  a  whole  commonwealth,  where  fooirs  chiefly  and  flatterff* 
BMy  ipeake  fl^ly  what  they  wili,  and  w|se  men  and  good  neu  shal  copuaoDly  *e  shtni.  if  they  sprti* 
what  they  should.*'  ^  *  * 
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'Here  entreth  Aristip)»V8. 

Iiou^h  strange*  perhaps,  it  seemes  to  some, 
\risiippu3  a  courtier  am  become ; 
lopber  of  late,  uot  of  the  meanist  name, 
r^to  the  courtly  behaviour,  mjf  Ivfe  I  frame, 
e  chat  Ijst,  to  you  of  good  skill, 
at  I  am  a  philosopher  styll. 
of  wisfloro,  are  termed  philosophers,  ^ 
ho  is  a  philosopher  so  rightly  as  I  ? 
lovyng  of  wisdom,  proofe  doth  this  trie, 
uUra  s^ntf  qui  non  tapit  sihi. 
jrse  for  myselfe,  then  tell  me  of  troth, 
hat  great  wisdom,  as  the  world  goth  ? 
>hilosupbers  in  the  streete  go  ragged  and 

tome,  ' 
ede  on  Tyle  rootes,  whom  bojes  laugh  to 

scome : 
a  fine  silkes  haunt  Dinnisius*  pallace, 
I  with  dayntie  fare  myselfe  1  do  solace.  • 
dke  of  philosophie  as  well  as  the  best, 
i  straite  kyode  of  lyfe  I  leave  to  the  rest 
professe  now  the  coortly  philosophic, 
iche,  to  speake  fay  re,  myselfe  I  applie, 
e  the  kinge's  humour  with,  pleasant  devises, 
ich,  r  am  called  regius  canis. 
t  ye  who  named  mc  first  the  kioge's  dogge  ? 
tie  roage Diogenes,  that  vile  grunting  hog(;e. 
1  roUe  in  his  tulibe,  to  winne  a  vaine  praise, 
ourte  pleasantly  1  wyll  spcnde all  my  dayes; 
I,  what  to  doo,  1  am  not  to  learne, 
ryll  serve  myne  owne  turne,  I  can  quickly 

disceame. 
tyme  at  scboole  I  have  not  spent  vaynly, 
helpe  one,  is  not  that  a  good  poinct  of 

philosophie  ? 

Here  eHirethCA.Rt9ornvs, 

I  beshrew  your  fine  eares,  since  you  came 

fromscfaioole, 
ocHirte  you  have  made,  many  a  wisemao  a 

foole? 


And  though  you  paint  out  your  fayned philosophie, 
So' God  beipe  me,  it  is  but  a  plaine  kinde  uf 

flattery. 
Which  you  use  so  finely  in  so  pleasant  a  sorte. 
That  none  but  Aristippus  now  makes  the  kinge 

sporte. 
Ere  Tou  came  hyther,  poore  I  was  some  body. 
The  kinge  delighted  in  mee,  now  I  am  but  a  noddy. 
Aris,  In  faith,  Carisophus,  you  know  yourseljue 

best, 
But  I  will  not  call  you  noddy,  but  only  in  jest ; 
And  thus  I  assure  you,  though  I  came  from  schoole 
To  serve  in  this  cour^  I  came  not  yet  to  be  ,the 

kinge^s  foole ; 
Or  to  fill  his  eares  with  servile  squirilitie. 
That  office  is  yours,  you  know  it  right  perfectlie. 
Of  parasites  and  sicophantes  you  arc  a  grave  ' 

bencher^ 
The  king  fecdesyou  often  from  his  owne  trencher. 
I  envyc  not  your  state,  nor  yet  your  great  favomr^ 
Then  grudge  not  at  all,  if  in  my  behaviour 
I  make  the  kinge  mery,  with  pleasant  urbanitic, 
.Whom  I  never  abused  to  any  man's  injurie. 
Car»  Be  cocke,  sir,  yet  in  the  courte  you  doo^ 

best  thrive. 
For  you  get  more  in  one  day  then  I  doo  in  ^re* 
Aris.  Why  man,  in  the  court,  doo  you  not  8C9 
Rewardes  gcven  for  vertue,  to  every  degree  ? 
To  reward  the  unworthy  that  worlde  is  done. 
The  court  is  changed,  a  good  thread  hath  bin 

sponne 
Of  dogges  woll  heeretofore,  and  wl^?  because  it 

was  liked. 
And  not  for  that  it  was  best  trimmed  and  picked : 
But  now  men's  eares  are  finer,  such  grosse  toyes 

are  not  set  by, 
Therfore  to  a  trimmer  kyndc  of  myrtb  myselfe  I 

applye : 
Wherein  though  I  please,  it  commeth  not  of  my 

desert. 
But  of  the  kinge*8  favour. 

Car,  It  may  be  so;  yet  in  your  prosperities 


ilfofopAer9-*pbilosophie|  both  EdUiom,    The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodtley. 
WW    great,  Sd  edit.  »  i>»o— onitted  in  2d  edk*. 
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Dispise  not  an  olde  oOurikr,  Cariaophus  is  he ; 
Which  bath  long  time  fed  Dionisius  humor : 
Diligently  to  pieue,  stjli  at  hand ;  there  was  no- 
vel' romour 
Spread  in  this'  towne  of  any  smale  things,  but  1 
Brought  it  to  the  kinge  in  post  by  and  by : 
Yet  now  I  crave  your  friendship,  which  if  I  may 

attayne,  /     ,,. 

Most  sure  and  unfauied  friendship  I  promyse  you 

againe: 
So  we  two  linckt  in  friendshippe,  brother  and 

brother. 
Full  well  in  the  court  may  helpe  one  another. 
ArU.  Bfr  lady,  Carisophus,  diough  you  know 

not  philosophie, 
'Yet  surely  you  are  a  better  courtier  then  I : 
And  yet  I  not  so  cvyll  a  courtier,  that  wyli  seeme 

to  dispise 
Such  an  olde  courtier  as  you,  so  expert  and  so  wyse. 
But  whereas  you  crave  myne,  and  ofier  your 

friendship  so  willingly, 
With  hart  I  geve  you  thankes  for  this  your  great 

curtesie : 
Assuring  of  friendship  both  with  tooth  and  naylc. 
Whiles  life  lasteth,  never  to  fayte. 

Car,  A  thousand  thankes  I  geve  you,  oh  friend 

Arinippus. 
Aris,  O  frieud,  Carisophus. 
Cor.  How  joyful  I  am  I,  sith  I  have  to  friend 

Aristippus  now ! 
Aris.  None  so  glad  of  Carisophus'  friendship 

as  T,  I  make  God  a  vowe, 
I  speake  as  I  thinke,  beleve  me. 

Car,  Sith  we  are  now  so  friendly  joyned,  it 

seemeth  to  mee. 
That  one  of  us  help  eclie  other  in  every  degree : 
Prefer  you  ray  cause,  when  you  are  in  presence, 
To  further  your  matters  to  the  kinge,  let  me  alone 
in  your  absence. 
Aris,  Friend  Carisophus,  this  shall  be  done  as 

you  would  wish  : 
But  I  pray  you  tell  mee  thus  much  by  the  wny. 
Whither  now  from  this  place  wyll  you  take  your 

journay  ? 
Car,  I  wyll  not  dissemble,  that  were  against 

friendship^ 
I  goe  into  the  citie  some  knaves  to  nip. 


For  taike  with  their  goodes,  to  encrease  the  kyng*i 

treasure. 
In  such  kinde  of  service  I  set  my  cheefc  pleasure  i 
Farewel,  friend '°  Aristippus,  now  for  a  time. 

[Exit. 
Aris,  Adewe,  friend  Carisophus— In  good  faith 

now. 
Of  force  I  must  laugh' at  this  soleropne  tow. 
Is  Aristippus  linkt  in  friendship  with  Carisophus  f 
Quid  cum  tanto  asinOf  talis  philosophus  f 
They  say,  morum  similitudo  consuuat  amicitias. 
Then,  how  can  this  friendship  betwene  us  twoi 

come  to  passe  ? 
"  We  are  as  like  in  condicions^  as  Jacke  Fletcher 

and  his  bowlt, 
I  brought  up  in  leamyog,  but  he  is  a  very  dolt, 
As  touching  good  letters ;  imt  otherwise  such  tf 

craftie  knave, 
Yf  you  seeke  a  whole  region,  his  lyke  you  can  not 

have : 
A  villainc  for  his  lyfe,  a  varlet  died  in  graine. 
You  lose  money  by  him,  '*  if  you  sell  him  for  one 

knave,  for  bee  serves  for  twaine : 
A  flatteryng  parasite,  a  sicophant  also, 
A  common  accuser  of  men ;  to  the  good  an  opea 

foe. 
Of  halfe  a  worde,  he  can  make  a  legend  of  Wes, 
Which  he  will  advOuch  with  such  tragicall  cryes. 
As  though  all  were  true  that  comes  oiit  of  hH 

mouth. 
Were  be  indeede  to  be  hanged  by  and  by. 
He  cannot  tell  one  tale,  but  twyse  he  roust  lie. 
He  spareth  no  man*s  life  to  get  the  kinee's  favoar, 
In  which  kind  of  servis  he  hath  got  suai  a  savour, 
That  he  wyll  never  leave,  Metliinke  then,  that! 
Have^  done  verie  wisely  to  joyne  in  friendthip 

with  him,  lest  perhaps  I 
Comming  in  his  way  might  be  nipt;  for  md^ 

knaves  in  presence. 
We  see  oft  times  put  honest  men  to  silence : 
Yet  I  have  play*d  with  his  beard  in  knitting  this 

knot, 
I  promist  friendship,  but  you  love  few  wordes:. 

I  spake,  but  I  meairt  '^  it  not. 
Who  markes  tliis  friendship  betwene  u^  twn^ 
Shal  judge  of  the  worldely  friendship  without  any 

more  a  doo« 


^mm^mi 


9  rr  If— the,  Sd  edit.  '^  Frlenif— omitted  in  Sd  e^it. 

"  Wt  art  Of  hkt  in  eondictons^  as  Jacke  Ffetcher  and  kit  bowtt—rA  Fkicker  ts  a  maker  of  nrows,  trt^ 
feche^  an  arrow,  Fr.  The  FUichen  company  had  several  charters  granted  to  them,  tboogh  at  priest*  I 
Mieve,  tb^  have  only  a  aoaihial  ezlsteace.  Aristippus  raeancs  to  say,  that  he  diffinrs  as  much  In  dispo- 
sition from  tarisopkus,  as  Jack  the  arrowsmith  varies  in  quality  from  a  bolt  or  arrow  of  his  own  makiof.  ^^ 

'^ if  you  sell  him  for  onokmao€ffor  hto  servos  for  twaino^-w,  in  Like  to  Lskti  quoik  iks  DeoU  Is  1^ 

CMIier,  1589: 


^  Mama- 


**  There  thou  mayst  be  called  a  knave  in  grane, 

^  And  where  knaves  be  scant  thoa  maytst  go  for  twayae;*' 

^Sdedlt. 
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It  m«j  be  ftvyplbt  pattern  tKarof ;  but  true  frieod^ 

ship  mdeede 
Of  nought  but  of  vertoe  doth  truly  proeeede. 
Bat  why  do  I  now  enter  into  philosophie. 
Which  do  profene  the  fine  kinde  of  curtesie  ? 
I  wyU  hence  to  thu  oourt,  with  all  haste  I  may, 
I  thinke  the  king  he  atirringy  it  is  now  bright  day. 
To  wait  at  a  piuohe^  still  in  sight  I  meane, 
For  wot  ye  what  ?  a  new  brooroe  sweepes  deane.^ 
As  to  hie  honor,  I  mynde  not  to  clime. 
So  I  raeane  in  the  vourt  to  lose  no  time : 
Wherein,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  '^  I  trust  that  I 
Shall  not  soeede  worst,  and  that  very  quickly. 

[Exit. 

Here  entrethDkUOV  ai^fPlTBiAS  like  mariners. 

Dam,  O  Neptone,  immortall  be  thy  prayse. 
For  that  so  safe  from  Greece  we  have  past  the  seas. 
To  this  noble  citie  SiracuMs,  where  we 
ThQ  auneient  raygoe  of  the  Romaines  may  see. 
Whose  force  Preece  also  heretofore  hath  knowoe, 
Whdse  yerme  the  shrii)  trump  of  fame  so  farre 

hath  blowne. 
Fith^  My  Damon,  of  right,  high  prayse  we 

ought  to  M%e 
To  NfiptUQOftpd  aQ  the  gods,  that  we  safely  dyd 

arryve. 
The  seni^  I  thinke,  fvith  contrary  winds  never 

r^ed  so, 
I  am  even  vet  so  seasicke,  that  1  faynt  as  I  go ; 
TH^r^foro  let  us  get  some  lodging  quidieiy^ 
But  where  is  Stephano  ? 

Here  entreth  St£fbano. 

itej^h*  No^fafre  hence;  a  pookes  take  these 
maryner  knaves. 
Not  one  woiild  healpe  mee  to  carry  this  stuflfe, 

such  dropken  slaves 
1  thipko  be  accursed  of  th^  gpddek  oivne  mouther. 
Dim*  3tqihanp,  le^ve  thy  ragyng,  and  let  us 
enter  Siracussi^  i 

We  wil  pfovide  lodging,  and  thou  shalt  he  eased 

of  thy  bqroen  by  and  hy. 

;$^Q»^  Qood  may9ter,mi|ke  haste,  for  I  tell  yoe 
playoe, 

Tbu  he^vy  burden  pM  peore  Stephano  to  mych 

payne. 


l^th.  Come  on  tliy  wayes,  thou  shalt  be  leased, 
and  that  anon.  [Exeunt. 

Here  entreth  Carisopdus. 

Carts,  It  is  a  true  saying,  that  oft  hath  ben* 

Spoken, 
The  pitcher  goetli  so  longe  to  the  water,  that  it'^ 

commeth  home  broken. 
My  Qwne  proofe  this  hath  taught  me,  for,  truly> , 

sith  I, 
In  the  citic  have  used  to  walke  very  slyly ; 
Not  with  one  can  I  meete^  that  wyll  in  talka 

joyne  with  race, 
And  to  creepe  into  men's  bosomes^  '^  some  talke 

for  to  snatche, 
By  whiche,  into  one  trip  or  other,  I  might  trimly 

them  c^tche^ 
And  so  accuse  them :  now,  not  with  one  can  I 

mecte, 
That  wyl  joyne  in  talke  with  me,  I  am  shun*d  like 

a  devill  in  the  streete. 
My  credit  is  crackte  where  I  am  knowne ;  hut,  I 

heare  say, 
Certaine  straingers  are  arriv'd  they  were  a  good 

pray, 
If,  happely,  I  might  meete  with  them :  I  fear  not  I, 
But  in  talke  I  should  trippe  them,  and  that  very 

finely. 
Whiche  thinge,  I  assure  you,  I  doo  for  myne  owne 

gayne,-^ 
Or  els  I  woulde  not  plodde  thys  up  and  dowoe,  X 

tetl  you  playne. 
Well,  I  wyll  tot  a  whyle  to  the  court,  to  see 
What  Aristippus  doth ;  I  ^ould  he  loth  io  faver 

he  should  over  run  me ; 
He  is  a  subtile  chyld,  he  ibtl^reth  so  finely,  that 

I  feare  mee. 
He  wyll  Hcke  the  fatte  from  my  lippes,  and  so 

out-wery  ntee, 
Therfore  I  wyll  not  be  longe  absent,  but  at  handt 
Tha^  all  his  fine  driftes  I  mt^  understapde; 

[Exit. 

tiere  entreth  Witll  and  Jacke.  J? 

^/j.  I  wonder  what  my  master  Aristifxpua 
meanes  now  ardaies,       • 


*♦  A  iifip  brqomp  noupa  clumi—\\kU  was  prpyerhial.    See  Ray's  {Collection  of  Proverbs^  p,  140. 

''  Bappy  num  be  hia  dote — a  proverbial  expression  often  found  in  ancient  writers.  Dole,  Mr  Steevens 
observes,  (note  to  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  A.  1.  S.  1.)  Is  any  thing  dealt  aut  or  distributed,  thougli  its 
•riginal  meaning  was  the  prevision  given  Away  at  the  doon  of  great  Aen^s  houses.  It  is  generally  writ- 
tea  ^  iUf  dole,  though  Rae,  p.  1 1 0,  gives  it  as  in  the  Sd  4to,  by  bis  dole.  Shakspeare  also  uses  the  phrase 
la  The  H^rry  JVivee  of  WMtor.     .  »,i  , 

Again,  in  Hudibras^  P.  1.  C.  3.  L  637  : 


.tii' 


'*  Let  us  that  are  unhurt  and  whole, 
*'  Fall  on.  and  happy  man  be^e  dole,''* 


"->. 


^  //—he,  Ist  edl^ 


^7  ^as^;7^9--bQSonle^  Sd  edit. 
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[Edward^'. 


That  be'leavetfa  j)hilosophie,  and  seekes  "  to 

please 
Kynv  Dionisius  with  sach  mery  toyes; 
In  Dionisiu^*  court  now  he  only  joyes^ 
As  trim  A  courtier  as  the  best. 
Ready  to  answer,  quicke  in  tauntes,  pleasaunt  to 

A  lustie  companion  to  devise  with  fine  dames. 
Whose  humour  to  feede,his  wylie  witte  he  frames. 
Jacke,  By  cocke,  as  you  say,  your  master  is  a 

mmion ; 
A  foule  coyle  he  keepes  in  this  court ;  Aristippus 

alone,  '^ 

Now  rules  the  roaste  with  his  pleasant  devises. 
That  I  fepre  he  wyil  put  out  of  conceit,  my  mais- 

ter  Carisophus. 
WylL  Feare  not  that,  Jacke ;  for  like  brother 

and  brother, 
Tliey  are  knit  in  true  friendsliip  the  one  with  the 

other; 
They  are  fcllowesyou  knowe,  and  honest  men  both, 
Therfore  the  oce  to  hinder  the  other,  they  wyll 

be  lothe. 
<  Jacke,  Yea«  but  I  have  heard  say  there  is  fal- 

shod  in  felowshippe. 
In  the  court  sometimes  one  geves  another  finely 

the  slippe  : 
Which  when  it  is  spied,  it  is  laught  out  with  a 

scoffe,'» 
And  with  sporting  and  playing  quietly^  shaken  of : 
In  wbiche  kind  of  toying,  thy  master  hath  such  a 

grace, 
That  he  wyl!  never  blush,  he  hath  a  woddeii  face. 
But,  WyU,  my  maister  hath  bees  in  his  head, 
If  hee  iynde  mee  heare  pratinge,  I  am  but  dead : 
He  is  stiJi  trotting  in  the  citie,  there  is  sumwhat 

in  the  winde : 
His  lookes  bewray  his  inwarde  troubled  mynde : 
Therfore  I  will  be  packing  to  the  courte  by  and  by ; 
If  he  be  once  angry,  Jacke  shall  cry,  wo  the  pye. 
WylL  By*r  lady,  if  I  tarry  longe  here,  of  the 

same  sauce  shall  I  tast, 
For  my  roaster  sent  mee  on  an  errand,  and  bad 

mee  make  haste, 
Therfore  we  wyll  departe  together*        [Exeunt. 

Here  entreth  Stepbano. 

Steph.  Ofte  times  I  have  beard,  before  I  came 
hether. 
That  no  man  can  serve  two  maisters  together: 
A  sentence  so  true,  ay  moste  men  doo  ^e  it, 


At  any  time  false,  that  no  man  can  make  it ; 
And  yet  by  their  leave,  that  first  have  it  spoken. 
How  that  may  prove  false,  even  here  I  wyU  open : 
For  T,  Stepbano,  loe,  so  named  by  my  father, 
At  this  time  serve  two  masters  together. 
And  love  them  alyke  the  one  and  the  other : 
I  duly  obey,  I  can  doo  no  other. 
A  bondman  I  am,  so  nature  hath  wrought  me. 
One  Damon  of  Greece,  a  gentleman,  bought  iBe. 
To  him  I  stande  bond,  yet  serve  I  another. 
Whom  Damon  my  master  loves,  as  his  own  brother : 
A  gentleman  too,  and  Pithias  he  is  named. 
Fraught  with  vertue,  whom  vice  never  defamed : 
These  twoo,  since  at  schoole  they  fell  ao^uainted, 
In  mutuall  friendship  at  no  time  have  fainted. 
But  loved  so  kindly  and  friendly  eche  other. 
As  thoughe  they  were  brothers  by  father  and 

mother : 
Pythagoras'  leam^ge  these  two  have  embrasei^ 
Which  bothe  are  in  vertue  so  narrowlj  laced. 
That  all  their  whole  doings  doe  fall  to  this  issue. 
To  have  no  respect,  but  onely  to  vertue : 
All  one  in  effecte,  all  one  in  their  goynge. 
All  one  in  their  study,  all  one  in  their  doyogr 
These  gentlemen  both,  beyng  of  one  oondicion. 
Both  alike  of  my  service  have  all  the  fruition : 
Pithias  is  joyfull,  if  Damon  be  pleased ; 
Yf  Pithias  be  served,  then  Damon  is  eased. 
Serve  one,  serve  both,  so  neare,  who  would  win 

them  ? 
I  thinke  they  have  but  one  hart  betwene  them. 
In  travelyng  countryes,  we  three  have  contrived,*^ 
Full  many  a  vearc;  and  this  day  arrived 
At  Siracusae  m  Sicillia,  that  auncient  towne. 
Where  my  masters  are  lodged;  and  1  up  and 

downe 
Go  seekyng  to  leame  what  news  here  are  walkynj[, 
To  harke  of  what  thynges  the  people  are  talkynge. 
I  iyke  not  this  soyle;  for  as  I  goe  ploddynee, 
I  marke  there  two,  there  three,  their  hcades  al- 

wayes  noddinge, 
In  close  secret  wise,  styll  whisperyng  together. 
If  I  aske  any  question,  no  man  doth  answer ; 
But  shakyng  their  heades,  thej  go  their  wayes 


I  marke  how  with  teares  their  wet  eyes  «« 

leakyoge : 
Some  strangenesse  there  is,  that  breedeth  this 

musinge. 
Well,  I  wyll  to  my  masters,  and  tell  of  their  using^ 
That  they  may  leame,  and  waike  wisely  together : 


■«  5«eX'ej— seeketh,  Sd  edit.  "  5co#e— grace,  8d  edit.  ^  ^ui0//j^-qalckIy,  Sd  edit* 

*'  «e  three  have  contrived 

Full  many  a  yeare — To  contrive,  in  this  place,  signifies  to  wear  away,  to  spend,  from  confers,  VA 
So,  in  Shakspeare's  Taming  of  the  SArew,  A.  1.  S.  2. 

Please  yoa  we  many  eonirive  this  afternoon  f 

Totum  ktmc  contrivl  dUm*    S. 

See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Warfoarton  and  Dr  Johnson  on  the  above  line  in  Shakspearc.  .   . 
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I  kut  we  shall  cone  the  tine  we  came  bether. 

[£xtt. 

Utre  cntreth  Aristippus  and  Wyll. 

Aru,  Wjlly  didst  thou  heare  the  ladies  so  talk 

of  mee^ 
What  ajleth  them  ?  from  their  nippes^'  *  shall  I 

never  be  free  ? 
W}flL  Good  faith,  sir,  all  the  ladies  in  the 

courte  do  plainly  report, 
Tint  without  mencion  of  them,  yoo  can  make  no 

sporte: 
Tbey  are  your  playne  song,  to  singe  descant 

upon;" 
If  tbe^  weare  not,  ;^our  mirth  were  gone. 
Tkerfore,  master,  jest  no  more  with  women  in 

any  wise,   * 
If  you  doo,  by  Cocke  you  are  lyke  to  knowe  the 

price. 
Am.  ByV  lady,  Wyll,  this  is  good  counsell, 

playnely  to  jest 
Of  women,  proofe  hath  taught  mee  it  is  not  the 

best: 
I  wyll  change  my  coppy,  how  be  it  I  care  not  a 

quench^  *^ 
I  know  the  galde  horse  will  soonest  wincfae : 
But  letme  thou  secretly  what  prively  they  talke 
Of  me  in  the  courte ;  among  them  slyly  walke, 
And  bring  roe  true  newestlMBreof. 
WtfU,  I  wyll,  sir  maister,  therof  have  no  doubt, 

fori, 
Wbeire  they  talke  of  you,  wyll  enforme  you  pei> 

fectly. 
Ark.  Do  so,  my  boy ;  if  thou  bringe  it  finely 

to  passe. 
For  thy  good  service,  thou  shalt  go  in  thine  olde 

coate  at  Christmas.  [Exeunt. 

Bore  entreih  Damon,  Pitoias,  and  St^havo. 

Doai.  Stephano,  is  all  this  true  that  thou  hast 

tolde  me  ? 
Stqtk  Sir,  for  lies,  hetherto  ye  never  controlde 


Oh  diat  we  had  never  set  foote  on  this  land, 
Where  Dionisius  raycnes  with  so  bloody  a  hande ! 
Erery  day  be  sheweth  some  token  of  crueltie. 


With  blood  he  hath  filled  all  the  streetes  in  the 

citie : 
I  tremble  to  heare  the  people's  murmuring, 
I  lament,  tu  see  bis  most  cruell  dealyng : 
I  thinke  there;i8no  suche  tyraunt  under  the'sunne ; 
O,  my  dcare  masters,  this  mornyng,  what  hath  be 

done  I 
Dam.  Wliat  is  that?  tell  ns  quickly. 
Steph.  As  I  this  mornyng  past  in  the  strecfe, 
With  a  wofall  nian,Koing  to  his  death,  did  I  meete. 
Many  people  folowcd,  and  I  of  one  secretly 
Asked  the  cause,  why  lie  was  condemned  to  die) 
Whispered  in  mine  earc,  nought  hath  be  done  but 

thus, 
^  In  sleape  he  dreamed  he  had  killed  Dionisius ; 
Which  dreame  tolde  abrode,  was  brought  to  the 

kinge  iu  poste. 
By  whome  coudemned  for  suspicion,  his  lyfe  he 

hath  lost; 
Marcia  was  his  name,  as  the  people  sayde. 
Fiih.  My  deare  friende  Damon,  I  blame  not 

Stephano 
For  wishyng  we  had  not  come  hether;  seeynge  it 

is  so, 
That  for  so  small  cause,  suche  cruell  death  doth 

insue. 
Dam.  My  Pitbias,  where  tirantes  raigne,  suche 

cases  are  not  new. 
Which  fcarynge  their  owne  state  for  great  cruel* 

tie,*V 
To  sit  fast  as  they  thinke,  doo  execute  speedely, 
All  suche  as  any  light  suspicion  have  tainted. 
Sieph.  With  such  quicke  karvers,  I  lyst  not  be 

aquainted. 
Dam.  So  are  they  never  in  quiet,  but  in  suspi* 

cion  styll. 
When  one  is  made  away,  they  take  occasion  ano- 
ther to  kyll : 
Ever  in  feare,  havyng  no  trustie  friende,  voyde  of 

all  people's  love. 
And  in  their  own  conscience  a  continuall  hell  they 

proove. 
Pith.  As  thyiiges  by  their  contraryes  are  al- 

wayes  best  prooved,   - 
How  happie  are  then  mercifull  princes  of  the'iif 

people  beloved ! 


^  *  Nippt§—iamdM^  or  sarcasoH.    See  Johnson.    N« 

^ piste*  iomgt  to  tinge  daeaiU  uprnt^^PUan  tong^  is  pUunu  coalttf,  aniform  modulation.    Dmw 

ttti.  Is  Biisical  paraphrase.  8ee  a  note  on  The  Midsummer  Nigkt*t  Dream^  Vol.  III.  p.  63. ;  and  another 
00  King  Richard  111.  Vol.  VII.  p.  6.  edit.  1778.     S. 

^' I  cart  not  a  qaencbe — Spemer  has  this  word,  which,  as  Dr  Johnson  observes,  appears  to  be 

the  lame  as  idiicA.    It  iliould  seem  to  be  expressive  of  some  slight  degree  of  pain,  and  in  this  instance  to 
Beao  tlie  same  as  if  the  speaker  had  said,  1  care  not  &fiUip.    S. 

^  intUape  he  dreamed  he  had  killed  Dionitiue — A  late  writer  observes,  that**  Dionysias  the  tyrant  is  said 
to  have  punished  with  death,  one  of  his  sulyects,  for  dreaming  he  had  killed  him.  This  was  hardly  more 
Mutliiilous,  than  the  execution  of  the  gentleman,  who  having  a  white  deer  in  hb  park,  which  was  killed 
hy  Edward  the  Fourth,  wished  the  deer,  horns  and  all,  in  the  belly  of  him  that  counselled  the  king  to  kill 
It,  wkertaa  in  truth  no  man  eounteUed  the  king  to  it :  or  than  the  attainder  and  execution  of  Algernon 
Sydaey,  on  the  evidence  of  private  and  unpublished  papers,  without  any  proof,  q^  even  a  luggestioni  oC 
their  uttcnded  publication.'*  Principlet  of  Penal  Law,  C.  x\. 
M  For  groat  cmel/j^— with  crueltie,  8d  edit. 
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DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


[BDWAft»a. 


i&vjhg  Bare  frietidlss  e^reiry  wheHre,  kid  fekte  dolh 

touch  them, 
They  moy  safely  ^pend  the  daye  pleasttiitiy^  at 

night 
Secw^  dormiunt  in  nimm^  aurem* 
O  my  Damon,  if  choyce  wereoffined  mee,  I  would 

choose  to  bie  Pithias 
As  I  am,  Damon's  friende,  ratHer  then  be  king 

Dionisius. 
.   Stqth.  And  godd  cause  why,  for  you  are  en* 

tierly  beloved  of  one ; 
And  as  farre  as  I  heare,  Dionisius  is  beloved  of 

none. 
Dam,  That  state  is  moste  miserable  :  thrise 

happy  are  wee. 
Whom  true  love  hath  joyoed  in  perfect  amitye : 
Which  amitye  first  sprong,  without  vaunting  be  it 

spoken,  that  is  true, 
Of  likelines  of  matters,  tooke  roote  by  company, 

and  now  b  conserved  by  vertue ; 
Which  vertue  alwaies  tboogh  ^  worldly  things  do 

not  frame. 
Yet  doth  she  atohive  to  her  followers  immortall 

fame : 
Wherof  if  men  were  carefuU,  for  Tertae's  sake  only 
They  would  honour  friendship,  and  not  for  com- 

moditie: 
But  such  as  for  profit  in  friendship  do  Kncke, 
When  stormes  come,  they  slide  away  sooner  than 

a  man  will  thinke : 
My  Pithias,  the  soaraiie  of  my  tidke  fallee  to  this 

issue, 
To  prove  no  friendship  is  Aure^  but  that  which  is 

grounded  on  vertue.   . 
Fith,  My  Damon,  of  this  tbyng  there  needcs 

no  proofe  to  mee. 
The  gods  forbyd«  but  that  Pkhias  with  Damon  in 

al  thmgs  shuld  agree. 
For  why  is  it  said,  amcut  elitr  ipse, 
But  that  true  friendes  should  be  two  in  body,  but 

one  io  minde  ? 
As  it  were  one.  transformed  into  another,  which 

against  kinde 
Though  it  seeme,  yet  io  good  faicb,  when  I  am 

alone, 
I  forget  I  am  Pithias,  metbinkes  I  an  Damon. 
StepK  That  could  I  never  doo,  to  forget  iny- 

selfe,  fuI^weU  I  know. 
Wheresoever  I  go,  that  I  am  pauper  Stephano : 
But  I  pray  you,  sir,  for  all  your  philosophic. 
See  that  in  this  oouite  you  waike  very  wisely ; 
You  ace  but  newly  cokae  hether,  beyng  straofigers 

ye  know. 

Many  eyes  are  bent  on  you  in  the  streetes  as  yeji^D; 
Many  spies  are  abroad,  you  cannot  be  too  cir- 
cumspect. 
Dam.  Stephano,  because  thou  art  careful!  of 

mee  thy  aiaster,  t  do  tfaee  praise ; 


Yet  thiiike  this  for  m  soertie^  no  ttatc  to  diipteaM 
By  talke,  or  otherwise :  my  friende  and  1  entende, 

we  wyll  here 
As  men  that  come  to  see  the  soyle  and  roaners  of 

ai  tnen  of  ^ery  degree. 
Pithngoras  said,  that  this  worlde  ipms  liko  a  stage,*^ 
Wheton  many  play  tbi^  partes :  the  kobelS^ 

the  sage 
Phylofopbers  ate,  saith  be,  wboae  p^Ute  is  to  Ittlrne 
The  maners  of  mil  natioai,  and  tbe  good  from 

the  bad  to  ditceme. 
Steph,  Good  faith,  sir,  concemyoge  the  people, 

tfaey  are  not  gay ; 
And,  as  farre  as  I  see,  they  be  mummery  for  noog|bt 

tbey  say. 
For  the  moste  paru»,  what  so  ever  yoa  aske  them  ; 
The  soyle  is  suche,that  to  live  heare  I  cannot  lyke. 
Dam.  Thou  spcak»t  acoordyUge  to  tby  kM^ 

ynge,  but  I  say, 
Qouie  woium  forti  patris :  o  wyae  imus  m«y  lyre 

every  wheare ; 
Therfore,  my  denre  friende  Ptthkis, 
Let  us  view  this  towne  in  everie  phiee, 
And  then  consider  the  peoptes  maners  alto; 
Pith,  As  you  wyll,  my  Damon ;  tmt  bow  saj 

yo«,  Stephano  ? 
Is  it  not  best  ere  we  go  fartfaer,to  take  MMue  re  post? 
StepL  In  faith,  I  lyke  well  this  qettstioi^  ikr: 
'  for  all  year  haste, 
To  eat  eomewhat,  I  pray  yon,  thiuk  it  no  loUy ; 
It  is  hie  dinner  time,  I  know  by  my  belly. 

Dam,  Then  let  os  to  our  lodging  depoMs ; 

when  dinner  is  done. 
We  iryil  view  this  dtie  as  we  imve  begbiin^ 

[Exeunt. 

Here  entr^h  Carimfhtts. 

Car,  Once  agayne  in  hope  of  good  wynd,  I 

hoyae  «p  ray  sayle, 
I  goe  into  the  citie  to  finde  aom  pray  for  myne 

'a^BMe  • 
I  hunger  while  I  may  see  the  straongers  that  lately 
Arrived,  I  were  eaife  if  once  i  mig^  tBeetfe  tibem 

hUppiif* 
Let  them  bairke  thiit  list  at  tUs  kitide  of  gaine, 
He  is  a  foole  that  for  his  pro6t  will  not  take 

payfie« 
Though  it  be  joyned  with  other  mens  hurt,  I  care 

notataU^ 
For  pro^  i  %ryM  ^Kciae  any  man,  ham  fvbot  sbaU. 
But  soft,  sirs,  I  >pt«f  yon  h«iyrfi;  MMt  «re  tkitf 

that  ciy*iefjere? 
By  their  apparell  and  tondaumnce,  some  strangers 

they  appeare. 
I  wyll  shrowde  my  selCc  secretly,  even  here  for  a 

while. 
To  hear^  iUl  theirtalke»  tbat  I  may  the  19  Viegay]^ 


J^  Though — through,  both  editions.    The  fttteraf  ion  by  Mr  Dodsley. 
V  fVtu  Wet  a  stage — is  lyke  unto  a  stage,  2d  edit. 
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Here  atirtik  Damoh  and  Stethavo. 

4SUpiL  A  shoite  horse  soone  curried;^'  my 
belly  waxech  tbioner, 
I  am  ms  hungry  now,  as  when  I  went  to  dinner : 
Vodr  pfailotophicfti  diet  is  so  fi|ie  and  simU, 
That  yoa  may  eate  your  dinner  and  supper  at 
once,  and  not  tarfaite  At  all. 
DflR.  Stepbano,  much  meat  brecdes  heavynes, 

tbnme  diet  makes  thee  light. . 
Siqtk,  I  may  be  lighter  thereby,  bat  I  shall  ne- 
ver roa  the  fisster. 
l>aiB.  I  have  bad  suffidendy  discourse  of  amitie» 
Which  I  bad  at  dinner  with  Pitbias;  and  his 

pleasauot  oompmie 
Bath  fully  satisfied  roe ;  it  dotAiiaec  good  to  feede 
myae  eyes  oo  him. 
Stepk  Course  or  discourse,  your  oowse  is  very 
course ;  for  all  your  talke. 
Too  had  but  one  bare  course,  and  that  was  pike, 

rise  and  walke. 
And  sorely,  for  all  your  talke  of  (pbilaaophie, 
I  nerer  heard  that  a  maa  wiifti  wordes  coakl  £11 

his  belly. 
Feede  yoor  eyes,  quoth  you  i  the  reason  from  my 

wisdom  iwanreth, 
I  ftaied  on  you  both,  and  yet  my  beHy  starveth. 
Dom,  Ah  Scephaoo,  sniaU  diet  Hneth  a  &ie 


Sieph,  I  care  not  for  your  craftie  sophistrie, 
T4«  two  are  fine,  kt  mea  be  fed  like  a  grose 

knave  styll, 
lypay  you  lioeace  mee  for  a  while  to  have  my  will, 
At^nme  lo  iary,  whiles  yoa  take  view  of  this  citie ; 
To  fynde  some  odde  victualles  in  a  comer,  I  am 
^erie  wittie. 
Dam*  At  your  pleasure,  sir,  I  wyll  wayte  on 
my  seMe  this  daye, 
Tet  atteode  upon  Pithias,  whiche  for  a  purpose 

tarieth  at  home ; 
So  doyng,  you  wayte  upon  mee  also. 

Strpk.  With  wmftes  on  my  feete  I  go.     [Exit. 
ihm.  Not  ia  vain  Ike  poet  sayech :  Naiuram 
/krcd  erpetUUf  iamem  utqM  recurrit. 
For  trayne  up  a  bondman  never  to  so  good  a  be- 

baviour. 
Yet  in  some  pointe  of  servilitie  he  wyll  savour : 
As  this  Scepliaao,  tnistie  to  asee  his  master,  lov- 

jn^  and  kinde, 
Tet  touchy  ng  his  belly,  a  veryboodmani  him  finde : 
■e  4i  to  ba  borne  withaU,  beyng  ao  jatt  and  trae, 
I  assure  yon,  I  woaid  aotcbirange  tnm  for  a  new : 
B«t  fiMe  tbhikes,  this  h  «  pleattuit  citib, 
The  seate  is  |;ood,  *^  amI  yet  not  strange,  and 
<faat  is  great  jnttie. 


Carts.  I  am  sbTc^  be  is  myne  rmne* 
Dam.  The  ayre  subtle  and  iloe,  the  people 
should  be  wittie, 
That  dwell  under  this  climate  ia  so  pure  a  region, 
A  trimmer  plotte  I  have  tiot  seene  in  my  pere- 

gn  nation : 
Nothing  mislyketh  mee  in  this  caantrcy, 
But  that  I  beare  aach  mutteryag  of  cmeltiet 
Fame  reporteth  strange  tbynges  of  Dtonitias, 
But  kynges  matters  passyng  our  reaches  pertayne 
not  to  us. 
Carii.  Dionisius,  quoth  you  ?  since  the  worlde 


In  Cicilia  never  raygned  so  crueU  a  man : 
A  deipightfbU  tirant  to  all  men,  I  marvnyle  I, 
That  none  makes  him  away,  and  tbat  sodaynly. 
Dam.  My  friende,  the  goddes  forbyd  so  cruell 

athyage, 
That  any  man  shoaM  lift  op  bis  twaide  against 

tfael^yage: 
Or  seeke  other  mcaaes  fay  death  blm  la  prevent. 
Whom  to  rule  on  >eafth  the  mightie  gOddes  have 

sent: 
But,  my  friende,  leave  off  this  talke  of  kynge 

Dionisius. 
Carii,  Why,  sir?  he  cannot  hear  us. 
JDoRi.  What  then?  Am  netcis  longoM  ftgibui 

esse  manui  f 
^isoo  safo  talkynge  of  them  tfaatslryke  afarre^i^ 
But  Jeavynf;  kyages  roattten,  I  pray  you  shew  m6 

this  curtesie. 
To  describe  in  few  wordes  the  state  of  this  «ide. 
A  travayler  I  am,  desiroos  to  know 
The  state  of  eche  couatrye,  wher  ever  I  go : 
Not  to  the  hurt  of  any  state,  but  to  get  experience 

theiby : 
It  is  not  for  nought,  that  the  poet  doth  crye : 
Die  miJU  mma  viruoi,  capt4t  post  tempara  Trqfop 
Qui  mores  hominum  multorum  vidit  et  urbes. 
In  whiche  verses,  as  some  writers  do  scan, 
The  poet  describeth  a  perfect  wise  man : 
Even  so, I  beynga  srai)ger,addicted  tophylosophi^ 
To  see  the  state  of  countreyes  my  seuc  I  implie. 
Caris.  Sir,  I  lykc  this  entent ;  but  may  I  aske 

your  name  withoot  soome  f 
Dam.  My  name  is  Damon,  weN  knowen  in  my 

coaacrey,  a  gendemaa  borne. 
Corti.  You  do  wisely,  to  scrobe  the  «tate  of  eche 

coontne. 
To  beare  intelligence  therof,  whither  you  lust; 

be  in  a  spie. 
Sir,  I  pray  you,  have  pacience  a  wbite^  for  I  have 

to  do  bere  by : 
Vieur  tkb  wemkm  pane  ^  ebii  citie  as  ywa  tttrnd, 

and  I  very  quickly 


**  ji  $k&rU  kane^aoamejoirried^SM  JEtay*i  Praoerht^  p.  ISfi. 

*'  Tke  $eaie  i»  good~~ihe  seaie  meam  the  tituation.    See,  in  Dr  Johnson's  Dictionary,  imUoces  of  it^ 
from  Raleigh,  Hayward,  Bacon,  and  B.  Jopton.    N. 
^^JfMKVDt  in  4f4fiMi^  sa^fs  : 

**  This  castle  bath  a  pleasant  «mtf.*' 
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Wyll  retourne  to  you  agayiie,and  then  wyll  I  show 
The  state  of  all  this  countries  and  of  the  courte 

also.  [£jriV. 

Dam,  I  thaoke  yon  for  your  courtesie. — This 

chaunceth  well  that  I 
Met  with  this  gentleman  so  happely, 
Whiche,  as  it  seemeth,  misllkctb  some  th3rnge, 
Els  he  would  liot  taike  so  boldly  of  the  kynge, 
And  that  to  a  stranger.  But  lue  where  he  comes 

in  haste. 

Here  entreth  CARisoPHts  and  Sstap. 

Carit,  ^^  This  is  he  felow  Snap,  snap  him  up ; 

away  with  him. 
Sfu^,  Good  felow,  thou  must  go  with  mee  to 

the  courte. 
Danu  To  the  court,  sir  ?  and  why  ? 
Carit,  Well,  we  wyll  dispute  that  before  the 

kyng;  away  with  hym  quickly. 
Dam,  Is  this  the  curtesie  you  promysed  mee, 

and  that  very  lately. 
C^rii,  Away  with  hym,  I  say. 
Dam.  Use  no  violence,  I  wyll  go  with  you 

quietly.  [Exeunt  omuet. 

Here  entreth  Aristippus. 

ArU^  Ah,  sira,  by*r  lady,  Aristippus  lykes  Dio- 

nisius'  court  very  well, 
tVhichein  passyng  joyes,  and  pleasures  doth  excell. 
Where  he  nath  DaptUa  canasgemalUlectesetauro 
Fulgentii  turgmani  zonam, 
I  have  plied  the  harvest,  and  stroke  when  the 

yron  was  hotte. 
When  I  spied  my  time,  I  was  not  squemish  to 

crave,  God  wotie. 
But  with  some  pleasant  toyes,^'  I  crept  into  the 

kinge*s  bosome, 
Tor  whiche  Dionisius  gave  me  Auri  talentum 

magnum^ 
A  large  rewnrde  for  so  simple  services : 
What  then  ?  the  kiu&e's  prayse  standeth  chiefly 

in  bountifulnesse : 
Which  thynge,  though  1  told  the  kyng  very  plea- 
santly. 
Yet  can  I  proove  it  by  good  writers  of  great  an- 

tiquitie: 
But  that  shall  not  neede  at  this  time,  since  that 

I  have  aboundantly. 
When  I  lacke  heraftcr,  1  wyll  use  this  poinct  of 

philosophiie ; 
But  nowy  whereas  I  have  felt  the  kynge's  lybe- 

ralytie. 
As  princely  as  it  came,  I  wyll  spende  it  as  regallie : 
Money  is  currant,  men  say,  and  currant  comes  of 

Currendo : 
Then  wyll  I  make  money  runne,  as  bis  nature 

rcquircth  I  trow. 


For  what  becomes  a  pbiloiopher  best. 

But  to  despise  money  above  the  rest  f 

And  yet,  not  so  despise  it,  but  to  have  in  store. 

Enough  to  serve  his  owoe  toume,  and  somewhat 

more. 
With  sondrie  sportes  and  tauntes^  yester  nigbt  I 

delighted  the  kinge, 
That  with  his  lowde  laughter  the  whole  courte 

did  ring, 
And  I  thought  he  laught  not  merier  than  I,  whea 

I  got  this  money. 
But  mumbouget,  ^^  for  Carisophvs  I  espie 
In  haste  to  come  hether :  I  must  handle  the  koave 

finely. 
Ohy  Carisophus,  my  dearest  frcinde,  my  trustie 

companyon ! 
What  newes  with  you  ?  where  have  you  been  so 

longc? 

Here  entreth  Carisophus. 

Carit,  My  best  beloved  friend,  AristippnSy  I 

am  come  at  last ; 
I  have  not  spent  all  my  time  in  wast ; 
I  have  got  a  pray,  and  that  a  good  one  I  trow. 
Arit,  What  pray  is  that  ?  faine  would  1  kiio«r« 
Carit,  Such  a  crafty  spie  I  have  caught,  I  dare 

say. 
As  never  was  in  Cicilia  before  this  day ; 
Suche  a  one  as  viewed  every  weake  place  in  the 

citie« 
Survewed  the  haven,  and  each  bulwarke,  ia  talkcf 

very  wittie ; 
And  yet  by  some  wordes  hiroselfe  he  dyd  bewray. 
Arit,  I  tliinke  so  in  good  faith,  as  you  did  han- 
dle him. 
Carit,  I  handled  him  darkly,  I  joyned  in  talke 

with  him  courteously ; 
But  when  wee  were  entrcd,  I  let  bioi  speake  bis 

wyll,  and  I 
Suckt  out  thus  much  of  his  wordes,  that  I  made 

him  say  playnely. 
He  was  come  hether  to  know  the  state  of  tbe  dtie. 
And  not  onely  this,  but  that  he  would  undentaade 
The  state  of  Dionisius*  courte,  and  of  tbe  whole 

land ; 
Which  wordes  when  I  heard,  I  desired  him  to 

staye, 
Till  I  had  done  a  little  businesse  of  the  way. 
Promising  him  to  retume  agayne  quickly ;  and  so 

jdid  convaye 
Myself  to  the  courte  for  Snap  the  tipstaflfe,  which 

came  and  opsnatched  him. 
Brought  him  to  the  court,  and  in  the  porter's 

lodge  dispatched  him  ; 
After  I  ran  to  Dionisius,  as  fast  as  I  could. 
And  bewrayed  this  matter  to  him,  which  I  have 

you  toldes  ' 


»•  ThU  it  he,  &c.— This  is  the,  &c.  «d  edit.  3i  2\>yes— tyoe,  Irt  edit. 

3*  Mumbouget— a,  cant  term  for  be  silent }  mum  and  budget  are  tbe  words  made  asc  of  by  Steader  aid 
Am  Va^Cf  ^n  The  Merry  fVivet  of  fVinitor.  *  ^ 
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Which  Ihtiif^  when  hee  hehrd,  beinge  Tery  mery 

before. 
He  soddaiol  J  fell  in  dump,  and  fomyng  like  a  bore, 
Ai  last,  he  swore  in  great  rage,  that  he  should  die 
By  the  sworde,  or  the  wbeele,  and  that  very  shortly. 
I  am  too  jhamef ast  for  my  travell  and  toyle, 
I  cmve  oothioge  of  Dionisius,but  onely  his  spoyle : 
Litle  hath  he  about  him,  but  a  few  motneaten 

crownes  of  golde, 
Cha  poacht  them  up  all  readie,  they  are  sore  in 

hold; 
And  jiow  I  goe  into  the  citie,  to  say  sooth. 
To  see  what  he  hath  at  his  lodginge,  to  make  up 
my  month. 
Arut,  My  Carisophos,  you  have  don  good  ser- 
vice ;  but  what  the  spie's  name  ? 
Com.  He  b  called  Damon,  home  in  Ghreece, 

from  whence  latly  he  came. 
Ariu  By  my  trooth,  I  will  goe  see  him,  and 
speak  with  him  too  if  I  niay. 
-    Cerit.  Doo  so^  I  pray  you ;  but  yet  by  die  way. 
As  occasion  serveth,  commende  my  service  to  the 
kinge; 
AriflL  DUium  tapienti  sat  est :  friend  Cariso- 
phos, shal  I  forget  that  thinge  ? 
No«I  warrant  jroo,  tlioogh  I  say  little  to  your  face, 
I  wyll  lay  on  with  my  mooth  for  you  to  Diouisius, 

when  I  am  in  place. 
If  I  speake  one  worde  for  such  a  knave,  hang 
mee.  [Exit, 

Coru.  Oor  fine  philosopher,  our  tnmme  learned 
elfe, 
h  pwie  to  see  as  false  a  spie  as  himselfe : 
Dtiaoa  smatters  as  well  as  he,  of  craftie  philo- 
sophic, 
And  can  toome  cat  in  the  panne  '^  vei^  pretily : 
fiit  Carisonhus  hath  geveo  him  such  a  mightie 

cnecke, 
As  I  thinke  in  the  ende  will  breake  his  necke : 
What  care  I  for  that  ?  why  would  ^  he  then  prie, 
And  learoe  the  secret  estate  of  oor  countrey  and 

citie? 
He  is  bol  a  stranger,  by  his  fall  let  others  be  wise, 
I  care  not  who  fall,  so  that  I  may  ryse : 
As  for  fine  Arisdppus,  I  wyll  keepe  in  with  hym. 


He  is  a  shrewde  foole  to  deale  withall,  he  can 

s-.vym : 
And  yet  by  my  trouth,  ^'to  speake  my  oonsdenca 

playnely, 
I  wyll  use  his  friendship  to  myne  owne  commo- 

dytie : 
While  Dibnisius  favoureth  him,  Aristippus  shal 

be  mine ; 
But  if  the  kyng  once  frowne  on  him,  then  good 

night,  Tomaline : 
He  shal  be  as  straunge,  as  thoughe  I  never  saw 

hym  before. 
But  I  tarie  too  longe,  I  wyll  prate  no  more : 
Jacke,  come  awaye. 
Jacke,  At  hande,  syr. 
Carii,  At  Damon's  lodgjrng  if  that  you  see 
Any  sturre  to  arise,  be  styll  at  hande  by  mee : 
Rather  then  I  wyll  lose  the  spoyle,  I  wyll  blada 

it  out  [Exeunt^ 

Here  tntreth  Pithias  and  STEPOANa 

Pith,  What  straunge  newes  are  these,  ah,  mj 
Stephano  ? 
Is  my  Damon  in  pryson,  as  the  voyce  doth  go  ? 
SUph.  It  is  true,  oh  cruell  happe !  he  is  takea 
for  a  spie. 
And  as  they  say,  by  Dionisius*  own  mouth  con« 
dempned  to  die. 
Tith,  To  die  ?  alas !  for  what  cause  ? 
Steph,  A  sicophant  falsely  accused  hym;  other 
cause  there  is  none : 
But,  oh  Jupiter,  of  all  wronges  the  revenger, 
Seest  thou  this  unjustice,  and  wilt  thou  stay  any 

longer 
From  heaven  to  sende  downe  thy  hot  consumyng 

fire, 
To  destroy  the  workers  of  wronge,  whiche  pro- 
voke thy  just  ire  ? 
Alas !  maister  Pithias,  what  shall  we  do  ? 
Being  in  a  strange  countrey,  voyde  of  friendei^ 

and  acquaintance  too. 
Ah,  poor Stephano,  hast  thou  lived  to  see  tlus  dayet 
To  see  thy  true  maister  unjustly  made  away  ? 
PiVA.  Stephano,  seeyng  the  matter  is  come  to 
tins  extreroytie, 


•  ?>  IWnie  catim  thB  ptmoit  a  proverbial  expression,  of  which  it  Is  difficult  to  give  a  satisfactory  ex* 
plaoatioD,  though  the  meanijig  of  it  is  sufficiently  obvious.  A  gefitleroan,  who  formerly  wrote  in  The  Oen" 
tieaum'a  Mmgazime  ooder  a  feigned  oame,  supposes  the  word  cat  should  be  changed  to  eate ;  **  An  old  word 
for  a  eake^  or  other  Mfni^^/e,  which  being  usually /Wed,  and  consequently  turti'd  in  the  ppn^  does  therefore 
very  aptly  express  the  changing  of  sides  in  politics  or  religion,  or,  as  we  otherwise  say,  the  turning  one't 
cMtf.'*r— O^.  Mag,  UM,  p.  66.  Another  writer,  however,  gives  the  followhig  explanation  of  it :  *'  Gi- 
tipanf  to  turn  eatipan,  from  a  people  called  Catipani,  in  Calabria  and  Jpulia,  who  got  an  ill  name  by  rea* 
son  of  their  perfidy  ;  very  falsely  by  us  called  Cat  in  panJ^ — Ibid.  p.  i72, 

^  fToMld— should,  8d  edit. 

3S  —  |9  tpeake  my  coksciente  plagntlyj 

I  wyll  use  his  friendship  to  myne  owne  commodytle — commodity  is  interest.    So,  in  the  former  part 
•rthisplay,  p.  76. 

"  They  would  honour  friendship,  and  not  for  commodities** 

King  Jokm,  A.  S.  S.  8  : 

Commodity f  the  bias  of  (be  world. 
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lAt  uf  mdte  veitae  Oor  friendy  of  m^ftre  ncicea- 

sytie : 
Somte  thou  to  tbe  ooiirty  and  understand  secretlj 
As  Diuche  as  thou  caost  of  Damon's  cause,  and  I 
Will  make  some  Jneenes  tp  entreat  Aristippos : 
He  can  do  much,  as  I  heare,  wi^  king  Dionisius. 
Sfqth,  I  am  gone,  sir — ah,  I  would  to  God  my 

travayle  and  payne 
Vyght  restore  tay  mayster  to  his  lybertie  agayne ! 

[Exit. 

Pt/^.  Ah  wofttll  Pithias  I  sithe  now  I  am  alone. 

What  way  shall  I  first  beginne  to  make  my  mone  ? 

What  wordes  shall  1 6nde  apt  for  my  complaynte  ? 

Damon,  mj  friend,  my  joy,  my  life,  is  in  peril,  of 

mrce  I  must  now  faint. 
Bat^  oh  musicke,  as  in  joyful!  tunes  thy  roery 

notes  I  did  borrow, 
$0  now  lend  mee  thy  yerufull  tunes,  to  utter  my 

sorrow. 

Here  Pit^ias  n'l^ei^  €nd  the  regalla^^ play, 

Awtkcy  yee  mi^uil  wightes^ 

That  longe  have  wept  in  woe : 
]Utigne  to  mee  your  piaintei  and  teares, 

My  hapieue  hap  to  sho, 
Jdy  wo  no  tongue  can  tell^ 
Siepem  can  weU  deicrie : 
0  what  a  death  if  this  to  heare  ! 
Damonf  wtyfriendt,  must  die, 

Tlie  hste  of  worldly  wealth. 

Manna  wudome  may  restore^ 
And  phiticke  hath  pnmded  too 

A  salve  for  every  sore  ; 
But  my  truefrende  once  lost^ 
No  arte  can  well  supplie : 

TheUf  mha$  a  death  is  this  to  heare  ! 
Damon,  myfriendy  must  die. 

My  mouth  refuse  thefoode^ 

That  should  wtf  limmes  siistaiae  ; 
Let  sorom  sinke  wto  my  brestf 
And  ransaeke  every  foayne  : 
You  furies  all  at  once 
On  me  your  tormentes  trie : 

Why  should  I  live^since  that^^  I  heare 
Dojnon,  my  friends,  must  ^^  die  ! 

Oripe  me,  you  gredy  greefi. 
And  preunt  pangues  rf  death. 


Teu  syHets  three,  wUh  eruell  iandee. 

With  speede  come^^  stop  v^  breath  : 
Shrine  me  in  day  alvde. 
Same  good,  man  stop  mine  eye : 
O  deaih  cam  nem,  seeing  I  ke&ra 
Damon,  my  friend,  must  die. 

He  speaketh  this  after  the  Songe, 

In  vaine  I  call  for  death,  which  hcareth  not  mf 

complaint : 
But  what  wisdome  is  this,  in  such  extiemytie  to 

faint? 
Multumjuvat  in  re  mala  animus  bonus* 
I  wyll  to  the  courte  myselfe,  to  make  frieode% 

and  that  presently 
I  wyll  never  forsake  my  friend  in  time  of  roiscri^-* 
But  do  I  aee  Stephuao  amaied  bether  to  roane  f 

Here  entreth  Stepiiano. 

Steph.  O  Pithias,  Pithias,  we  are  all  nndone ! 
Mine  owne  eares  hate  sucked  in  mine  owne  sorrow ; 
I  heard  Dionisius  sweare,  that  DaoMm  shoold  d» 

to-morrow. 
Pith.  How  earnest  thou  Soneare  the  presenoa 

of  the  kynge. 
That  thou  mightest  heare  Dioniaius  speake  this 

thynge  } 
Steph,  By  friendship  I  gate  into  the  courte^ 

where,  in  great  audience, 
I  heard  Dionirius  with  his  owne  mouth  gere  this 

cruell  sentence. 
By  these  expresse  wordes :  that  Damon  die  Greeke^ 

that  craftie  spie, 
Without  farther  judgement,  tonnorrow  diould  diet 
Beleeve  mee,  Pithias,  with  these  eares  I  heard  it 

rojTselfe. 
Pitk.  Then  how  nem  i.  my  deMh  .bo?  .^ 

WO  is  mee ! 
Ah,  my  Damon,  another  myaelfe ;  shall  I  fore^ 

thee  ? 
Steph,  Syr,  there  is  no  tyme  of  lameiitjiig  noifi 

it  behoveth  us 
To  make  meanes  to  them  wUcfa  can  doo  modi 

with  Dionisius, 
That  be  he  not  made  awaye,  ena  his  oanse  bt 

fully  heard ;  for  we  see, 
By  evyll  reporter  thynges  be  made  to  princes  fane 

worse  then  they  bee. 
But  lo^  yonder  commeth  Arittip|>iii^  in  gi<eat  fa* 

vour  with  kyog  Dionnios^ 


»•  J««irflB»— regale  sorta  di  itnraiento  sunile  all*  oq(ano,  maminore.  JUieri  Dition.  Hal.  ed«  fs^ 
Lord  Bacon  distinguishes  between  the  regal  and  the  organ  in  a  manner  which  shews  thfia  to  be  in^tn- 
ments  of  the  same  class.  *«  The  sounds  that  produce  tones  are  ever  from  such  bodies  as  have  their  parts 
and  pores  e^Q^,  as  are  nightingale  pipes  of  regab  or  organs."— iV<rf.  Hist.  Cent.  2.  Sect.  102.  But^  aot- 
withstanding  these  authorities,  the  appellatiye  regal  has  given  great  trouble  to  the  lei^icograplier,  whose 
sentiments  with  regard  to  its  signification  are  collected  and  brought  into  one  point  of  view  by  Sir  Joh» 
K  II  «•  "*  f.  i  r^  **/  ^"««*»  Vol.  1 1,  p.  448.  from  whence  this  note  is  extracted.  See  aSso  a  notf » 
•f  1778     "'     *^  Barrmgton,  to  Hamlet,  A.  9.  8. «.  in  the  edition  of  Shakspeaie  1773,  omitted  in  that 

»7  Since  <W— seeing,  Sd  edit  3S  Jifwl-fhould,  {st  edit.  39  Come-now,  1st  edlu 
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)^n  tpftp«4Bi  t  food  worde  to  the  kynge 

for  us : 

4A«d  10  the  umuke  laMOOy  I  wyll  to  your  lod^^g, 

to  see  all  thyn^s  safe  there.        [Exit, 

fkk.  To  tbttt  I  ngiee ;  hot  let  us  slip  asiac^  his 

talke  to  heure. 

&rt  entixth  ARisrirPTjf. 

Arit,  Here  is  a  sodayne  chauoge  iadeede,  a 

atffaHft  qMtM)M>rphoai% 
Jhk  oo0rt«  tf  cleaoe  «kenMl»  who  would  have 

thought  this  ? 
Dkmjttoe^of  litf*  «o  filaasaot  and  nery, 
!•  4|uite  cboi^ged  now  ioto  siiche  melancholy. 
That  aoihiog  eaa  plcme  hym ;  he  walketh  up  aod 

dovroe^ 
Fretting  and  chafyng,  on  evetie  man  he  doth 

firowne: 
In  00  much,  that  whe«  I  is  plouiiMBt  woixles  hegan 

topky. 
So  sternly  he  frowned  on  neei  aad  knk  me  up  so 

abort, 
1  perceyfc  it  is  no  safe  playing  with  lyons,  hut 

when  it  please  thcin ; 
If  you  daw  where  it  itch  not,  you  shall  disease 

them, 
Aad  tp  perhaps  get  a  dap :  myoe  owne  proofe 

taught  mee  this, 
That  it  is  very  good  to  be  mery  and  wise : 
The  oody  cause  of  this  hurly-burly  is  Carisophus, 

that  wicked  lOM, 
Wbicb  lately  tooke  Damun  for  a  spie,  a  poore 

geittleman: 
And  hath  incenced  the  kyage'agaiost  him  so  de- 
.  spjitlKfuily, 

That  Dionisius  hath  judged  him  toHfnorow  to  die. 
i  have  tulkt  with  Domon,  wIkmd  thou^i  in  words 

I  found  very  wittie, 
V«t  was  be  more  curious  thiw  wise,  in  viewyug 

this  dtie : 
fiuttmiy,  forambticanleame,  there  is  no  cause 

why 
So  sodenly  and  cruelly  he  shouhi  he  condempoed 

to  die : 
Bow  to  ever  it  be,  this  is  the  sliort  and  longs, 
I  dare  not  gainsair  the  kyoge,  be  it  right  or  wrong  *. 
I  am  sory,  and  that  is  all  I  may  or  can  doo  in  this 


Nought  avnyleth  perswaskm,  where  frowarde  opi- 
nion taketh  place. 
Pith,  Sir,  if  humble  sutcs  you  would  aot  dispise, 
Thtu  bow  on  ^  roec  your  pitifttil  eyes : 
My  name  is  Pithias,  in  Greece  well  knowoe, 
A  petlecc  £riend  to  that  wofuU  Damon, 
Whicbe  now  a  poore  captit'e  iu  this  courte  doth  lie, 
By  the  kinges  owne  mouthy  as  I  here,  coodamaed 
to  die: 


For  whom  I  crave  your  mastership's  goodoess^ 
To  stand  his  fricnde  in  this  his  great  distresse ': 
Nought  hath  he  done  worthy  of  death,  but  very 

fondly, 
Being  a  straungcr,  he  vewed  this  citie, 
For  no  evill  practises,  but  to  feede  his  eyes. 
But  seing  Dionisius  is  informed  otherwise, 
My  sute  is  to  you,  when  you  see  time  and  pli^» 
To  asswage  the  kioges  anger,  and  to  purchase 

hcs  grace; 
la  which  doovng,  you  shall  not  doo  gpod  to  one 
onely,  * 

But  you  shall  further  too,  and  that  fully. 
Aris.  Mv  friend,  iu  this  case  I  can  doo  you  no 

plesisure. 
PUh.  Syr,  you  secve  in  the  court,  as  faniedot|i 

tell. 
Arii.  I  am  of  the  court  indeed,  but  none  of 

the  counseil. 
PUk.  As  I  hcare,  none  is  in  grcnter  favotir 

with  the  king,  then  you  at  this  daj. 
Aris.  The  more  in  mvoUr  the  Icsse  I  dare  say^ 
Pith,  It  is  a  courtier's  prayse  to  heipe  strain- 

gers  iu  miscrie. 
Aris,  I'o  heIpe  an  otlier,  and  hurte  mysdfe,  k 

is  an  evvll  point  of  courtesie. 
Pitk  You  shall  not  hurt  yoursdfe  to  speaka 

for  the  innocent 
Aris.  lie  is  not  innocent,  whom  the  kinge  judgf  th 

noccnt. 
Pith.  Why,  sir,  doo  you  thiuke  this  matter  puste 

all  remedie? 
Arts.  So  farr  past,  that  Dionisius  hath  swom^ 

Damon  to-morow  shall  die. 
PUL  This  word  my  tremUiiig  heart  cuttetfi  n 
two : 
Ah,  sir,  in  this  wofuU  case  what  tmt  I  best  to  doi  ? 
At  is.  Best  to  content  yourselfe,  when  there  it 
no  remedie,  '     . 
He  is  well  relived  tlmt  forknoweth  his  miseries 
Yet  if  any  comfort  be,  it  resteth  in  Eubulus, 
'llie  chiefest  counsel  lour  about  kinge  Dionisius : 
Which  pittieth  Damon*s  case  in  this  gfeat  extre- 

miiic, 
Perswadyng  the  kynge  from  all  kynde  of  crodtie. 
Pith,  The  might ie  gwls  preserve  you,  for  this 
worde  of  comforte  s 
Takyng  my  leave  of  your  goodn€4»se,  I  will  now  rc- 

sorte 
To  Euhulus,  that  good  counsellor : 
But  liaike,  racthinke  I  hearc  a  trompet  blow. 
Aris,  The  kyng  is  at  hande,  stande  dose  in  the 
prease,  ^'  beware,  if  he  know 
You  are  friend  to  Damon,  he  wyll  take  you  for  a 

spie  also : 
Farewdy  I  dare  not  he  seene  with  you* 
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Here  entreth  Ktfnf*  DroNisius,  EuBULrs  the 
Counielhty  and  Gronno  the  Hangman, 

Dion,  Gronno,  doo  my  coromaundement,  strike 

of  Damon's  irons  by  and  by, 
Then  bryng  hym  foorth,  I  myselfe  will  see  him 

executed  presently. 
Gron.  O  mightie  king,  yoar  commaundement 

wyll  I  doo  speedely. 
Dion:  Eubulus,  thou  hast  talked  in  vaine,  for 

sure  he  shall  die. 
Shall  I  suffer  my  lyfe  to  stand  in  peryll  of  e?erie 

spie  ? 
Eub,  That  he  conspired  against  your  person, 

his  accuser  cannot  say. 
He  only  viewed  your  citie,  ancl  wyll  you  for  that 

make  him  away  ? 
Dion,  What  he  would  have  done,  the  gesse  is 

great,  he  minded  mee  to  hurt. 
That  came  so  slyly,  to  sercb  out  the  secret  estate 

of  my  cuurte : 
Shall  I  sty II  ly«  in  feare?  no,  no;  I  wyll  cut  off 

such  impes  betime, 
Least  thill  to  my  further  daunger  too  hie  they  dime. 
Eub.  Yet  have  the  mightie  goddcs  iminof tall 

fame  assigned 
To  all  worldly  prince^^  whichc  in  mercic  be  inclined.' 
Dion.  Let  uime  talke  What  she  lyst,  so  I  may 

lyve  In  safetie. 
Euh.  Tire  onely  nieaiie  to  that,  is,  to  use  mcrcie. 
Dion.  A  milde  prince  the  people  df  spiseth. 
Eub,  A  crucll  kinge  the  people  hateth. 
Dion.  Let  them  hate  me,  so  they  feare  mce. 
Eub,  Tha^  is  not  the  way  to  lyve  in  safetie^ 
Dion.  My  sword  and  {k)wer  shall  purchase  my 

qi)ietnesse. 
Eub.  Th'it  is  sooner  procured  by  mercy  and 

eentleness^. 
Dion.  Djonisius  ought  to  be  feared. 
Eub.  Dfttcr  for  him  to  l>e  wel  beloved. 
Dion.  Fortune  maketh  all  thinges  subject  to 

my  power. 
Eub,  Delcevc  her  not,  she  is  a  light  goddesse, 

she  can  lau{;h  and  lowre. 
T^ion.  A  kinges  prayse  standeth  in  Ujc  reven- 
ging of  his  encmie. 
Eub.  A  greater  prayse  to  winne  him  by  cle- 

mencie. 
Dion,  To  sutler  the  wicked  to  live,  it  is  no  mercie. 
Eub.  To  kill  the  innocent,  it  is  ^reat  crueltie. 
Dion*  Is  Damon  innocent,  which  so  craftely 

underminded  Cflrisophus, 
To  understand  what  he  could  of  kinge  Dionisias? 
Which  suriewed  the  haven,  and  eche  bulwarcke 

in  the  citie. 
Where  battrie  might  be  layde,  what  way  best  to 

npproche?  shall  I 
Suffer  such  u  one  to  live  that  worketh  mee  such 

dispile  ? 


No,  he  shall  die ;  then  I  ani  Mfe^  «  dead  dogft 

qinnot  bite. 
Eub.  But  yet,  O  mightie  king,  my  dati«fain<Mi 

mee 
To  geve  such  counaeU,  as  with  jour  honouf  mj 

best  agree : 
The  strongest  pi  Hers  of  princely  dignitie,  . 
I  finde  is^  justice  witn  mercy  add  pratfent  !»• 

beralitie : 
The  one  judgeth  all  thinges  by  upright  equitie ; 
The  other  rewardeth  the  worthy,  flying  ecfae  ^mr 

tremitie. 
As  to  spare  those  which  offend  malidoasi^. 
It  may  be  called  no  justice,  but  extrearae  iiijorie : 
So  upon  suspidon  of  eche  tfaitoge  not  well  prd^ed. 
To  put  to  death  presently  whom  envious  flattery 

accusea. 
It  seemeth  of  tiranny ;  and  upon  what  fidd^ 

ground  al  tirants  doo  stand, 
Athenes  2u»d  Lacedemon  can  teache  yon,  if  it  bo 

rightly  tcande. 
And  not  only  these  citeiena^  bat  wbo  curioosly 

seekes 
The  whole  histories  of  all  the  world,  not  oolj  of 

Romaines  and  Greekes, 
Shall  well  perceyve  of  all  tirauntes  the  roinootfall. 
Their  stat^  bnceriaine,  beloved  of  nobe^  but  bar 

ted  of  all. 
Of  merdfull  princes,  to  aete  out  tbeir  pMsyog 

felydtie, 
I  neede  not,  ^nougb  of  that  even  these  dayet  do 

testifie; 
They  live  devoid  of  feare,  thdr  sleapee  are  soond, 

they  dreed  no  enemie, 
They  ore  feared  and  loved :  and  why  ?  they  role 

with  justice  and  merde, 
Extendyng  justice  to  such  as  widiedly  from  ju»» 

tice  have  swarved, 
Merde  unto  those  where  opinion  simplenetae  have 

merde  deserved. 
Of  lyhertie  nought  1  say,  but  only  this  thjnge, 
Lybertie  upholdeth  the  state  of  a  kynge ; 
Whose  large  boundfiilness^  ought  to  fall  to  this 

issue,     .'. 
To  rewardc  none  but  such  as  deaperve  it  for  vertne. 
Whiche  merciful!  jdstice  if  jod  would  folow,  and 

'  provident  liberalytie. 
Neither  the  caterpillers  of  all  courtes,  et  fmget 

coiiiumere  natif 
Parasites  with  wealth  puft  op,  should  not  looke  so 

hie; 
Nor  yet,  for  this  simple  fact,  poore  Damon  sboolds 

die. 
Dion.  With  payne  mine  earcs  have  benid  thb 

vayne  talke  of  mercie ; . 
I  tell  the^,  feUre  And  terh>ur  defendeth  kynges 

onely ; 
Tyll  he  be  gone  wliome  I  suspect,  how  shall  I  l^rt 

qoietlye, 
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with  diilHng  horror  fils  my  bretut 

da?  and  iitj^t  Tiolentiy  ? 
iij  dreadful  dreames  of  him  bereves  my  rest; 

on  bed  1  iie 
^al|i|^  and  trembUng,  as  one  ready  to  yelde  his 

throate  to  DaroQn*8  sword : 
Tbb  qaakjng  dread,  notlijng  but  Damon's  bloud 

can  stay,     ** 
Better  he  die  then  I  to  be  tormented  with  feare 

alwar : 
He  shaH  die,  thooi^h  Eubulus  consent  not  thereto, 
li  it  lawfull  for  kioges»  as  they  list,  all  thynges  to 

doo. 

JZere  GaoirKo  hrUkgeth  in  Damoh,  and  Pithias 
meettth  him  hjf  th€  way, 

PiiA.  Oh,  my  Damon ! 

iXm.  Oby  my  Pithiasi  seying  death  must  parte 

us,  farewel  for  ^er. 
PM^  Oh,  D^mon,  oh,  my  sweete  friende ! 
Snap.  Away  from  the  prysoncr,  what  a  prease 

have  we  here? 
Gran,   As  you  commanded,  O  mi;;hty  kinge, 

ive  Imi'e  brought  Damon. 
Dion.  Tlien  go  to,  make  ready,  I  will  not  stirre 
4>ot  of  this  place, 
Jill  I  sec  his  head  stroken  off  before  my  face. 
Grcn.  It  shall  be  done,  sir ;  because  your  eyes 
have  made  auch  a  doo, 
I  wyi  knock  down  this  your  lantern,  and  shut  up 
your  shop-wirtdow  too. 
XlcM.  O,  mtghtie  king,  whereas  no  trueth  my 
innocent  lyfe  can  save, 
But  chat  so  greedily  you  thirst^'  my  giltlesse 

bloud  to  huve, 
Albeit,  even  in  thought,  I  had  not  *♦  ought  against 

your  person: 
Yet  now  I  plead  not  for  lyfe,  ne  wyll  I  crave 

yoor  pardbn ; 
But  scyng  in  Greece,  my  countrey,  where  well  I 

am  knowne, 
I  have  worldly  tbinges  fit  for  mine  aliance,  when 

I  am  gone. 
To  dispose  them  or  I  die,  if  I  might  obtaine  leasure, 
I  would  account  it,  O  kyng,  for  a  passyng  great 

pleasure : 
Not  to  proloQge  my  lyfe  therby,  for  which  I  reken 

not  this. 
But  to  HI  my  thynges  in  a  stay,  and  sorely  I  wyll 
not  mis^. 


Upon  the  faith  which  all  gentylmen  ought  to  em- 
brace. 
To  retume  agayne  at  your  time  to  appoynte,  to 

yeeld  my  body  here  in  this  place. 
Graunt  me,  O  kinge,  such  time  to  dispatch  this 

injurie, 
And  I  wvll  nt)t  fayle  when  you  appoint,  even 

here  my  lyfe  to  pay.  ♦' 
Dion*  A  pleasant  request !  as  though  I  could 

trust  him  ahseoc. 
Whom  in  no  wise  I  cannot  trust  beinge  present ; 
And  yet  though  I  sware  the  contrarie,  doo  that  I 

require, 
Gove  mee  a  pledge  for  thy  returne,  and  have 

thine  own  desire. 
He  is  as  nere  now  as  he  was  before. 

JXun.  Tliere  is  no  sorer  nor  greater  pledge 

then  the  faith  of  a  gentleman. 
Diom,  It  was  wont  to  he,  but  otherwise  now 

the  world  doth  stande; 
Therefore  doo  as  I  say,  els  presently  yedd  thy 

necke  to  the  swonl. 
If  I  might  with  my  honour,  I  would  racall  my 

worde. 
PilA.  Stand  to  your  worde,  O  kinge,  for  kingai 

ought  nothing  say. 
But  that  they  would  perforroe  in  perfect  deeds 

alway. 
A  pledge  vou  did  require  when  Damon  his  sute 

did  meeve. 
For  which  with  heart  and  stretched  handes  most 

humUc  thankes  I  geve : 
And  that  yuu  may  not  say  but  Damon  hatha  frinde. 
That  loves  him  better  then  his  owne  )kfe^  and  will 

doo  to  his  ende. 
Take  mee,  O  mightie  king,  my  lyfe  I  pawne  ^ 

for  his, 
Strike  off  my  head,  if  Damon  hap  at  his  day  for 

to  misse. 
Dion,  What  art  thou  that  chargest  me  with  my 

worde  so* boldly  here? 
Pith,  I  am  Pithias,  a  tireeke  bom,  which  holde 

Damon  my  friend  full  deare. 
Dion,  To  dere  perhaps  to  hazard  thy  life  for 

him :  what  fondness  ^^  nioveth  thee  ?  r 
Fitk,  No  fondnesso  at  all,  but  perfect  amitie/ 
Dion,  A  mad  kinde  of  amitie  (  advise  thyself 

well ;  if  Damon  faylc  at  his  day,1 
Which  shal  be  justly  appointed,  wilt  thou  die  foD 

him,  to  mee  nis  lyfe  to  pay  ? 


^'  2>lrif-*tbrait,  ?siedU. 

^  £«m  fn  thought^  I  hmi  aof— even  for  tboaght,  for  I  had  not  (  hoik  editions.    The  allermtioei  bj 
MrDodslcy. 
♦'  pag^yetHe  speedily,  «d  edit,  ♦*  i pawn&^io  pawne,  2d  edit. 

^^  i^9wifi«f«— folly.    Tlios  Spemer,  in  his  sonnets  t 

"  Fomdneu  It  were  for  aoy,  being  free, 
To  cofct  fetten,  thotigh  they  golden  be*." 
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FUh.  Most  fryllingW,  O  mightic  kyng ;  if  Da- 
mon fuylc  let  Pithias  die. 
Dhn»  Thou  seeniest  to  trust  his  wordes,  that 

pawn«st  thy  Jyfe  80  franckly. 
Pith,  What  Damon  saith,  Pithias  beleveth  as- 
suredly. 
l>ian.Take  heede,  for  life  noridly  men  breaks 

promise  in  many  thinges. 
PitA^X'^hough  worldly  men  doo  so,  it  never 

happes  amoi>gst  friendes. 
JDkm.  What  callcst  thoa  friendes,  are  they  not 
<  men  ?  is  not  this  true? 

Fitk,  Men  they  be,  but  such  men  as  love  one 

another  onely  for  rertue. 
Dion,  For  ivhat  vertoe  doste  thou  love  this 

spie,  this  Damon  ? 
PtVA.  F«r  that  vcrtue  which  yet  to  yon  is  un- 

knowne. 
DiaA.  Eubulus,  what  shall  I  doo }  I  would  dis- 
patch this  Damon  fayne, 
Bat  tkis  foolish  felow  so  chargeth  mee,  that  I 
may  not  call  back  my  worde  apiine. 
Suk  The  reverent  majestic  of  a  king  stands 
chieflie  in  keeping  his  promise. 
Wlwt)  you  have  sayde  this  whoM  ooorte  beareth 

witnessr. 
flvre  y^Mir  honour  whatsoever  yoa  doo. 

Dion,  For  saveing  mine  honour,  I  must  for- 
beare  my  wyll.    Oorto, 
Pithias,  seeing  thou  tookest  me  at  my  word,  take 

Damon  to  thee, 
For  two  monthes  he  is  thine,  unbinde  him,  I  set 

him  free ; 
Which  time  once  expired,  yf  he  appearc  not  the 

next  day  by  noone, 
WithiNiC  further  delay  thou  sbalt  lose  tlty  lyfe, 

and  that  full  soone. 
Whether  he  die  by  the  way,  or  lie  sick  in  his  bedd, 
If  he  retourne  not  then,  thou  shalt  either  hange 
or  lose  thy  head. 
Pith,  For  this,  O  mightie  kinge,  I  yeld  immor- 

tall  thankes.    O  joyful!  day  ! 
Dion,  Gronno,  take  him  to  thee,  bind  hiro,  see 
him  kept  in  safetie. 
If  he  escape,  assure  thyselfe  for  him  thou  shalt  die. 
£ttbnlus,  let  us  departe,  to  talke  of  this  straunge 
thinge  within. 
Eub,  I  folowe.  [Rrcunt 

Oron.  Damon,  thou  serrest  the  gods  well  to- 
day, be  thou  of  comfort. 
As  for  you,  sir,  I  tliinke  you  will  Ijc  hanged  in 

sporte, 
You  heard  what  tbc  kinge  sayde  ?  I  mast  kepe 

you  safely : 
By  cocke,  so  I  wyll,  you  shall  rather  hange  tlien  I. 
Come  on  your  way. 

Fitk.  My  Damon,  farewel ;  tlie  gods  havethee 

in  kepeing. 
Dam,   Oh,   my  Pithias,  my  pledge,  farewel; 
I  parte  from  thee  weeping. 
,  Bat  joy  full  at  my  day  appoynted  I  wyll^etourne 
agayoe^ 


When  I  wyll  deliver  thee  from  all  troMble  ttaiil 

paine. 
Stepliano  wyll  I  leave  behinde  mee  to  woyte  open 

thee  in  prison  alone. 
And  I,  whom  fortune  hath  reserved  fio  thb  mk* 

serie,  wyll  walke  borne. 
Ah,,  my  Pithias,  my  pledge,  my  life,  my  frkmde^ 
farewel. 
Pith,  Farewel,  my  Damon. 
Dam,  Loth  I  am  to  departe,  sith  ^bbes  mj 
tremblifig  tounge  doth  stay ;' 
Oh,  musicke,  sound  my  dolefiill  playntesr  when  I 
am  gone  my  way.  [Exit  Damon. 

Gron,  I  am  ^lad  lie  is  gone,  I  had  almost  we|iC 
to.    Come,  Pithias, 
So  God  help  me,  I  am  sory  for  thy  foolish  case^ 
Wilt  thou  venter  thy  life  for  a  man  so  fondly  ? 
PHh,  It  is  no  venter ;  my  friende  i^  just,  for 

whom  I  desire  to  oie. 
OtoH,  Here  is  a  mad  man !  I  teU  thee,  I  have 
a  wyfe  whom  T  love  well. 
And  if  iche  would  die  for  her,  chould  tche  weare 

iu  hell. 
Wylt  thou  doo  more  for  a  man  then  I  woulde  for 
a  woman  f 
Pith.  Yea,  that  I  wyll. 

Gron.  Then  come  on  your  wnycs,  you  roust  to 
prison  haste, 
I  feare  you  wyll  repent  this  folly  at  lastc. 
Pith,  That  shalt  thou  never  see ;  but  oh,  rnu* 
sick,  as  my  Damon  requested  thee, 
Sounde  out  thy  dolefull  tunes  in  thb  time  of  ca- 
lamitie.  [Exeunt. 

Here  the  RegaUet  plmy  a  mourning  songe^  and 
Damon  commeth  in,  in  mariners  apparel,  umd 
Stevuano  with  him. 

Dam,  Weepe  no  more,  Stephano,  this  is  but 

destmie ; 
Had  not  this  hapt,  yet  I  know  I  am  borne  to  die. 
Where,  or  in  what  place,  the  gods  know  alone. 
To  whose  judgment  myselfe  I  commit;  therefore 

leave  of  thy  mone. 
And  wayte  upon  Pithias  in  pryson  til!  I  rctoume 

agayne, 
In  whom  my  joy,  my  care,  and  lyfe,  doth,  only  re^ 

mayne. 
Steph,  O,  my  deare  inaster,  let  me  ga'with 

you ;  for  my  poore  Ampanief 
Shal  be  some  «mall  comfort  in  this  time  of  miserie. 
Dam.  Ob,  Stephano,  hast  thou  ben  so  longe 

with  me. 
And  yet  doest  nut  know  the  force  of  true  amitie  ? 
I  tel  thee  once  agayne,  my  friend  and  I  are  ^ut 

one, 
Waitc  upon  Pithias,  and  thinke  thou  art  witk 

Damon. 
Whereof  I  may  not  now  discourse,  the  time  pas- 

setb  away ; 
The  sooner  I  am  gone,  the  shorter  shall  be  my 

jouruay : 
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TktrUn  ferewel,  StephtMio,  commend  me  to  my 

friend«  Pidnas^ 
Wlwm  I  mat  to  deiirer  in  time  out  of  this  wo- 

fali  case.  [Exit. 

SUfk,  Farewel,  mj  deare  master,  since  your 

pleasare  jb  so, 
O  cnwll  hftppe  !  ol»,  poore  Stephano ! 

0  cursed  Cansophos,  that  first  moved  this  tra- 

pdie! — 
But  whmt  a  noyes  b  this  ?  is  ail  well  within  trow 

1  feare  m  be  not  well  within,  I  wyll  go  see. — 
Came  oa€,yoii  wesell,  are  you  seekinge  egs  in  Da- 
mon's cheste  f 

Come  oat,  I  say,  wylt  thou  be  packing  f  by  cocke 

S>a  weare  best* 
ow  durst  thou,  villaine,  to  lay  handes 
on  me? 
Stepk.  Out,  sir  knave,  or  I  wvU  sende  yee. 
Art  thou  not  content  to  accuse  Damon  wrongfully, 
Bot  wilt  tlioa  robbe  htm  abo,  and  chat  openly  f 
Carts.  The  kinge  gave  mee  the  spoyfe,  to  take 

myne  owne,  wilt  thou  let  me  ?  ^ 
SiepL  Thine  owne,  viUaine !   where  is  thine 

authority ! 
Cmris,  I  am  authoritie  of  myselfe,  dost  thou 

not  know  f 
Siepk  Bfr  ladie,  that  is  somewhat;  but  have 

you  no  more  to  show  ? 
Cam.  What  if  I  have  not? 
Siq>k.  Then  for  an  earnest  penie  take  this  blow. 
I  shall  bumbast  you,  you  mocking  knave ;.  schtl 
put  pro  in  my  purse  for  this  time. 
Carii.  Jacke,  give  me  my  sword  and  targat. 
Jmcke^  I  cannot  com  to  you,  maister,  ^is  knave 

doth  me  let — Hold,  maister. 
Siq>h.  Away,  Jacknapes,  els  I  wyll  colphcg 
yoif  *»  by  and  by, 
Te  alave^  I  wyH  have  my  penyworthes  of  thee 

therefore  if  I  die ; 
Aboote,  villayne. 
Caris,  O,  citezens,  helpe  to  defend  me. 
Siejik,  Nay,  they  wyll  rather  helpe  to  hangethee. 
Coris.  Good  fetow,  let  us  reason  of  Che  matter 

qnietiy,  bent  me  no  more. 
SiqfA,  On  this  condition  I  wyll  stny,  if  thou 
•were  as  thou  nrt  an  honest  nmn, 
Tbou  wylt  say  nothyng  to  the  kinge  of  this  wlicn 
I  am  gonne. 
C^rii,  I  wyH  say  nothyng,  here  is  my  hand,  as 
I  am  aa  honest  man. 


Stcph,  Then  say  on  thy  minde :  I  have  taken  m 

wise  Qthe  on  him,  have  I  not  trow  ye  ^ 
To  truste  such  a  false  knave  upon  his  honestie  ? 
As  he  is  an  honest  man,  quoth  you  ?  he  may  b^ 

wray  all  to  the  kiii^e. 
And  broke  his  oclie  for  this  never  a  whit — But^ 
.     my  franion,  ^^  I  tcll  you  this  one  thing, 
If  you  disclose  this,  I  wyll  devise  such  a  way. 
That  whilst  thou  livest  thou  shalt  remember  this 

day. 
Caris,  You  neede  not  devise  for  that,  for  this 

day  is  printed  in  my  memory, 
I  warrant  you,  1  sMl  remember  this  beating  till 

idie: 
But  seebg  of  courtesie  you  have  granted  that  w# 

should  taike  quietly, 
Methinkes,  in  calling  mee  knave,  you  doo  mee 

muche  injurie. 
Steph,  Why  so  ?  I  pray  thee  harjtely. 
Cafis,  Because  I  am  the  kinges  man :  keepet 

the  kinge  any  knaves  ? 
StepA,  He  should  not,  but  what  he  dotli,  it  is 

evident  by  thee. 
And  as  farre  as  I  can  Icarne  or  understand, 
There  is  none  better  able  to  keepe  knaves  iii«ll 

the'lund. 
Caris,  Oh,  sir,  I  am  a  courtier,  when  opurtiera 

shall  heare  tcll. 
How  you  have  used  me,  tliey  will  not  take  it  well* 
StepA,  Nay,  all  right  courtiers  will  kenoe  me 

thanke ;  and  wot  you  wky  ? 
Because  I  handled  a  counterfaii  courtier  in  his 

kinde  so  finely. 
What,  syr  ?  all  are  not  courtiers  that  have  a  coun* 

terfait  show ; 
In  a  trope  of  honest  men,  some  knaves  may  stand, 

ye  know, 
Such  as  by  stelth  creep  in  under  the  colour  of 

honestie, 
Which  sorte  under  that  cloke  doo  all  kinde  of 

villanie : 
A  right  courtier  is  vertuous^  gendll,  and  full  of 

urbanitie, 
Hurting  no  roan,  good  to  all,  devoidc  of  villanie ; 
But  suche  as  thou  art,  fuuntaines  of  squiriUtie, 

and  vayne  deliglites;         ' 
Though  you  hange  by  the  courtes,  you  are  but  Ot- 
tering parasites, 
As  well  deserving  the  right  name  of  coortesie. 
As  the  coward  knight  the  true  praibc  of  cbcvahrie : 


^  Cnipkeg  jftm — I  believe  we  should  read,  eotaphizcf  i.  e.  box  or  baffet.    Cttaphitir,  Fr.    See  Cot- 
guve's  Diet.     S. 
^  Uutf  mjf  franion — i.  e.  loose  companion.    So  Spenser  : 

Might  not  be  found  a  ranker /ronioa*  • 

Again, 

A  fuirc  franion  fit  for  such  a  pheere,    S. 

Acahi*  Id  li$  Pint  Tart  of  King  Eitcard  IV.  Sign.  C  5  ;  '<  Hees  a  franks  fnadM,  k  marie 
t>«a,BBd  loves  a'wrach  wctl.** 
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I  could  say  more,  but  I  wyll  not,  for  Uiat  I  am 

your  well-wilier : 
Id  fjuthy  Carisophusy  you  are  no  courtier,  but  a 

caterpilltTy 
A  sicophant,  a  parasite,  a  flatterer,  and  a  knave ; 
Whether  I  wyll  or  no,  these  names  you  must  have : 
How  well  you  deserve  this,  by  your  deedes  it  is 

knowne, 
For  that  so  unjustly  thou  bast  accused  poore 

Damon, 
Whose  wofull  case  the  gods  helpe  alone. 

Carit.  i$ir,  are  you  his  servaunt,  that  you  pitie 

his  case  so  ? 
Stepk,  No  bum  troth,  good  man  Grumbe,  his 
name  is  Stephano ; 
I  am  calM  Onaphets,  if  needs  you  wyll  know. 
The  knave  beginneth  to  sift  mee,  but  I  tume  my 

name  in  and  out, 
CretUocum  Cre<ense,'^tomake  h\mti\oute.[Aside, 
Carit,  What  mumble  vou  with  yourseife,  mas- 
ter Onaphets'sr 
Stepk,  I  am  reckening  with  myselfe  bow  I  may 

pay  my  debtes. 
Carit,  You  have  paide  me  more  than  yoa  did 

owe  me. 
Steph.  Nay,  upon  a  farther  reckening  I  wyll 
pay  you  more,  if  I  know 
£ther  you  taHe  of  that  is  done,  or  by  your  sico- 

phandcall  envye, 
You  pncke  forth  Dionisius  the  sooner,  that  Da- 
mon may  die ; 
I  wyll  bo  pay  thee,  that  thy  bones  ;^hall  rattell  in 

thy  skitine. 

Remember  what  1  have  sayde,  Onaphets  is  my 

name.  [Exit, 

Carit,  The  sturdie  knave  is  gone,  the  devyll  him 

take. 

He  hath  made  my  head,  shouldiers,  armeS|  sides, 

and  all  to  ake. 
Tliou  horson  villaine  boy,  why  didst  thou  waite 

no  better  ? 
As  he  payde  mee,  so  wyll  I  not  die  thy  debter. 
JacKt,  Mayster,  why  doo  you  fight  with  me  ?  I 
am  not  your  match,  you  see; 
You  durst  not  fight  with  him  that  is  gone,  «md 
wyll  you  wreke  your  anger  on  mee  ? 
Corti.  Thou  villainic,  by,  thee  I  have  lost  mine 
honour. 
Beaten  with  a  codsell  like  a  slave,  a  vacaboun,  or 

a  lasie  lubber. 
And  not  geven  one  blow  agayne ;  hast  thou  hand- 
Led  me  well  ? 
Jacke,  Maister  I  handled  von  qot,  but  who 
handled  you  very  hancfsomly  you  can  tell. 
Carit,  Handsomly  !  thou  crake  rope. 
Jack€.  Yeai  sir,  very  haadsonly :  I  kolde  you 
agrote, 


He  handled  you  ao  handsomly,  that  be  left  not 
one  mote  in  your  cote. 
Carii.  O  I. had  firckt  him  trimly,  thou  viUaim^ 

if  thou  hhdst  geven  mee  my  sword. 
Jacke,  It  is  better  as  it  is,  maister,  bcleve  me 
at  a  wordc ; 
If  he  had  seene  your  weapon,  be  would  have  beife 

ficrser. 
And  so  perhaps  beate  you  worse,  I  speake  it  with 

my  narte, 
You  were  never  at  the  dealing  of  fence  blowet, 

but  you  had  foure  away  for  your  part. 
It  is  but  your  lucke,  you  are  man  good  enougfi. 
But  the  wealche  Onaphets   was  a  vengeance 

kuave,  and  rough. 
Maister,  you  were  best  goe  home  and  rest  in  your 

bedde, 
Meethinkes  your  cappe  waxeth  to  little  for  your 
heade. 
Carit,  What !  doth  my  head  swell  ? 
Jacke,  Yea,  as  bigge  as  a  codshed,  and  Ucadd 

too. 
Carit,  I  am  ashamed  to  show  my  face  with  this 

hew. 
Jacke.  No  shame  at  all,  men  have  bin  beaten 

farre  better  then  vou. 
Carit.1  must  go  to  the  chirurgian's ;  what  sbal 

^  ,  I  say  when  I  am  dresayng  I 
Jacke,  You  may  say  truly  you  met  with  a 
knave's  Blessing.  [Exttmt. 

iert  entreth  AmsTrppus. 

Arit,  By  mioe.owne  experience  I  prove  tme 

that  many  men  tell. 
To  live  in  courte  not  beloved,  better  be  in  heM : 
What  crying  out,  what  cursyng  is  there  within  of 

Cariaophus, 
BecauML  he  accused  Damon  to  kinge  Dionisius } 
Even  now  he  came  whining  and  crying  into  the 

courte  for  the  nonce, 
Shewinge  that  one  Onaphets  had  broke  bis  kiiave\i 

sconce. 
Which  straunge  name  when  they  heard  eveiy 

man  laught  hartely, 
And  I  by  mysclfe  scau'd  hi*  name  sectetly ; 
For  well  I  knewe  it  was  some  mad-heded  chylde 
That  invented  this  name,  that  the  log-headed 

knave  might  be  begilde : 
In  tossing  it  often  with  myselfe  too  and  fro, 
I  found  out  that  Onaphets  backward,  spelled 

Stephano. 
I  smiled  in  my  sieve,  how  to  sec  by  toumyng  his 

name  he  drest  him, 
And  how  for  Damon  his  master's  sake,  with,  a 

wodden  cougell  he  blest  hina. 
None  pittied  the  knave,  no  man  nor  woiBaB,  but 

al  laught  him  to  scome. 


»*  CrtlU9  cum  Cretinte—xtttd  Koi))*^^.    Vide  Erasm.  Chiliad.    The  Crttmu  weie  famous  for  doaMa 
^eatt^g.    CrHiiartt  however.  It  a  word  onployed  by  lexicographers,  iottead  of  aiealtW.    S. 
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To  lie  tlna  hated  of  all,  better  vnborne.  • 
Farre  better  Arisdppus  hath  provided,  I  trowe  ; 
For  ID  all  iKc  coarte  I  am  beloved  both  of  h^ 

aod  lowe. 
I  ofieode  Done^  in  ao  miiche  &at  wemen  singe 

this  to  my  great  prayse, 
Omnis  Anstippum  decmit  color^  gt  Idem  et  ret. 
But  iu  all  this  joyfytie  one  thinge  maseth  me. 
The  atraoi^est  things  that  ever  was  harde  or 

knofvne, 
1m  DOW  happened  in  this  oonrt,  by  that  Damon, 
Whom  Carisophas  accosed;  Damon  is  now  at 

libertie, 
For  whose  returne  Pithias  his  friend  lieth  in  pri- 
son, alas,  in  great  jeopardy. 
To-morrow  is  the  day,  which  day  by  noone  if 

Damon  retarne  not  cniestly,  ^ 

Tlie  kiof^  hath  swome  that  Pithias  should  die, 
Wherof  Pithias  hath  intelligence  very  secretly, 
Wishing  that  Damon  may  not  returne  tyll  he 

have  p^jde 
His  lyfe  for  his  fnend.    ilath  it  ben  hearetofore 

ever  sayde. 
That  any  man  for  his  friend  would  die  so  wil- 

'lyn^ly? 
0,  noble  friendship !  O,  perfect  arattie  ! 
Thy  force  is  heare  seene,  and  that  very  perf^ctlie. 
The  king  himselfe  mnseth  heareat,  yet  is  he  fai^ 

oot  of  square 
That  he  tnisteth  none  to  come  nere  him,  not  his 

own  dooghters  will  he  have 
Uoserdit  to  enter  nis  chamber,  which  he  hath 

made  barbars  his  beard  to  sliave, 
Not  with  knife  or  rasoar,  for  all  edge-tooles  hee 

feares, 
Bat  with  bote  bmming  notshales  they  tenge  of 

hiffheares. 
Was  there  e^er  nan  that  lived  in  such  miserye? 
Well,  1  wyll  go  in  with  a  heavye  and  pensive 

hart  too,  * 

To  thitake  how  Pithias,  this  poore  gentleman,  to- 
morrow shall  die.  i^**!' 

Here  entreth  ^ackje  fin4  Wyl^ 

Jacke*  Wyll,  by  mine  honesty,  I  wyll  marre 
your  pioncke's  face,  if  yon  so  fondly  pmte. 
Ifyll  Jacke,  by  my  trofib,  seeing  you  i^e  with- 
out the  coorte  gate, 


If  you  play  Jacke  napes,  in  mocking  my  master^ 

and  dispising  my  face. 
Even  here  with  a  pantacle  '^  I  wyll  you  disgrace; 
And  though  you  have. a  farre  better  face  tlieti  I« 
Yet  who  is  better  man  of  us  two  tliese  iistes  shal) 

trie, 
Uolease  you  leave  your  taunting. 
Jackef  Thou  began'st  first ;  didst  thou  not  say 
even  nowe. 
That  Carisophus,  my  master,  was  no  man,  but  a 

cowe. 
In  takinee  so  many  blowes,  and  gcve  ^  never  a 
blow  agayn } 
WylL  I  sayde  90,  indeede  he  is  but  a  tame  ruf- 
fian. 
That  can  swere  by  his  fiaske  and  twidie-boi, '' 

and  God's  precious  lady, 
And  yet  will  be  beaten  with  a*  faggot-stick. 
These  barking  whelpes  were  never  good  biters^ 
Ne  yet  great  crakers  were  ever  great  fighters : 
But  seeinge  you  eg  mee  so  much,  I  wyll  some* 

wlmt  more  resight, 
I  say,  Carisophus,  thy  master,  is  a  flattring  para- 
site; 
Glening  away  the  ^weet  from  the  worthy  in  al  the 

4Court^.   . 
What  tragidie  hath  he  moved  of  late?  the  deveU 
take  him,  he  doth  much  hurt. 
Jacke.  I  pray  you,  what  U^Aristippus,  thy  mat- 
ter? is  not  he  a  parasite  to. 
That  with  scoffing  and  jesting  in  the  court  makes 
so  much  a^doo? 
WylL  He  is  no  parasite,  but  a  pleasant  gentle- 
man full  pf  curtesie; 
Tliy  master  is  a  churlish  loutc,  the  heyre  of  a 

dourtg-fork,  as  voyde  of  honestie 
As  thou  art  of  honour. 
Jacke.  Nay,  yf  yon  wyll  needes  be  prating  of 
my  master  styll, 
In  faith  I  must  coole  you,  my  frinde,  dapper  Wyll ; 
Take  this  at  the  beginning. 

WylL  Prayse  well  your  winning,  my  pantade 

is  as  readie  as  yours. 
Jacke.  By  the  masse,  I  wyll  boxeyou. 
'    WylL  By  cocke,  I  wyll  foxe  you.  '^%A'- 

Jacke.  Wyll,  was  I  with  your 
WylL  Jacke,  did  I  flye  ? 
Jacke.  Alas,  pretie  cockcrell,  you  are  to  weake. 


•«/  .1.- 


^  Been  here  with  a  pantacle — I  suppose  be  meam  to  say  a  pantofley  i.  e.  a  slipper.  Perhaps  be  begins 
bii  attack  with  a  kkk.    S. 

*♦  Geoe—gave,  lit  edit       • 

''  UiM  fioMkt  and  twich^-box — Bfore  properly  tomch-hox.  Wbile  matcb^locks,  imtead  of  fire-locks,  te 
piv  were  used ;  the  /oucA-^ox,  at  which  tbe  match  was  lighled|  was  part  of  the  accoutrement  of  4  ttolr 

*'  When  she  his  flask  and  ioneh-iox  set  on  fire,** 
h  $be  line  of  aiy  authjsr,  whose  name  I  cannot  at  this  liroe  recollect.    S. 
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WpU.  In  fmthf  dntliug  0«fttreU»  ^yoa  Wfhcrye 
creake. 

Hert  entreth  SvA9, 

Snap.  Away,  you  cracke  ropei^are  yott  iighciog 

at  the  courte-gate  ? 

And  I  take  you  heore  agayne»  I  witt  atvindge  yon 

both,  what?  {Ejnl  Skap. 

Jac^e.  I  beshrew  Snap  the  tipstaffe,  ihat  great 

knave'^  hart,  chat  hether  did  oomey 

Had  he  not  ben,  you  had  cry^d  er^  ihiSf  Victtu, 

vkia,  victum  t 
But  aeing  wee  have  breathed  OKradyet,  if  ye  list, 
Lei  u«  agree  like  fnenda^  and  shake  eche  otb^  by 
the  6st« 
JViflL  Content  am  I,  for  I  am  not  mriiGioui; 
but  on  this  condition. 
That  you  talke  no  more  so  brodeof  my  matter  as 

here  you  have  done. 
But  who  have  wee  heere ?  it  Cobex  epi^^  comming 
yonder  ? 
Ja^ke.  Wyll,  let  ut  slipp  aside,  aod  Tewe  him 
well. 

Here  entreth  GaiiniE,  the  CoUar^whUtUng, 

Crimme,  What  devell  iche  wcenethe  porters  are 
drunke,  wil  they  not  dup  the  g^te  today  f 
Take  in  coles  for  the  king's  owiie  moutii^  wyll  no 

body  stur,  I  say  ? 
Ich  might  have  layne  tway  howers  loi^r  in  my 

bedde, 
Cha  taried  so  longe  here,  that  my  teetii  chatter  in 
my  heade. 
Jacke,  Wyll,  after  our  fallinge  out,  wilt  thou 

Uugh  merily  ? 
WiflL  I  roary,  Jacke,  I  pray  thee  hartely. 
Jacke.  Tlicn  folow  me,  and  bewme  io  a  wofde 
now  and  then. 
What  braulyngc  knave  is  thereat  the oourte-gate 
so  early  ? 
WylL  It  is  some  braine-sicke  villaine,  I  durst 

lay  a  pennie. 
Jacke.  Was  it  you,  '^  sir,  that  cryed  so  lowde  I 
trow, 
And  bid  us  take  in  coles  for  the  kinges  month  even 
now  ? 
Grimnie,  Twas  I,  indeede. 


Jacke.  Wby,airy4Mwdare<3fiMi  tpcak^Mdi^ci^ 

treason? 
Dotii  the  king  eate  coles  at  any  season  f 

Grimme.  Ueere  is  a  gaye  woild!  boyes  now 
aetles  olde  amb  lo  acooie, 
I  aayde  wel  enoadi ;  wha^  Jack  sawce,  thinkst 

chamafooie? 
At  bakehoase,  butterie-faatch*  kitcbin,  and  teUer, 
Doo '^  they  not  nay  for  the  kinget  nHWHih? 
Wyll,  What  then,  goodmao  ooliar  ? 
iirmme.  What  thm !  aeing  without  co&ea  th^ 
cannot  finely  dfeaae  w  kinget  nseat, 
May  r  not  say,  take  in  coles  for  the  kiliget  mouth, 
though  coles  he  do  not  eate? 
Jacke.  Jaaies  Chnste,  came  ever  from  a  colier 
HA  auntwer  to  trimme  ? 
XSk  are  learned,  are  you  not^  father  Grimme  ? 
Grimme.  Grimme  is  n^  name  indeed,  cbam  Ml 
learned,  and  yet  the  kin|f  t  colier, 
Tbit  vortie  winter  eha  bio  to  the  king  a  senriter. 
Though  I  be  not  learned,  yet  cha  mother  wittc 
enough  whole  and  some. 
WylL  So  it  secmes ;  vou  have  to  much  mother 
wit,  that  yeu  lacxe  your  (atheist  wiedMae 
Grimme.  Masse,  cham  well  hetet;  heres  a 
trimme  caste  of  Marleons  ;^° 
What  be  -you,  my  pretie  oockereit,  that  aA  me 
e        tb^  quettions  ? 
Jacke.  Good  faith,  maiater  Grimme,^  if  sock 
Mariinet  on  tour  pouch  may  light, 
Thei  are  so  (|ttick  ot  winge,  that  quickly  they  can 

cane  it  out  of  your  tight ; 
And  thoogh  we  ate  oockereb  now,  we  tball  have 

tpurt  one  day. 
And  tliall  be  able  perhaps  to  make  yoa  a  capon : 
But  to  tell  you  the  trouth,  we  are  the  porters  mciv 

which,  early  and  late, 
Wayte  on  suche  gentlemen  i»  yoa,  to  opea  the 
court-gate. 
Grimme.  Arc  ye  servants  then  ? 
Wyll.  Yea,  sir,  are  we  not  prelie  men  } 
Grimme.  Pretie  men,  qnotli  you  ?  nay,  you  arc 
stronge  men,elsyoucouIde  not  bear  these  britches. 
Wyll.  Are  these  such  great  hose  ?  in  fmth,  good- 
man  colier,  you  see  with  yonr  note : 
By  myn  honestie,  I  Liave  but  one  Iming  in  one  hose, 
but  seven  els  of  roug. 


'6  DuttreU-^A  dottrrll  is  a  sitly  kind  of  bird,  which  Imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler,  till  at  last  he  if 
taken.  80,  in  Butler's  Character  of  a  Fantastic^  Remains,  VoU  II.  p.  1S2.  '*  He  alters  his  gait  with  ike 
times,  and  has  not  a  motion  of  his  body  that  {like  a  dotlrell)  he'does  not  borrow  from  somebody  else.*' 

^'  Cohex  tpi — These  I  suppose  lo  be  words  corrupted  by  the  ignorance  Of  the  transcriber.    S. 

^*  Was  it  you— It  was  you,  1st  edit.  S9  Doo^Doth,  2#edit. 

^  A  trimme  cast  of  Murleom — i.  e.  a  cast  of  that  species  of  hawks  that  were  called  Merlbu.     S. 

He  calls  them  Murleons  on  account  of  their  size.  Merlins  were  the  smallest  species  of  hawks.  T^ 
herville  says,  **  These  Merlyns  are  very  much  like  the  ha^gart  falcon  in  plume,  in  sear  of  the  foote,  ia 
l»eake,  and  talons.  So  as  thi*re  seemeth  to  be  no  oddes  or  difference  at  al  betwixt  them, save  onely  in  the 
Hgnesse,  for  she  hath  like  demeanore,  like  plume,  and  very  like  conditions  to  the  falcon,  and  in  hir  kind 
is  of  like  courage,  and  therefore  must  he  kept  as  choycely  and  as  daintily  as  the  falcon.'*  The  mertiM 
was  chiefly  used  to  fly  at  small  birds ;  and  Latham  says,  it  wiui  particalaily  appropriated  to  the  teVfifP 
of  ladies. 

6'  Itotffer  Grimme^Father  Grimme,  Sd  edit. 
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f.  Thfit  19  but  a  little,  yet  it  makes  thee 
seeme  a  g;reat  bagge. 
Jmckt,  How  &aj  you,  goodraan  colier,  can  you 

finde  any  fault  here  ?^* 
Grimme,  Nay,  you  shoalde  finde  Taught,  mary 
here's  ttiin  geare ! 
Alas,  little  knave,  dost  not  sweat  ?  thou  goest  with 

great  payne. 
These  are  no  hose,  but  water  bougets,  I  tell  thee 

playne ; 
C^od  for  none  but  suche  as  have  no  buttockes; 
Dfd  you  ever  se«  two  suche  little  Robin  rud- 

dockes<» 
So  laden  with  breeches  ?  chill  say  no  more  leste  I 

o^ende^ 
Who  invented  these  monsters^  first,  did  it  to,a 

gostly  ende. 
To  bftire  a  niale,  readie  to  put  in  other  folkes  stuffe, 
Wee  see  this  evident  by  dayjy  proofe. 
One  preached  of  late  not  farre  hence,  in  no  pul- 
pit, but  in  a  wayne  carte, 
That  spake  enough  of  this ;  but  for  my  parte, 
Chil  say  no  more,  your  owne  necessitie 
In  the  end  wyll  force  you  to  finde  some  remedy. 
Jacke.  Wyl,  ^'  bolde  this  raylinge  knave  with  a 
talkfi  when  I  am  eone, 
I  wyll  fetch  him  his  filCng  ale  for  his  good  ser- 
mone. 
WyiL  Goe  thy  way,  father  Grimme,  gayly  well 
you  doo  say. 
It  is  but  young  mens  folly,  that  liste  to  playe. 
And  maske  a  whyle  in  the  net  of  their  owne  de- 
vise. 
When  they  come  to  your  age  they  ftyll  be  wyse. 
Grimme,  Bum  troth,  but  Sew  such  roysters  come 
Id  my  yeares  at  this  day. 
They  he  cut  off  betimes,  or  they  have  gone  halfe 

their  journey : 
I  vyll  not  tell  why,  let  them  gesse  that  can,  I 
meane  somewhat  thereby. 

Enter  Jacke  with  a  pot  cfwynty  and  a  cup  to 

drinke  on, 

Jacke,  Father  Grimme,  because  you  are  stur^ 

ring  so  early, 
I  bave  brought  you  a  boule  of  wyne  to  make  you 

mery. 
Grimme.  Wync,  mary !  that  is  welcome  to  co- 

liersy  chyl  swapt  off  by  and  by. 


Chwas  sturring  so  cafly  that  my  very  soul  is  drye: 
Jacke,  This  is  stoutly  done,  wyll  you  have  it 

warmed,  father  Grimme  ? 
Grimme,  No,  it  is  warm  enough,  it  is  very  lou- 
sious  and  triroroe ; 
^is  musselden  ^  ich  weene ;  of  fellowship  let  me 

have  another  spurt, 
Ich  can  drink  as  easily  now,  as  if  I  sate  in  my 
shurte. 
Jacke,  By  cocke,  and  you  shall  have  it;  but  I 
wyll  beginne,  and  that  anone, 
Je  bou  a  vout  man  compognon.  ^' 

Grimme.  Tai  vouspleigi  petit  Zawne.^ 
Jacke.  Can  you  speake  French  ?  here  is  a  trimme 

colier,  by  this  day  ! 
Orimme,  What  man  !  ich  learned  this  when  ich 
was  a  souldier. 
When  ich  was  a  lusty  fellow,  and  could  yarke  a 

whip  trimly, 
Better  then  these  boy  coliers,  that  come  to  the 

Gourte  daily : 
•  When  there  were  ^  not  so  many  captious  fellowes 

as  now, 
That  would  toruppe  men  for  every  trifell,  I  wot 

not  how : 
As  there  was  one  Damon,  not  longe  since  taken 

for  a  spie, 
How  justly  I  know  not,  but  he  was  condemned  to 
die. 
WylL  This  wine  hath  warmed  him,  this  comes 
well  to  passe, 
We  shall  know  all  now,  for  in  Vino  Veritas. 
Father  Grimme,  who  accused  this  Damon  to  kinge 
Dionisius  ? 
Grimme.  A  vengeaunce  take  him,  'twas  a  gen- 
tleman, one  maister  Crowsphus. 
WylL  Crowsphus !  you  dippe  the  kinge's  lan- 
guage, you  would  have  said  Carisophus: 
But  I  perceive  now,  either  the  winde  is  at  the 

south, 
Or  els  your  tounge  cleaveth  to  the  roofe  of  your 
mouth. 
Grimme,  A  iuurian  take  thik  wine,  it  so  ihtoxi« 
cate  my  braine. 
That  to  be  hanged  by  and  by,  I  cannot  speake 
plaine. 
Jacke,  You  speake  knavishly  pliiyne,  scinge  my 
master  you  doo  mocke. 
In  faith  ere  you  go,  I  will  make  yon  a  lobbe  cocke. 


**  Gm  you  finde  any  fault  here  f — What  fault  can  you  see  hccrc  ?  2d  edit. 

*^  Robin  ruddocket — i.  e.  Robin  redbreasts.    Shakspeare  uses  ruddock  for  redbreast  in  Cymheline.    8. 

Agmio,  Nash^s  Lenten  Stuffs  1599:  — **  he  eftsoons  d^ned  unto  me,  that  the  red  herring  wot  this  old 
tickle  cob,  or  magitter  fac  totura,  that  bronj[^ht  In  (he  red  ruddocki^  and  the  grummelieed  as  thick  as  oat « 
«ea],  and  made  Yarmouth  for  Argent  to  put  down  the  city  of  Ar^nline.** 

•♦  Mcnsterp—nose  at,  «d  edit.  «'  FTj/f— Well,  1st.  edit. 

*•  *7tf  nutstelden — An  intended  mistake  for  muaeadine,    S. 

^^  Je  boit  a  rous  man  compagndn — Jebit  avou  mon  coropagnon.   Both  4t'o8.     S. 

^  J*«i  roma  pleigi  petit  Zavne — Ihar  vou  pledge,  petty  Zawne.  Both  4tos.  1  know  not  what  h  oeant 
br  Zmtne.     S. 
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lBfiw*xfif-  ^ 


at>rode? 
Grimmt,  AU  jnen  fic  Miic  fu  bio,  lo  belpc 

Tlie;  my,  •  Mm  knave  cuicd  lum  to  d>e  kin^ 

And  ha  19  gouei  and  ihowld  be  Jww  t^i^oiTow  to 

Or  el(  his  fellow,  which  is  in  pri«an,  hi*  rowme 

Botbe  hii  halie  for  yoiue  ikifliiigM,  I  tell 
you  i^m. 


Chil 
Uhiu- 


I  ihiake  Panon  M  too  wik  W  Mtunw  apyaa- 
'"   l  WjU  DO  wp  iF»k  for  tbm  in  tbu  vro 


fullo 

Gr^aK.  Noj  chili  winwt  yoa:  sae  piiner 
Stippus  IS  in  place, 
WherF'beiiii|yiipo«ao4:  but  he  pwiea  hiflUDlfc 

WhAtfoer'ar  piouiim  njOatt,  u  that  be  wyU  flat 

wyno: 
'Xu  a  uihull  rot,  ha  wilt  pot  trcwl  db  tfaarwi  fct 

A  i»eiy  faarecoitBB  '"ti*  ami  )i  |>l«aWD(  ixgat*- 

A  n^t  courtiar,  and  can  fvniit  fW  ««•■ 

Jiict<.  Wyll,  howe  lyke  you  dutgaaae?  your 
maiter  Aiiitippua  mp. 
At  this  caber's  hnnde  hath  had  a  bloe. 
Bot  ip  faitt),  father  Grinuntv  oaniut  ye  calieri 
'Pmuiri.  fn.  „r..^f  wket  far  beUar  then  courtiers? 
I,  I  taowe:  Uact^  «»)i«n  (o  in 


Yet  M  pnnide  they,  that  they  have  t^  faire  white 

(roaica. 
Ich  may  i«y  )n  oownel^  tbough  all  ^y  I  poyle  in 

dourt<y 
Chil  aoi  chaiwa  liraawith  any  w  Dtoaitiiu'courte: 
For  tbougb  tfinr  WmkII  be  n^er  w  £ae. 
Yet  sure  their  credit  11  farre  worse  (haa  nine : 
Aud  hj  cacke  I  ifiaT  aaj,  for  all  their  bK  loolcoa, 
I  knowe  wine  itickes  full  deepe  in  narcbanu 

bookea: 
And  deeper  will  fall  in,  at  (<wm  me  letiair 
A*  long  Bi  iuteede  of  mow^  tbay  tii«  pit^ififcea 

Doodi  and  beUeai 


,ff  haitg  -thay  ftH  inht »  mnVmt  fimm  Ml* 

eoliers  do  not  koofi, 
Tath  anad  owm;  'ici>cailad,kb  we«tt.f»- 

tum  pro  ctmta. 
Sopa  otjNn-  w  <;aaftM  imkia  pibea  lan^  ««n>yp 
Wbeo  chey  wayle  and  VnTTrr  ilbair  owoe  cMitc 

atcrefly: 
Fnendship  is  deade  in  coorte,  bipKroiB  dotb 

Who  i)  in  favour  oew,  to  storow  a-ogt  ^pyne : 
The  atate  is  to  uncprtaifie,  ihac  I,  bf  W  "VK 
Wjll  Dcnr  be  CDU|rti«F,  hiU.a  cohar  ilyU. 

W^IL  It  leemeth  that  colicn  hyw  »  rcrj  ^ 
Srytaliie, 

Grimme.  Coriers  get  money  ttyll:  toD  me  of 
twnh, 
I»  not  that  a  trim  life  now,  a^  ibe  wetij  ffleth  ? 
All  'dqr  tbeii^  I  toyle  wkb  taayiie  jwd  ni^ 
With  mon^  ui  my  poacbe  {  am^  bflflM  mary  at 

And  sit  downe  in  ny'Cbafr*  bg  mj  Xj'e,  &ir 

And  tonme  a  cnbbe  in  t\#  ftv,  m  mery  aa  ]«{« 


folkeU 

H'ad  M  be  mm  wid»l.  h'-ad  gealde 
euougb  in  his  huicn. 
Jatkt.  C«fi|wld««wke«Bwiata<7i  thif  fay, 
who  can  singe  10  mary  a  BBUit 
A*  he  tl^at  JiDot  abte  to  shaaae  a  yutv  f 
Grmmt,  Wh0  aim**  >"  't'W  ■»<•  aiaiet  WN 
in  tune :  I  know  for  mv  partt 
That  a  bawy  (wwob  wtib  eealae  walin  a  li^ 

bwie: 
Of  which  I  have  ftoiitM  f»'  •  4teM  j«re  good 

sxtn 

And  these  beaten, "  I  tnmCfiMl  aoOM  get  mce 

Wi^tL  By  serniag  the  «eaite  »i|b  coles,  you 

^ynde  all  (hit  money. 
Gximme.  Sy  the  court  ooely,  I  asniic  ^ee. 
Jacke.  After  what  sorte,  I  pray  thee  tell  mee  f 
Grimm.  Htf,  iber  bate  as  a«^  qaoih  Bwl- 
ton ; "  I  can  weare  a  hone,  aud  blow  it  not. 
Jath.  S|i'rlwlie,tha«iiarnaib 


of  aBy  lhbf,Bad  bere.K 


'X;: 


Ti  itmf,  Iher  M<  ox  mt,  pielh  Jlwltni— Bale  me  an  ace,  quotb  BouIIOD,  b  awoag  the  Pwratta  r*^ 
Ilshed  by  Mr  Ray.  That  gentleman  nddi, "  Who  this  ffaUm  was  I  know  wt,  nekber  is  U  wor^  fff^ 
ring.  Oseof  Ibitname  mlghl haiu>en  to lay,  ButinnaiacF, and, far  thecpliddcnce  of  IbufaatlMM'* 
of  Ibelwo  words  Hal*  and  BaUm,  it  grew  to  be  atuorerb.  Wc  haTCOkWly  cClbe  like  orl^Ml)  aai^f- 
Snp,  Simon,  &c  Slay,  qaoth  Bt^nser.  Ac.  There  rpn  a  story  of  Qotcii  Elizabeth,  (bal  GicliyBnM^ 
with  a  colleclloB  ofEnglUh  Prorerhs,  and  toM  by  Ae  author,  tbat  it  coDtaioed  all  Ihc  EogUsbPfwo^ 


anlii^  in  bii  coUecUon."    iUj's  PrmtiU,  p.  ITT. 


fehirABtB»4 


DJiM(y^  Mfd'  ^ItBIAS. 


^1 


thifl  money  ? 

reant  ye. 
Yet  in  few  wordr  I  M^ll  ybb  tlti^oAe  tfalhgl^ 
H^  11  «M^nr  fbdid  tbMottmdt  ga^ne  by  thtf  litige. 
WyiL  Well  saj^de,  father  GnnMi^j  you  arc  a 
wfiie  collar,  aticf  a  bi'ati^ 
T  see  now  tlie<i»  isrntt  Icttav^  Kbetortb^  olidie  ktitfVc. 
Grinaie^Siidiektiai^'Ha^e  mony,  vt^en  cour^ 
cklrV  hai^'  noiN!. 
Bm*  ^ir  Die;  » tliat  true  that  abnxfe  ii^^BIowne  ? 
Jhdfe.  Wl^irtlUtt?' 

GrMme.   Hath  the  kineef  tbsdi^  tilMe  fayre 
oMtusak  hn  (raugnfiers 
To  become  now  fine  and  trimnie  barbM  ? 
Jteftr:  Yea  truly,  to  his  ewH^  perBOb.* 
Gtimme.  Good  feUowetbeleTe  me,  as  the  case 
now  standes, 
1  «IMd*  geve  onesi(ek«  df  <5(Mi^  to  Me  trMf  at 

their  hands : 
If  ich  earner  ti^  nitBttti  ch«in^  fbr  nly  #ft  dionM'not 

ttct^  thriic^  ctnpptiy 
If  ich  cam  not  stekle  om;  sw«p  at  tbetf  l^pp^ 
Jack.  Wylt,this  knave  is  drunke,  let ns  dresse  him, 
Let  ns  riffisll  him  so,  that  he  bare  riot  one  pennie 

tb'  bfCSfte  binl^ 
Mn  stidnb  aw^sy  bo"  debenfltfm  tool 
WfiL  Content,  mvent  the  way,  8b<FI  tm  readie. 
Jaeke.  Faidi,  and  I  vii)ifl'nif(ke  faim  a  hodlHii. 
Vymtt  ^namei  if  fm  amy  tntie  w^l^'*  TwyW 

wash  you,  and  snave  ybtl  tkro, 
Efeiralld'th^'stiirteftahkMa^  tbrkioge's  dhtlgb- 

tefWdbo: 
In  all  poyntes  as  they  batfdKf  Di^EmhhiS,  I  wyll 
dfesiii  ttHl^tnrti  atMTiHNK 
GntiMt.  CnSnf  fwne  li^afne  ibM;  f^^me*  dn 
then,  chil  gere  thee  a  wifol  fdiit  of  wine 
^tkf^iti^  fbr  Cby^tkbtHir,  wb^it  dm  iboi^y  ftrniy 
benters  heare. 
[Bert  Wyzi.  fiiekitff  &  htifhtf^i  ha^m\  irpibt 
with  waUr,  a  rrytdury  antteiotlktf  and  a 
ptnffif  tftpt!efacaii, 
Mck^^  Cboie,'  imiie  owne  fktiie^  Qrunme',  sit 

downe. 
Grimme,  xMasse,  to-tl^Bnewitliafl,  b«M«  ii^a 

tHnime  ^lla^. 
Joc^  What  maujl  wyit'ose  yoiilikc  tfprioce : — 

sft^  boy,  retehe  nH!  iby'  gtiafei 
WylL  Here,  syr. 

Jacht.  HbMe  nkpy  fadiier' Grinime. 
GyMiie.  Me  seeme  my  head  doth  swtnune. 
Jfldbe.  My  costly  perfumes  make  that — Away 
with  this,  sir  boy ;  be  quicke. 
Aiwftfe^  alnytev'^  Ymm  pfiRieitis?  isnother^a 
good  face? 


A  filkt'divi^s'eyes^.tfi  inciutb  (yk«  afy  &ies. 
Father,  you  have  good  btlYter  teetb^  flklf  seene,  - 
You  weare  weaned,'  el^  yott  would  bAV^  Ben  a 

^NitK  caffe'. 
Ah  trimme  lippes  to  sweepea  cndtftgerf  here  is  a 

chittii^, 

As  soft  as  the  hoofe  of  an  horse. 
Grimme.  Doth  the  king^'s  daughters  rube  so 

hardef 
Jacke.  H^d€f  yoM*  beatf  sti^e^^  vAraa/  eRl  all 
f^yw  be'ibttf^[l& 
By'r  ladle,  you  are  of  good  complM^, 
A  rigfit  Croycten  s^Urgiihie,  bMiri^W  th)^. 
Iftttld  Up,  ftrtll^r  OriUme^ WyN;  Cto  yoti  be- 
fftUri'^  ycr' 
MthMid  Mer  tMHk»  after  i  nlak^ddtls  Mb&sn 

you  do  besmoure  me. 
Jaekei  P^'A  inM  Vtt^€tmtAt€  Uo^jetdi  VUa^ 
ctf^  lAltV  i^  revf  cDsd^  ; 
I  geve  not  this  watMttge  bd)  to  et^iibdy. 
After  fm-  hmr^  hM  4te^  so  fltti*^  at  ttiy  band^, 
You  may  kiase  any  ladies  Iip|)es  within  this  landc. 
A,  yod  ak^  frimly  Washt  f  tiow  say  you,  is  not  this 
ttinniv  watai^  ^ 
Grimme,  It  may  be  bolsomci'  b«t  itf  is  venge- 

aoQce  sdwvr: 
Jacke,  It  scours  the  b«ttm^^yr  Voy^  geve  roe 

my  nPfBOML 
WtflL  Here  at  hand,  sir. 
Owimme:  Goiis  ayme»t  'tii  a;  cboniiig  Ittffe, 

'tis  no  raysour. 
Jaeke,  It  is  a  raysbuF^nni^tbara  vdry  guwi  dite  y 
It  ikme  latelyftofan  Paieraio^^^^  ic  colt  met  twen- 
ty crownes  alone ;  • 
Your  eyvrdass^IafWry  001^  waibia^  these  speo^ 

tadtt'pvi  4n  r 
Nowvewthisraysour,tellmee,i8  itnslsgood  one? 
OruUme,  They  be  gay  biimikeiB,  yet  I  see  de- 

ver  the  better. 
JbcAft  Indeede  ttidyhe  a  yoong^  nght^  and  titet 
is  the  matter. 
Bat  I  warrant  yooy  this  ra}«otir  it  v«ry  eaiie. 
Grimme,  Co  too  then,  since  yoirbqpnne,  doo 

as  pleaaa  ym, 
Jaeke.  Holde  ufi  f^tb*  Qrimme. 
Gririmnf.  O  ysut  raysear  dbtb  holt  nf  ttppei 
Jacke.  No,  it  scrapethef  a  pintail',  tv  ease  you 
e^lfae-'pmpo* 
I  have  done  now,  now  say  tov?  are  yarn  not  well  ? 
OiJawBLs  Cbaka  lighler Umb kh. wks,  the  trulb 

to  telL 
Mlw.  Will  yott  ilnge-  •fter  ydor  shanringe  ? 
Grimme,  Mas,  content,  butebiU  be  polde  first 

or  I^siDgK 
Jadbft  Nay  that  shall  not  neede^  you  are  pould 
ueere  enough  for  this 


'^  Prmg  me  mel-^ln  the  former  edition,  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered  this  to  pay  me«  weL 

AlmfH^  olfffte-— a2oa»^  Fr.  is  t«  allow,  to  approvey-to  pzaiie..    I  l^iow  of  no  other  word  that  retem<> 
Ina  that  in  the  text,    ^foseif,  in  Chaucer,  is  pralKd.    S. 

J*  U  tame  from  Puiermo^ihe  4t08  read  PaUMrrime.  Tile  racors  of  FalennO'WeteaneleBtly  funooi. 
^  are  mentioned  iii  more  than  one  of  our  old  plays,  aodpArtlcttlarly  ia  2^  proaadk  of  dviU  War^ 
*J  Thoaas  Lodge,  1594,  Sign.  I  4 :  «  Neighbour,  sharpen  the  edge  tole  of  your  wits  upon  the  wheUton^ 
f}  ItdbcrKtiOB^  that  your  wordes  na^  shave  like  the  rascn  of  PuUrmp.'*    9| 


1» 


DAMON  AND.  PITHIAS. 


[Edwards! 


Grimme*  Go  too  then  lustyly,  I  will  singe  in 
my  man's  voyce, 
Cbave  a  troubling  base  bfisse. 
Jacke,  You  are  Ijrke  to  beare  the  bobbe,  for  we 
wyll  geve  it. 
Set  out  your  bussyng  base,  and  wee  wyll  quiddell 
upon  it. 

Grim  MB  ungeth  Bu$se, 

Jacke  singes.  Too  nidden^  and  too  nidden, 
Wyll  singes.  Too  nidden,  and  toodle  toodle  doo 
nidden  ; 
It  not  Grimme  the  colter  mott  finely  tkiroen  f 
Grimme,  Why,  my  fellowes,  thinke  iche  am  a 

cowe,  that  you  make  such  toying  ? 
Jacke.  Nay  hyV  ladie,  you  are  no  cow,  by  your 
sinking ; 
Yet  your  wife  tolde  roee  you  were  an  oze. 
Grimme,  Did  she  so  ?  'tis  a  pestens  queue, '' 
she  is  full  of  such  mokes. 
But  go  to,  let  us  singe  out  our  songe  jnerily. 

The  Songc  at  the  shaving  of  the  Colier. 

Jacke.  Suche  barbertf  God  tend  you  at  all  timet 

ofneede, 
Wyll.  That  can  drette  you  finely^  and  make 

tuck  quick  tpeede, 
Jacke.  Your  face  like  an  income  now  thineth 

so  gay— 
WylL  That  I  with  your  nottrilt  of  force  mtitt 

needet  play, 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden, 
Jacke.  With  too  nidden,  and  todle  todle  doo 
*    nidden ;  * 

J»  not  Grimme  the  colier  meetjinely  shaven  ? 
Wyll.  With  shaving  you  shne  lyke  a  pestle  of 

porke.^ 
'   Jacke.  Here  it  the  trimmett  hogge^Jleth  from 

London  to  Yorke, 
WylL  J^  would  he  trimme  baken  to  hange  up  a 

Mfhile, 
Jticke.  To  play  with  thit  hogline,  of  force  I  must 

tmyle, 
Wyll.  With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden, 
with  too  nidden,  and  todle,  &c. 
Grimme.  Your  thaving  doth  please  me,  lam 

now  your  dehter, 
Wyll.  Your  wife  now  wUl  huste  you,  becaute 

you  are  sweater,  • 

Grimme.  Neare  would  I  be  poled,  at  neere  at 

cham  thaven, 
Wyll.  Theh  out  of  your  jirkin,  needes  must  you 

be  shaken. 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden,  &c. 
Grimme.  It  is  a  trimme  thinge  to  be  washt  in 

the  courte. 
Wyll.  Their  handet  are  to  fine,  that  they  never 

doo  hurte. 


Grimme.  Methinke  ich  am  lighter  than  ever 

uJi  wat. 
Wyll.  Our  thavinge  in  the  court  hath  brought 
thit  to  pane. 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden, 
Jacke.  With  too  nidden,  and  todle  todle  doo 
nidden; 
It  not  Grimme  the  colier  finely  ^^  thaven  f 
Grimme.  This  is  trimly  done  :  now  chii  pitche 
my  coles  not  farre  hence, 
And  then  at  the  taveme  chil  bestowe  whole  tway 
pence.  [Exit  Grimme. 

Jacke,  Farewel  cocke,  before  the  collier  againe 
doo  us  seeke, 
Let  us  into  the  courte  to  parte  the  spoyle,  share 
and  share  like. 
WylL  Away  then.  [Exeunt. 

Here  entreth  Grimmi:. 

Grimme.  Out  alas !  Where  shall  1  make  my 
mone? 
My  poiiche,  my  benters,  and  all  is  gone  I 
Wher  is  that  villayne  that  dyd  me  shave  ? 
Hath  robbed  me,  alas  !  of  all  that  I  have. 

Here  entreth  Snap. 

Snap.  Who  crieth  so  at  the  courte  gate  ? 
Grimme.  I,  the  poore  colier,  that  %vas  rubbed 

of  late. 
Snap.  Who  robbed  thee  ? 
Grimme.  Twoo  of  the  porters  men  that 

shave  me. 
Snap,  Why  the  porters  men  are  no  barbers. 
Grimme.  A  vengeance  take  them,  they  sre 

quicke  carvers. 
Snap.  What  stature  weare  they  of? 
Grimme.  As  little  dapper  knaves,  as  they  trimlj 

could  sco^fe. 
Snap.  They  were  lackeyes,  as  neare  as  I  can 

gesse  them. 
Grimme.  Such  lackies  make  mee  lacke,  an  bai- 
ter beswinge  them, 
Cham  undon,  they  have  my  benters  too. 
Snap,  Doest  thou  know  them,  if  thou  seest 

them  ? 
Grimme.  Yea,  that  I  doo. 
Snap,  Then  come  with  me,  we  wyll  finde  tbem 

out,  and  that  quickly. 
Grimme,  I  folow,  mast  tipstafie,  they  be  in  the 

courte  it  is  likely. 

Snap,  Then  crie  no  more,  come  away. 

[Exeunt, 

Here  entreth  Carisophvs  and  Aristippus. 

Carit,  If  ever  you  wyll  shew  your  frieridsbip, 
now  is  the  time, 
Seing  the  king  is  ill  pleased  with  me,  of  my  pa^^^ 
without  any  crime. 


'9  Pestens  qiune—he  means  a  pestilent  quean,    S. 

^°  J  pcttU  ofporke^h  e.  g  gammon  of  bacon.    lUinshicuM 


5»  Fiw/y— trimly,  2d  edit. 


Edwards.^ 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 
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Am,  It  should  appeare,  it  oomes  of  some  evell 
bebanoury 
That  joc  so  aodenly  are  cast  oat  of  favour. 
CariL,  Nothing  bare  I  done  but  this,  in  taike 
I  over  tbwarted  Eubulus, 
When  he  lamented  Pithias'case  to  kingeDionisius, 
Which  to  morrow  shall  die :  but  for  that  false 

knave  Damon, 
He  hath  le&  his  friend  in  the  briers^  and  now  is 

gone. 
Wee  grew  so  hot  in  talke,  that  Eubulus  protested 

playnely, 
Dionisios  *^  held  his  eare  open  to  parasitical  I 

flatterie. 
And  now  in  the  kioges  eare  like  a  bell  he  ringes, 
Crying  that  flatterers  have  ben  the  denlroyers  of 

kinges. 
Which  talke,  in  Dionisius'  harte  hath  made  so 

deepe  impression^ 
That  he  trusteth  me  not,  as  heretofore,  in  no  con- 
dition: 
And  some  words  brake  from  him,  as  though  that 

hee 
Bepm  to  suspect  my  trooth  and  honestie, 
Wbidi  you  of  friendship  I  know  wyll  defend,  how 

so  ^er  the  world  goeth ; 
My  friend,  for  my  hooestie  wiUyou  net  take  an  othe  ? 
Aril,  To  sweare  for  your  hooestie,  I  should 

lose  mine  owne. 
Corii.  Should  you  so  indeede?  I  would  that 
were  knowqe. 
Is  your  Toyde  friend^ip  come  thus  to  passe  ? 
Ar'u,  I  folow  the  proverbe :  Amicut  usque  ad 

auroL 
Coris.  Where  can  yon  say  I  ever  lost  mine 

hofiestie  i 
Arts,  You  never  lost  it,  for  you  never  had  it, 

as  farre  as  I  know. 
Carts,  Say  you  so,  friend  Aristippus,  whom  I 

trust  so  well  ? 
Aris.  Because  you  trust  me,  to  you  the  truth  I 

tell. 
CoTtf.   Wyll  you  not  stretche  one  poynt,  to 

bring  mee  in  favour  agayne  ? 
Arii,  I  love  no  stretching,  so  I  may  breede 

myne  owne  payne* 
Caris,  A  friend  ought  to  shonne  no  payne,  to 
stand  his  friend  in  stead. 


ArU,  Where  true  friendship  is,  it  is  so  in  vei^ 

dcede. 
Carii,  Why,  sir,  hath  not  the  chaine  of  true 

frieodbhip  linked  us  two  together  ? 
Aris,  The  chiefcst  linke,  lacked  therof,  it  must 

needs  desever. 
Caris.  What  linke  is  that  ?  faine  would  I  know. 
Aris.  Honestic. 
Caris.  Doth  hooestie  knit  the  perfect  knot  in 

true  friendsliip  ? 
Aris,  Yea,  truely,  and  that  knot  so  knit  wyll 

never  slippc. 
Caris.  Belike  theu,  there  is  no  friendship  but 

betwcene  honest  men. 
Aris.  Betwene  the  honest  only ;  for,  amicitia 

inter  bonos,  '^  saith  a  learned  man. 
Caris.  Yet  evell  men  use  friendship  in  things 

unbonedt,  wher  fancy  doth  serve, 
^rii.  That  is  no  friendship,  but  a  lewde  likeing,* 

it  lastes  but  a  while. 
Caris.  What  is  the  perfectst  friendship  among 

men  that  ever  grew  ? 
Aris.  Where  men  love  one  another,  not  for 

profit,  but  for  vertue. 
Caris,  Are  such  frieudes  both  alil^e  in  joy,  anct 

also  in  smarte  f 
Aris,  They  must  needs,  for  in  two  bodies  they 

have  but  one  harte. 
Caris.  Friend  Aristippus,  deceave  me  not  with 
aophistrie ; 
Is  there  ho  perfect  fifieudbhip,but  where  is  vertue 
and  honcstie  ? 
Aris.  What  a  devell  then  ment  Carisophus 
To  joyne  in  friendship  with  fine  Aristippus  ? 
In  whom  is  as  much  vertue,  trueth,  and  hooestie. 
As  there  are  true  fethers  in  the  three  Craines  of 

the  Vintrce :  ^ 
Yet  their  '^  fethers  have  the  shadow  of  lively  fe- 
thers, the  truth  to  scan. 
But  Carisophus  hath  not  the  shadowe  of  an  ho- 
nest man. 
To  be  p^aync,  because  I  know  thy  villany. 
In  abusinge  Dionisius  to  many  mens  injury, 
(Juder  the  cloke  of  friendship  I  playd  with  his  head. 
And  sought  meanes  how  thou  with  thine  owne 

fancy  might  be  lead  : 
My  fneodship  thou  soughtest  for  thine  own  com* 
moditie. 


^  Di4m|ffiii»— both  the  4toi  read  fVhicke.    The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodsley. 
■'  BmoB—bftam.    Both  4to«. 

*^  The  ikree  Craines  of  the  Fintree — sometimes  called  New  Queen  Street,  where  there  seems  to  have 
been  the  sign  oUhe  three  Cnmes,   Bea  Jonson  mentions  this  place  in  The  Dtvil  is  an  Ass,  A.  1.  S$.  1. : 


"  From  thence  shoot  the  bridge  child,  to  the  Cranes  of  the  Vintry, 
And  see  there  the  gimblets  how  the/aiake  their  entry  !*" 


i»»» 


Stow  says,  it  was  a  place  of  some  account  for  the  Costerroongen,  who  had  ware-houses  there ;  and  It 
appears  from  Dekkar*s  Belnum  of  London,  Sigo.  K  3,  that  the  bq^rs  of  his  time  called  one  of  their  places 
•fieodezvous  by  this  name.  ^'  TAe/r— these,  Ist  edit* 


'9$ 


muoii(  AK6  pmitASv 


(Eo^mns. 


IVhicii  I  perceaving,  to  tbe  lyke  m^Kt  I  framed, 
WiMrdtliy- 1  krtdw,  <ft  the  ^iae  I  ^tAi  iMt  be 

If^WhasIf  ffie,'4tef«  y  I  finstrery  (tUhpntdemis 

est  muUum  disimnlttfe, 
t&^fffstka  tiM&fAkyntty  a#  the  ptofett  dbtfir  go^ 
In  faith  Carisophus,  cum  crettme  CrHita: 
lU^UfeiffteLMetAe  I  sliew  myself^e  totfaeein 

one  thing, 
1^4m  Mi  (K^settftU^  now  I  safi  ti^H  iMt  spedte 

for  thee  to  the  king: 
"VlMir^MPeF  sittke'iH  thy  Mito^y  I  ddd  HOC  dedttVe 

thee, 
A  (A^  Vwttft  I  fomid  tbee^,  a  fatite  ktmte  I  Te^e 

tli«e.  [Exit. 

^il»  He  f»  gone  f  is  titn  frietidiffjb  tcr  Itate 

M9  firkittd  tif  the  f^mae  fields  r 
\¥«H^]^  tf(<e  rtdM^  I  ttif9t\ft  hsive  begtiTfcfp, 

In  matching  with  tbM  fWV^  foit  iti  aihid^ 
WKi«l^  hfitH  m(6^  rtsetf  to  hiv  own  eonnuddrtnf : 
Which  seeing*  me  in-d^treSM,  utlfaahediy  goes  his 

^  Wa  jf^e^ 
Xoe  this  is  the  perfe^  ftitefndship  among  men  now 

ii<fiiyes; 
Which  kinde  of  friendship*  ttUfMt  litm  I  used 

AfiA  he  with  the  like  YMSk  r^dtnted"  me  craf- 

Hly,  ^ 

It  is  the  gods  judgment,  I  see  it  tiKtytt^, 

V^  tk\  (be  WoHcfe^  anay^  khdtir,  ^'c^'t/l^  in  fypeMt 

quamfccL 
Wel^  l!  oiMrcdffttMt  wysaffe,  litMe  oth»  htfl^  I 

UKtik»i<iMi4«r  gi^^df  Windtf  iHay  Uajhifc  tb  bldW^. 

[Axit. 

£u6.  Who  deiffet  «Hth^  kitig^s  hi  matten  of 

gi^twuij^hc, 
When  frbward  wyll  doth  beard' tlJ^  c^^est  sway^^ 
Must  ytlif  oif  fott^,  ifienfe  tieedent)  stibtiHGrsleigm^ 
Ne  pwfrtMi8»>p<Jafch  rfte  ihiittfer  tb  cotiw. 
U&  pHiyei*  <M  ikib^  n^eu  kiddtetf  a  the  ir^, 
l?tie  tdOHe^  y«  qtiettdir,  th«  mbre  uier^ased'is  tlile 

fire. 
T*i«^tW!ig^  I  iVfo^  fii  KthTaV  ^fbl  cdsr. 
Whose  heavy  hap  with  teares  I  dtfO  lament: 
The  day  is  come,  when  he  in  Damon's  place, 
Must  lose  his  liflaf  ih^tiaM^ia^iuU^-speoU 
Nought  can  my  words  now  with  the  king  prevaile, 
Against  the  wind  and  strivinge  stream  "^  £  sayle : 
For  die  thou  must,  alas !  tHod^Ty  Oreefie. 
Ah,  Pithias,  now  oome  is  thy  dolefuU  heure : 
A  p<frf6ct  friend,  none  such  ina  world  to  seelie* 
!Ihough  bitter  death  shall  geve  thee  sauce  full 

sower, 


rct  for  cny  nncii  en  mm  snair  nc  uiy  iiauie. 
Among  the  gods,  within  the  bot)tt<i  ot  ftfaie. 
Who  kiMM^^n  RttdiESevAntf  Will'ifOt  fUlfrRinrt^liftt^r 
His  g^I^Bfle  biotfd'  4Hdl  tn^ife'  doWmft'  iihott. 

Tttea  the  Minea'sitisete 

Alttif  t6^ttt  noppf'  kiUftr  tmfltf  p(fdhf  PHamlf'  tl&l^ 

to  dte ; 
Wi^iH^Mk  tht  fiMM  i^Ucftfit  kik  di^lMtg^ 
ven  us  cause  to  crie. 
Bub.  JiMkink^  I  hiatt,  adtk  fMb  ¥%«ltt& 
heares^ 
2W  Muses  frante  MbV  MtO;  thjf^te  f&mme : 
Among  which  sorte^  as  one  that  mof^rtetfhufith  hartep 
In  deteful  tunes  fipe^itpS^  kdfe  dp^U. 
Mutes.  Wotntrihtlk'nian^Sct. 
Eub.  With  yelow  rented  hear^  tMe  an,  you 
Shtsts  ntffi^ 
FyU  now  my  breast  witH  ^toty*  tltne$,  t6  me  youfi 

pmftntS  rBS^ffttc  f 

For  Pithtas  I  bewayUj  which  preMtHr  fnust  die^ 
Wa  woirtk  tht  mm  wfkthfdfJiii  deittt,  ^<U 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man^  &c 
Eub.  Wdsttiersntka:mmfthAifw<»aXdSifyp 
h&t friend  r 
I  thinke  even  Mm  tht  fledrms  ofo^  the  godor 

did  mrnd&tbnii  iende^ 
TiyOtliBo  tniefriMUH^s-poafef',  tMtkJMt  Itee 

now  to  die, 
Wer  w&ttli  the  wuM  wfiithjhr  IXW  StdtH^  && 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man,. St, 
Eub.  WHta  ti^m^k  wheip  tm  1^,  tXdi'tkamm 
dydwtcusef 
What  faith  hast  thou,  which  for  f%  friend  thy 

detftftdbstnbt  rtfusif 
0  heavy  happe  hadst  thou  to  pltiy  fftii  tragidieJ 
Wo  worth  tnt  man,  &c 
Muses.  Worth  the  than,kc, 
Bbb:  TlUfU  ycfkng  and'  nfof^hle  Of'etke;  tllat 
showest  tuvh  perfect  lave, 
tke  godi'  reeeenkr  iHy  dmpk  ghostinfotht  Ked- 

vens  above : 
mydtuth  we  shall  lament  nHth  many  a  w&pinge 

eye, 
Wo  worth  t^e  man,  wHicHforhis  death',  Std, 
Muses.  Wo  worth  tht  man,  which  for  his  death 

hatkg(Ven  us  cause  to  crie, 

Eub,  Eternaa  bd  your  faind,  ye  MWs,  for 

that  in  miscrie 

¥0  di4  wMichsale  te-strayne  your  notes  to  walke : 

My  harte  is  rent  in  two  with  this  miserable  case, 

Yet  am  I  charged  by  Dtonisius'  mouth,  to  aa  this 

pjnce 
A(  al^  poyats  ready  for  ttie  execution  of  Pitbiai. 
Needc  iiaUt  no*  law :  wyfl  *^  I^  or  nil  l^  it  moK 

be  done, 
Bot  loe^  1^  yfoodi«iflMifltfi*  i^e'ten  here  at  hinder 


^  Poyn/fd— Taunted,  Sd  edit; 

M  Wtfll  /,  or  nil  /-Whether  I  will  or  not. 


»'  Streamef,  2d  cdi^ 


Boirjk|tp»i) 


^AimV  AHP  PITOf  AS. 


9lt 


ClMBOOy  X 


Wtber  iHMT  4»  4i«4eT8tiiiNie, 


if  jiM  liyii^  m0  9*6ll  afi^yiiteil  for  the  eaeciH 

Cion  of  Pithiss^ 
Hw  tinjn  hiiwiici  mU.  te  k  <)eB€  hera  b  tfus 

,  ali  fjiifiyi  jut  iM^j;  liere  is  the 

place,  here  b  the  hand,  beiv  ts  the  ^tvonj^ 
An  iMkMb  iMD  ^Mil  Fkkiasy  whose  faeMi  at  a 

worde, 
if  he  trofe  ftmtvU^lmM  'fiadj  sirfke  of^ 
You  may  reporte,  that  ail  thiajg^s  are  readj. 
Emk  I  go  with  heavy  harle  «tQ  fepoit  i€.    Ah, 

wofull  Pithias' 
Soil  oeare  aow  is  thy  nusery.  {B^t, 

Grftm.  I  manrell  very  mudi,  wider  what  son' 

stilalieB 
AU  hangmen  are  borne,  for  dicy  are  hatei)  of  i^)), 

beloved  Af  nbae^ 
Which  hatred  is  showed  by  this  poynt  evidently^ 
The  haocman  alvw^s  dweUes  to  thp  Wieet  plac^ 


of  shedlie: 

That  sodi  8|Hght  shoald  be,l  know  no  caase  whi; 
Uniceie  ic  be  for  dMir^fficM/s  stfke,  which  is  cruel 

and  bloody; 
%«t  some  men  most  do  it,  to  exeipute  liiwes. 
Methinke  they  hate  me  without  any  jpst  cause. 
Bat  I  moft  loofce  lo  my  toVie,  Pitraas  must  lose 

his  head  at  one  bb>w, 
Eis  the  hoyes  wyll  stone  me  to  dealhin  the  ^rettt 

as  I  go. 
Bat  hafkoy  die  ptieoiier  eometh,  and  the  kinge  also; 
I  see  there  is  no  help,  Pithias  %is  life  must  fprgo. 

Here  entntk  Dipi^idius  and  Evbulus^ 

PJ0fi.  Bripj;  forUi  Pithias^  that  pleJ^sant  com- 

DamoOa 
Which  tooke  mee  att  my  w^rd^   vA  became 

pledge  for  Daify>iiu 
It  pricketh^  fast  upon  noone,  I  flpo  him  no 

iojuriet 
If  now  he  lose  his  head,  for  so  he  rp^o^sted  me. 
If  PanoQ  reti^pe  ii^o^,  w|iic^  aowip  Qre^io^  4A 

full  mery: 
.Therefore  tkM  Pithiss  ftay  hi^  dei^tli^  mi  \\^  fo 

and  by. 
U^  thoo^  belike,  if  Damon  w^re  wt  of  the  qitie, 
I  would  not  put  t4in  \Q  ^t\ki  fpr  some  fqoUshf 

pitie : 
Bat  seeiu;  it  was  his  xpgniiHy  I  wjU.^iQt  be  m^okt^ 

be  shall  di«i 
Bring  him  forth. 

Here  entreth  Snap. 

S9t!p,  Cfeie  place,  let  the  prifiWMr  ccwn^.^,  gire 
pUuse. 


trustie  friend  ? 
Yoil  know  what  time  a  day  it  is,  n)9k«e  you  ready. 

JPitik  Mmt9ii^ylwa\,mighiifi  \i^  (u»d  »m 

willing  also. 
Even  at  your  pleasure. 

breaketh  his  oth ; 
loth. 

Pjdh.  I  9m  wot  Mk  10  4«i»  vh»(  ip  ^ikk  f 
my4e9 
No  at  this  present  pinch  of  dA»db  AW  I  ^ismayde : 

prayer. 
That  they  have  reserved  me  to  this  passynge  great 

hpppuo 
To  die  for  my  friend,  ^ho^  faith  even  now  I  doo" 

not  mistroste, 

and  juste  i 

Al^t  iiilh  h«  if  ino  fad,  tai  •  JMP>  4»^  HiHM^ 
he  may, 

or  some  misadveoiMre  ky  d(b^  way, 
Which  the  MdmaU  gpds  t^urii^  all  tfi  at^jdori^ 
TbH  fepf  mi^  lewuAd  ^w  pi^liim  Ur  Qmrn 

did  die : 
can, 

Hm  windfi  IB  beiM^  Jie  i»th  tpim  i«t^  ^  iff  b«^^ 

man. 
That  be  p^^  ADt  retor»e,  of  aU  the  gfl4f  J  4ii 
require, 

Wbipb  wwr  to  my  joy  dcC'  graiiAt  nsyid^sk^. 
But  why  do  I  stay  ^oy  longer,  soeiiig  thotrone  manV 

death 
May  sufiise,  O  king,  to  pacific  (by  wnih  ^ 
0  mou  ipioiater  of  jniuos^  doo  %n9  9%99  J>jr 

and  by. 
Let  fiot  thy  hand  tfombley  lor  I  Affomble  ikH{i9  ik^ 
^tuphnAo,  the  right  paivoae  pf  ir^ue  fideUtifi, 
Commend  me  to  thy  master,  my  jwaot  Damon^ 

«nd  of  hi»  «fav»  iibeH«e» 
When  I  am  dead,  in  my  name;  for  Ahy  trustier 

tenrices 
Hath  well  deserved  a  gift  farre  better  |han  this. 
Oh  aiy  Damon,  fiire weU  oow  lor  over,  Mr«^  inenil 

to  me  most  deare ; 
WhykplyJfo  doch  luste,  wy  piouth  ihall  styMitatfcir 

of  thee, 
Aad  wInd  I  am^lead^foy  simple  gboi^  tms  «vit* 

nes  of  aihitie, 


■^^*^»' 


^ 


*^  Pn'dkelA— i.  e.  St  rideihfmi  upon  9000.    The  iword  is  used  by  Spenser,  and  many  <if  omr  aacfcal: 
writers, 

^  Zf/ Ann- 'Lc.  hinder  him.  «>  i>s--dotb.    Botb4t«i. 
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DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


[£dWAHI}!», 


Shall  hoover  aboat  the  place  wheresoever  thou 

bee. 
Dion,  Eubulus^  this  geare  is  straungei  and  yet 

because 
Damon  hath  falst  his  faith,  Pithias  shall  have  the 

lawe. 
Gronno,  dispoyle  hym,  and   eke  dispatch  him 

quickly. 
Gron*  It  shal  be  done.    Since  yon  came  into 

this  placcy 
I  might  hare  stroken  off  seven  heades  in  this 

space. 
B/r  lady,  here  are  good  garments,  these  are  myne 

by  the  roode, 
It  is  an  e^'yll  winde  that  bloweth  no  man  good. 
Now  Pithias  kneele  downe,  aske  me  blessyng,  like 

a  pretie  boy, 
And  with  a  (rise,  thy  head  from  thy  shoulders  I 

wyli  convay. 

Here  entreth  Damon  runnings  and  ttayet  the 

sword. 

Dam,  Stay,  stay,  stay  !  for  the  kinge's  advan- 
tage stay  I 
O  mightie  kyng,  myne  appointed  time  is  not  yet 

fully  past ; 
Within  the  compasse  of  myne  honre,  loe  here  I 

come  at  last. 
A  life  I  owe,  and  a  life  I  will  you  pay. 
Oh !  my  Pithias,  my  noble  pledge,  my  constant 

f riende ; 
Ah !  wo  is  me;  for  Damon's  sake,  how  neare  were 

thou  to  thy  ende. 
Geve  place  to  me,  this  rowme  is  myne,  on  this 

stage  must  I  play. 
Damon  is  the  man,  none  ought  but  he  to  Dioni* 

sius  his  blood  to  pay. 
Gron,  A  re  you  come,  sir!  you  might  have  taried, 

if  you  had  bene  wyse. 
For  your  hastie  comming  you  are  lyke  to  know 

the  prise. 
Pith,  O  thou  cruel  minister,  why  didst  not  tliou 

thine  office  ? 
Did  not  I  bidde  thee  make  hast  in  any  wyse  } 
Hast  thou  spared  to  kill  me  once,  that  I  may  die 

twyse? 
Not  to  die  for  my  friend  is  present  death  to  me ; 

and  alas ! 
Shall  I  see  my  sweet  Damon  sUine  before  my 

face  r 
What  double  death  is  this  ?  But,  O  mightie  Dio- 

nisius, 
Doo  true  justice  now,  way  this  aright,  thou  noble 

£ubu]us ; 
Let  roee  have  no  wron^  as  now  standes  the  case, 
Damon  ought  not  to  die,  but  Pithias : 
By  misadventure,  not  by  his  wyll,his  bowre  is  past; 

therefore  I, 
Because  he  came  not  at  his  jnst  tyme,  ought  justly 
•      to  die. 


So  wni  my  promise,  so  was  thy  promise,  O  kynge^ 
All  this  courte  can  beare  witnesse  of  thM  tfaioge; 
pom.  Not  so,  O  mightie  kynge^  to  justioe  it  ia 
contrarie. 
That  for  an  other  man's  faulte  the  innocent  shoaid 

die: 
Ne  yet  is  my  time  playnly  cxpirde,  it  is  not  fully 

noone 
Of  this  my  day  appointed,  by  all  the  dockes  in 
the  towne. 
Fith.  Beieeve  no  dodkC,  the  hoore  is  past  by 

the  Sonne. 
Dam.  Ah !  my  Pithias^  sliall  we  now  breake  the 
bohdes  of  amitie  ? 
Will  you  now  overthwart  mee,  whiche  heretofore 
so  well  did  acree  ? 
Pith,  My  Damon,  the  goddes  forbid  but  wee 
should  agree ; 
Therefore  a^e  to  this,  let  me  perf  ourme  the  pro- 
mise I  made  for  thee, 
Let  mee  die  for  thee ;  doo  mee  not  that  injuHe, 
Both  to  breake  my  promise,  and  to  suffer  mee  too 

sec  thee  die, 
Whome  so  dearly  I  love :  this  small  request  graunt 

mee, 
I  shall  never  aske  thee  more,  my  desire  is  but 

friendly ; 
Doo  me  this  honour,  that  fame  may  reporte 

triumphantly, 
That  Pithias  for  his  fnende  Damon  was  contented 
to  die. 
Dam,  That  you  were  contented  for  me  to  die, 
fame  caimot  denie ; 
Yet  fame  shall  never  touch  me  with  such  a  vil- 

lanie. 
To  reporte  that  Damon  did  suffer  his  friend  Pi- 
thias, for  him,  giltles  to  die ; 
Therefore  content  thyselfe,  the  gods  requite  tliy 

constant  faith, 
None  but  Damon's  bloud  can  appease  Dionisius' 

wrath. 
And  now,  O  mightie  kinge,  to  you  my  talkc  I 

convay. 
Because  you  gave  me  leave  my  worldly  things  to 

stay, 
To  requite  that  good  toume  ere  I  die,  for  your 

behalfc  this  I  say, 
Although  your  regall  state  dameFortone  decketh  so. 
That  like  a  kinge  in  worldly  wealth  ahondaotly 

ye  floe. 
Yet  fickle  is  the  gmunde  whereon  alltirantstreade, 
A  thousand  sundrie  cares  and  feares  doo  haunt 

their  restlesse  head ; 
No  trustie  band,  no  faithfull  friendes  -doo  garde 

thy  hate  full  state. 
And  why?  whom  men  obey  for  deadly  feare^  sure 

them  they  deadly  hate. 
That  you  may  safely  raigiic,  by  love  get  friends, 

whose  constant  faith 
Wyll  never  fayle,  this  counsell  geves  poore  Damon 
at  his  death: 


EtnrAB^Ds.] 


BAKON  AJ^D  F8THIA& 
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FiModes  are  die  swell  gpHTdeibrJangei^  gold  in 

tinie  dooi^  ^vwe  away, 
And  otber precKMir thioges  doo  hde,  friendship; 

w^ll  never  dec^. 
HneftieBM  mmmmfhm^m;  99  ahollyoo  aafely  j 

aleape;  I 

Haw  ftieiides  at  home,  of  forraine  foes  so  aaede 

jou  take  no  keepe.  j 

Abandoo  Hairing  tonguesy  whose  dackes  troth 

never  ms; 
Abase  the  tII,  advance . the ^9od,  in  whome  dame 

Vcrtuedwels; 
Im  iImbi  jroar  pbjfetowes  be  t  but,  O  you  earthly 

kioges, 
Tour  sore  deftioee  aad  strongest  garde  stands 

chicdfly  in  faitiifuU  friendes ; 
Then  get  yoo  friends  by  liberali  deedes;  and  here 

I  make  an  ende. 
Acorpi  this  counsell,  mightie  king,  of  Damon,  Pi- 

thias'  friende.  ' 

Ob !  my  Pithias,  now  farewell  for  ettv ;  let  me 

kisse  thee  or^'l  die. 
My  socde  shall  hononr  thee,  thy  oonstant  faith 

^wve  Che  heavens  sbaii  file. 
Come,  Gronno,  doo  thbe  ofios  now ;  why  is  thy 

colour  so  dead  f 
My  neck  is  so  short,  that  thou  wilt  never  have  ho? 

nestie  in  sirikin^  of  thishead.^ 
Dknu  Eubulos,  my  spintes  an  sodenly  appeul- 

ed,  my  limes  wane  weake, 
This  straonge  fnendlhip'amasech  me  so,  that  I  can 

scarse  speake. 
fuKO  mightie  kinge,  let  some  pittie  your  noble 

harte  meeve! 
You  require  but  one  manfs  daolb,  take  Pithias,  let 

Damon  live.  • 
^uh,  O  unspeakable  ffiend^p ! 
2>Bni.  Net  so^  he  hath  not  oiSnided,  there  is  no 

cause  why 
My  constant  friend  IHthias  for  DameoTs  sake 

should  die. 
Alas,  he  is  but  yoong,  he  may  doo  good  to  many. 
Thou  cowarde  minister,  why  doest  thou  not  let 

meedie? 
Gron,  My  hand  with  soden  feare  qaivereth. 
TUk.  O  noble  kinge,  #hewe  mercy  upon  Daaaon, 

let  Pithias  die. 


Stay,iGroraio,  my  iledi  tiembletfa.    £u- 

bulus,  what  shall  I  doo? 
Were  these  ever  sueh  friendes  on  earth  qb  wieie 

these  two  ? 
Wiiat  harCe  is  so  crueUthat  would  decide  them 

asunder  ? 
.0  noble  friendship,  tl  must  yield,  at  thy  forced 

wonder. 
My  hart  this  rare  friendship  hath  peasst  tp  the 

roote, 
Andqiienched  all  my  fury,  this  sight  hathlnnmght 

this  about, 
Whidi  thy  grave  counsell,  Eubidus,  and  learoed 

perswasion  could  never  doo. 
O  noble  f^tlemen,  the  immortal  gods  above 
Hath  made  you  play  this  tragedie,  I  think,  for  my 

behove : 
Before  this  day,  I  never  knew  what  perfeot  friend'^ 

ship  ment ; 
My  cruell  mind  to  bloudy  deedes  was  full  and 

wholy  bente ; 
My  fearefuU  life  I  thought  with  terroor  to  de-  J 

fend^ ; 
But  now  I  see  there  is  00  garde  unto  a  faithfqll 

friend. 
Which  wyll  not  spare  his  lyfe  at  time  of  present 

neede; 

0  happie  kinges,who  inyoor  courtes  have  twoonich 

friends  indeed ! 

1  honour  friendship  now,  which  that  you  vfuvf 

playnly  see, 
Damon,  have  thou  thy  lyfe,  from  deatli  I  pardon 

thee; 
for  which  •  good  toitme,  I  crave  this  honoor  dee 

me  lend. 
Oh  friendly  hart,  let  me  linke  with  you,  to  you^' 

make  me  the  third  friende. 
Mycoorte  is  yours,  dwell  here  with  mee^  by  my 

commission  large. 
Myself,  my  realme,  my  weltb,  nqr  health,  I.oa^H 

mit  to  your  chaise : 
Make  me  a  thirde  friend,  more  shall  I  joye  in  that 

thmc. 
Then  to  be  called^  as  I  am,  DkMiisioSi  the  mi^tie 

kinge. 
Dam.  O  mightie  kiiq;,  first  for  niy  lyfe  most 

humble  thankes  I  geve^ 


mim 


mm 


•!•»*■ 


^  Doof'-'doo^  ittk  edit.  '^  Or-reie,  td  edit. 

9^  My  n$dt  it  90  tUri^  that  ikmm^^tmmthm^Htnttth  in  ttrtkimg  ofthU  AmA— Le.  tboo  wiH  deiiveno 
trtUt  from  striking  off  a  head  so  disadvantageoasly  placed  from  &e  poroose  of  decollation.  JftiiiMfefe, 
JPr.  anciently  signified /anu,  orMjnlotiMi,  in  the  dexteroat  execatioa  ef  any  ondertakii^,  whether  ho- 
noBFable,  or  the  contrary.    Hotutiif  lecais  here  to  be  used  with  the  French  meaning.    8. 

In  this  iflstance,  the  aathor  appears  to  have  had  before  l^im  the  speech  which  Sir  Thomas  More  made 
at  his  execution.  Hatt^  hi  his  Chronicle,  tempore^Heary  VIII.  p.  m.  says,  ^  Abo  the  hangamn  knele4 
doon  to  him,  askyng  him  forgevenes  of  his  death,  (as  the  planner  la) ;  to  whom*  he  sayed,  I  mrgeve  thee,^ 
bat  I  promise  thee,  that  thou  shalt  never  have  hgnefHe  of  the  itiyki^  ^f^9  Aeod,  my  Mtkt  U  to  lAor^/^ 

9' 7V»  yow— two  toj  24  edi^ 
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And  next,  I  prayse  the  immortall  gods  that  did  I  Poore  Stephano  now  shall  live  in  continuall  joy : 


your  barte  bo  move, 
That  you.  would  have  respect  to  friendflhip's  hea- 
venly lore, 
Forseing  wel  he  need  not  feare  which. hath  true 

friends  in  store. 
For  my  pari,  most  noble  king,  as  a  third  friend, 
welcom  to  our  friendly  societie ; 
,  But  you  must  forget  you  are  a  king,  for  fricndsliip 
standes  in  true  equalitie. 
DioiL  Unequall  though  I  be  in  great  posses- 
sions, 
Yet  foil  equall  shall  you  finde  me  in  my  changed 

conditions. 
Tirranoie,  flatterie,  oppression,  loe  hear  I  cast 

.    avray; 
Justice,  truth,  love,  friendship,  shall  be  my  joy : 
True  friendship  wyl  I  honour  unto  my  Uve*s  end. 
My  greatest  glorie  shal  be  to  be  counted  a  perfect 
friende. 
Pit/u  For  this  your  deede,  most  noble  king,  the 
gods  advance  your  name; 
And  since  to  friendship's  lore  you  list  your  prince- 
ly harte  to  frame, 
With  joyful  hart,  O  kinge,  most  wellcome  now  to 

me, 
With  }rou  wyll  I  knit  the  perfect  knot  of  amitie : 
Wherein  I  shall  enstrnct  you  so,  and  Damon  here 

your  friend, 
That  you  may  know  of  amitie  the  mightie  force, 

and  eke  the  joyful  end. 
And  how  that  kinges  doo  stand  uppon  a  fickle 

ground. 
Within  whose  realme  at  time  of  need  no  faithfull 
friends  are  founde. 
Dion.  Your  instruction  wyll  I  folow,  to  yon  my- 
self I  dou  comniite. 
Eubulus,  make  haste  to  set  new  apparell  fitte 
For  my  new  friends. 
Eub,  I  go  with  joyful  hart ;  O  happie  day ! 

[Exit. 
Qron.  I  am  ^lade  to  heare  this  word ;  though 
their  lives  they  do  not  leese. 
It  is  DO  reason'^  the  hangman  should  lose  his 

fees: 
These  are  mine^I  am  gone  with  a  trise.     [Exit. 

Here  entreth  Eubulus  with  new  garmentes. 

Dion,  Put  on  these  garmentes  now,  jQoe  in  with 

me,  the  jewelles  of  my  court. 
Dam.  and  Pith,  We  go  with  joyful]  harts. 
Steph.  Oh  Damon,  my  deare  master,  in  all  this 

joy  remember  me. 
Dion.  My  friend  Damon,  he  asketh  reason. 
Dam.  Stephano,  for  thy  good  service,  be  diou 

free.  [Exeunt  all  but  Stlvbkvq, 

Steph'  O  most  happie,  pleasant,  joytuU,  an^ 

triupiphant  day ! 


Five  le  rcn/f  with  Damon  and  Pithias,  in  perfect 

amitie. 
Vive  tu  Stephano,  in  thy  pleasant  liberalitie : 
Wherein  I  joy  as  much  as  oe  that  hath  a  cnnqueat 

wonne; 
I  am  a  free  man,  none  so  mery  as  I  now  under 

the  Sonne. 
Farewel,  my  lords,  nowe  the  gods  graunt  you  al 

the  som  of  perfect  amide, 
And  me  longe  to  enjoy  my  longc-desired  libertie. 

[ExU, 

Heare  entreth  Eubulus  beatyng  Cabisophus. 

Eub.  Away,villaine,away;  you  flatringie  parasite^ 
Away,  the  plague  of  this  courte :  thy  filed  tongue, 

tnat  forged  lies, 
No  more  here  shall  duo  hurt ;  away,  false  sico- 

fhant,  wilt  thou  not  ? 
am  gone,  sir,  seeing  it  is  the  kinges 
pleasure. 
Why  whyp  ye  me  alone  ?  a  plague  take  Damoo 

and  Pithias,  since  they  came  hither 
I  am  driven  to  seke  releefe  abrod,  alas !  I  know 

not  whither. 
Yet,  Eubulus,  though  I  be  gone,  hereafler  time 
shall  trie. 


There  shall  be  found,  even  in  this  courte,  as  great 

flatterers  as  I. 
Well,  for  a  while  I  wyll  forgo  the  courte,  though 
to  my  great  payne ; 

I  doubt  not  but  to  spie  a  time  when  I  may  creepe 
in  againe.  [Exit. 

Eub.  The  scrpefit  that  eates  men  alive,  flat- 
tery, with  ail  her  broode. 

Is  whipte  av«|iy  in  princes  courtes,  whiche  yet 
did  never  good. 

What  force,  what  mighty  power,  true  friendship 
'  may  possesse. 

To  all. the  wnrlde,  Dionisius*  courte  now  playnely 
doth  expresse. 

Who  since  to  faithfull  friendes  he  gave  his  wil- 
I  vng  eare,    * 

Most  safely  sittcth  in  his  seate,  and  sleepes  de- 
void of  feare. 

Pourged  is  the  courte  of  vice,  since  friendsliip  en- 
tred  in, 

Tiranuie  quailes,  he  studieth  now  with  love  edie 
hart  to  win ; 

Vertue  is  had  in  price,  and  hath  his  just  rewarde ; 

And  painted  speache,  that  gloseth  for  gayne,  from 
etfts  is  quite  debar'd. 

One  lovetb  another  now  for  vertue,  not  for  gayne; 

Where  vertue  doth  not  knit  the  knot,  there  friend- 
ship cannot  raigne; 

Without  the  whiche,  no  house,  no  land,  ne  kin^ 
dome  can  endure. 

As  necessarie  for  man's  lyfe,  as  water,  ayre,  sndL 
fier^ 


^  No  reason — not  reason,  1st  ediU 
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Which  firameth  the  minde  of  man,  all  honest 

thinges  to  doo ; 
Unhonest  thioges  frienckhippe  ne  craveth  ne  yet 

consents  tliereto. 
In  wealth  a  double  jojre,  in  woe  a  present  stay, 
A  sweete  compagnion  In  each  state  true  friend^ 

ship  IS  alvray : 
A  sore  defence  for  kinges,  a  perfect  tnistie 

bende, 
A  force  to  assayle,  a  shielde  to  defende  the  ene- 
mies cruell  iiande, 
A  rare,  and  yet  the  greatest  gifk  that  God  can 

geve  to  man : 
So  rare,  that  scarce  four  coupIe*of  faithful  friends 

have  ben  since  the  worlde  began. 
A  ^tft  so  smuige,  and  of  such  price,  I  wish  all 

kyngs  to  have ; 
But  diiefcuy  yet,  as  duetie  bindeth,  I  humbly 

crave, 
True  friendship  and  true  friendes,  full  fraught 
•  with  constant  faith. 

The  gever  of  friends,  the  Lord,  grant  her,  most 

noble  queene  Elizabeths 


The  last  Songe; 

The  itrongett  fiard$  that  kynga  can  have^ 
Are  constant  friends  their  state  to  save  : 
True  friendes  are  constant  Jboth  in  word  and  deede^ 
True  friendes  are  present^and  helpe  at  eac%  neede : 
Truefriendes  talketruelff^  they  glosefor  no  gayne^ 
When  treasure  contutnelh,  true  friendes  wyU  re* 

mayne  : 
Truefriendes  for  their  true  prince  refuuth  not 

their  death : 
TTie  Lord  graunt  her  such  friendes,  most  noble 

queene  Elizabeth. 

Longe  may  she  goveme  in  honour  and  toeaUh, 
Voide  of  all  sicknesse,  in  most  perfect  health  : 
Which  health  to  prolonged  as  true  friends  require, 
God  graunt  she  may  have  her  owne  hartes  desire  : 
Which  friendes  wyll  defend  with  tnost  stedfatt 

faith, 
The  Lorde  graunt  her  such  friendes,  most  noble 

queene  Elizabeth, 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  ^  The  excellent  Comedie  of  two  the  moste  faithfullest  freendes  Damon  and  Pithias.  Newly 
imprinted  as  the  same  was  shewed  before  the  queeiies  majestie,  by  the  children  of  her  graces  chap- 
pell,  except  the  prologue,  that  is  somewhat  altered  for  the  proper  use  of  them  that  hereafter  shall 
tave  occasion  to  plaie  it  either  in  private  or  open  audience.  Made  by  Maister  Edwards,  then  be- 
jDge  maister  of  the  children,  1571.  Imprinted  at  London,  in  Fleetelane,  by  Richard  Jones,  and  are 
to  be  solde  at  his  shop  joyning  to  the  south-west  doore  of  PauleV  churche.''    4to,  black  letter. 

(2.)  Another  edition  in  4to,  B.  L,  1582.    Both  in  Mr  Garrick's  collection. 


GAMM£R  GUETON'S  KEiBDLE. 


Thb  dramatic  piece  is  the  first  performanoe  %v1iich  appeared  Sn  England  under  the  aame  of  a 
cumedy.  Ab  a  former  editor  of -it  (Mr  Uawkiat)  observea^  "  There  is  a  vein  of  familiar  humoar  in 
this  play,  and  a  kind  of  grotesque  imacerr  not  vnlike  some  parts  of  Aristophanes,  but  without  those 
graces  of  language  and  metre  for  whid  the  Greek  comedian  was  eminently  distinguished.''  The  a»* 
thor  of  it  is  wholly  unknown.  In  the  litle^age  be  is  only  stiled  Mr  S  ■  ,  master  of  arts ;  and  we« 
are  informed  it  was  acted  at  Christ's  College,  CaUibridfle. 

The  former  edition  of  this  play,  and  that  of  Mr  Hawkins,  were  both  printed  from  a  re-publication 
in  the  year  1661,  full  of  every  kind  of  errors,  and  some  of  them  so  gross  as  to  render  the  sense  of 
the  author  totally  unintelligible.  The  present  is  ^ven  from  a  copy  printed  in  the  year  1575,  which 
is  probably  the  £rst  edition ;  although  Chetwood,  in  his  British  Theatre,  hath  set  down  the  dates  of 
155  J  and  1559 :  but  these,  like  some  of  the  editions  of  Shakespeare's  pls^s,  enumerated  in  that  work, 
are  supposed  never  to  have  existed  but  in  the  compiler's  own  imagination. 


THE  NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS  OF  tHIS  COMEDIE. 


Diccov,*  the  Bedlem,* 

Hodge,  Gammer  Gurton*i  Seroanit? 

Ttb,  Gammer  Gurt(nC$  Mayde. 

Gammee  Gurton. 

Cock,  Gammer  GurtovCi  Boye, 

Dame  Chatte. 


Doctor  Rat,  the  Curate, 

Matster  Bailte. 

Doll,  Dame  Chat*s  Mayde, 

ScAPETBRTFT,  MmftttT  Boikf^i  Servante. 

Mutet. 


<  Diccoa,  the  Bedlem — Diccon  is  the  ancient  abbreviatioD  of  Richard.  See  Mr  Steevens*8  note  oa 
Michard  III.  A.  5.  8.  3. 

*  The  Bedlem — after  the  dinolution  of  the  religions  houses  where  the  poor  of  every  denonination  were 
provided  for,  there  was  for  many  years  no  settlfid  or  fixed  provision  made  to  sopply  the  want  of  that  care 
which  those  bodies  appear  always  to  have  taken  of  their  distressed  brethren.  la  coaseqaence  of  thb  ne- 
glect, the  idle  and  dissolate  were  soliered  to  wander  about  the  country,  asnimtag  sach  characters  as  they 
imagined  were  most  likely  to  insure  success  to  their  frauds,  and  security  from  detection.  Among  other 
disguises,  many  affected  madness,  and  were  distinguished  by  the  name  of  Bedlam  Beggart,  These  are  men- 
lioned  by  Edgar,  in  King  Lear : 

'*  The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent. 
Of  l>edlam  l>eg^rs,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Stick  in  their  numb*d  and  mortify*d  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  priclu,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary. 
And  with  this  horrible  ol^ect  from  low  fknus, 
Poor  peltii^  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills. 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  sometime  with  prayer, 
laforce  their  charity." 

In  Dekker*8  Belmmt  of  Ltmdmiy  1616,  all  the  different  species  of  begcars  are  enamerated.  AnHMgst  tbe 
rest  are  mentioned  Tarn  of  Bedlam' t  band  of  mad  caps,  otherwise  called  Poor  Tom's  flock  of  wiid  gcesc. 


Akonymous.]  gammer  GURTON'S  NEEDLE. 


lot 


PROLOGUE. 


AiGttUMt  Gktttoo,  witjb  maaTt  n  wyde  stjche, 
Stt  pe^iige  and  patching  of  Hodge  l|er  man's 

Bjr  diaioe  or  waM»nao^  as  shae  ker  geare  tost. 
Id  Hodge  lether  brrches  her  needle  she  lost. 
When  Diocon  the  bedlam  had  hard  bj  report, 
Tlntgood  Gammer  Gorton iras  roHdein  thyt  sorte, 
He  quyedjpe  perswaded  with  her  in  that  stoand, 
DuM  Chat  her  dearegotsyp  this  needle  had  fonnd. 
Yet  knew  ihee  no  more  of  this  matter,  alas. 
Then  knoeth  Tom  oorclarke  what  the  priest  saith 

•t  masse. 
Hcfeof  diere  ensued  so  fearfull  a  fraye. 


Mat  Doctor  was  stnt  for,  these  gossyps  to  st^« : 
Because  he  was  curate,  and  estcnied  fuU  wyse. 
Who  fouod  that  he  sought  not,  by  Diccon's  device. 
When  all  thinges  were  tombled  and  cleane  out 

of  faMiion, 
Whether  it  ^ere  by  foriime,  or  some  other  CMa- 

stellacion, 
Sodenlye  the  neele  Hodge  found  by  the  prickyftge^ 
And  drew  out  of  his  bottocke,  where  he  found  ic 

stickynge. 
Theyr  hartes  then  at  rest  w|||i  perfect  seeurytie^ 
With  a  pot  of  ^ood  ale  they  stroake  up  thcyr 

plaoditiek 


^ 
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THE  FYRST  ACTE. 


THE  FYRST  SCEANE. 

Die,  Many  a  myle  have  I  walked,  dirers  and 

sundry  waies. 
And  many  a  good  man's  faonse  hare  I  bin  at  in 

my  dais ; 
Many  a  gossip's  cop  in  my  tyme  hare  I  tasted^ 


And  many  a  broche  and  spyt  h«re  I  bothr  tmrneJ^ 

and  basted; 
Many  a  peece  of  bacon  hare  I  had  out  of  thir 

baikes,  ^ 
In  foonyng  over  the  oooutrey,  with  long  and  were 

waikes ; 
Yet  came  my  foote  never  within  those  doom 

cheeke% 
To  teek  flesh  or  fysE,  garlyk^,  onyom,  or  leckca^ 


(wham  here  thee  seesl  by  hb  black  and  Mae  naked  anas  to  bea  auui  beaten  to  the  weild,)  and 
wild  gecw,  or  hair  braint,  are  called  Abraham-meii.  An  Abraham-maa  is  afterwards  described  in  this 
■aooer :  **  Of  all  the  mad  rascals,  (that  are  of  this  wing,)  the  jibrahttm-man  is  the  most  fantastick.  The 
fellow  (qaoth  this  old  Lady  of  the  Lake  onto  me)  that  sate  half-naked  (at  table  to-day)  from  the  girdle 
■pwafd,  is  the  best  Ahrakam'num  that  ever  came  to  my  bouse,  and  tlio  notablest  villain  :  he  swears  be 
hath  been  in  Bedlam,  and  will  talk  frantickly  of  purpose  :  yon  see  jpios  stuck  In  sundry  places  of  bis  na- 
ked flesh,  especially  ia  bis  arms,  which  pain  he  gladly  pots  himself  to,  (behig  indeed  no  torment  at  aU, 
bit  skin  it  eitber  sodead  with  some  fbole  disease,  or  so  hardened  with  weather,)  only  to  make  you  believe 
he  is  out  of  bb  wits :  be  calls  himself  by  tbe  name  of  Poor  Tom^  and  coming  near  any  body,  cries  out. 
Poor  Tom  b  a  cold.  Of  tbete  ^^raikaiii*m«ii,  boom  be  exceeding  merry,  and  do  nothing  but  sing  songcs, 
bftbtooed  out  of  their  own  braines;  soom  will  dance ;  others  wiU  do  nothing  but  either  laugh  or  weep  | 
others  are  dogged,  and  nte  sullen  tH>tb  In  look  and  speech,  that,  spying  bat  a  small  company  in  a  boose, 
tker  boMly  and  bluntly  enter,  compeMiig  the  servants  tbroagb  fiear  to  give  tbem  what  they  demaad, 
which  is  commonly  bucon,  or  something  that  will  yield  ready  money." 

Of  this  respectable  flratemity  Diccon  seems  to  have  been  a  member. 

Hwmiaget  menUom  tbem  in  ^  nev  mry  iopmgold  D$kitf  A.  9.  S.  9.   *<  —  Are  they  padden,  of  ^Irtnt- 
«sa,  that  are  yoar  coasorti  ?'* 

'  ^  Mi^  oftkir  bMtkew  "the  summer  beam,  or  domaor    Polei  laid  over  a  stable,  or  etbei  boUdteg, 
kay*s  CoUteiiwm  t/  Ki^^Uih  fTfrdi,  p.  UT. 
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That  ever  I  saw  a  sorte  io  such  a  plyght,^ 

As  here  within  this  house  appereth  to  my  syght) 

There  is  howlynge  and  soiowlyn^  all  cast  in  a 

dumpe, 
With  whewling  and  pewling,  as  though  tliey  had 

lost  a  trump. 
Syghing  and  sobbing,  they  weepe  and  they  wayle ; 
I  marvel  in  my  mynd,  what  the  devil  they  ayle. 
The  olde  trot  syts  groning,  with  alas,  and  alas ! ' 
And  Tib  wringes  her  bands,  and  takes  on  in 

worse  case. 
With  poore  Cocke  theyr  boye,  they  be  dryven  in 

such  fyts, 
I  feare  mee  the  folkes  be  not  well  in  theyr  wyts. 
Aske  them  what  thc^aile^  or  who  brought  them 

in  this  staj^ 
They  answer  not  at  all,  but  alacke  and  welaway. 
When  I  saw  it  booted  not,  out  at  doores  I  hyed 

mee. 


And  cau^t  a  slyp  of  bacon,  when  I  saw  none 

spyed  mee, 
Which  I  intend  not  far  hence,  unles  my  purpose 

fayle, 
Shall  serve  for  a  shoing  home  to  draw  oa  two 

pots  of  ale.  ^ 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE* 

UODGE,  DiCCON.   • 

Hodge,  See  so  cham  arayed  with  dablynge  in 

the  durt ! 
She  that  set  me  to  ditdunge,  ich  wold  she  bad  the 

squirt. 
Was  never  poore  soule  that  such  a  life  had  ? 
Gog's  bones,  thys  vilthy  glaye  base  drest  mee  too 

bad. 
God's  soulc,  see  how  this  stuffe  teares ! 


^  Thai  ever  J  taw  a  torie  In  tuck  a  plifght-^-^  tort  is  a  company.  So,  io  Jonion*s  Evtry  Man  out  of  hit 
Sumour,  A.  H,  S.  8.  '*  I  speek  it  not  gloriously,  nor  out  of  affectation,  bat  there's  he  and  the  count  Fra* 
galc,8lgnlor  Illostre,  signlor  Lnculento,  and  a  tort  of  them,  &c." 

Also,  io  Pierce  Pennilene*s  Supplication  to  the  Jhoil^  1698,  p.  6. :  '*  I  know  a  great  tort  of  good  fd- 
lowt  that  would  venture,  &c.*' 

Again,  in  the  Vocaeyon  ofJohun  Ba&,  1533  :  '*  —  in  parell  of  pyrates,  robbers,  and  mnrthiron,  and  a 
great  tort  more." 

And,  in  Skelton*8  works,  edit.  1736,  p.  186 : 

'<  Another  f orf0  of  Bluttes 
Some  brought  wainntes." 

See  also  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steevens^s  notes  on  Shakespeare,  Vol.  III.  p.  69. 

'  Tht  olio  trot  tgtt  groning,  with  alatj  and  alat  I — an  old  irot^  or  trat^  Dr  Gray  says,  signifies  a  de- 
crepid  old  woman,  or  an  old  drab.  In  which  sense  it  b  used  hi  Gawin  Douglas  Vi^il*s  .£neid,  B.  4. 
p.  96, 97  :— 


And  p.  188. 39  :— 


Out  on  the  old  trai  agit  wyffe  or  dame* 


Thus  said  Dido,  and  the  tother  with  that, 
Hyit  or  furtb  with  slow  pase  like  one  trot. 


And  Shakespeare :  '*  Why  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to  a  puppet,  an  a^t  baby,  or  an  old 
trot  with  ne*er  a  tooth  In  her  bead.*' — Taming  of  the  SArev,  A.  1.  S.  5.  Critical  notes  on  Shakespeare, 
Vol.  I.  p.  118. 

It  b  also  used  by  Churchyard  : — 

Away  young  Frie  that  gives  leawd  coonsell  nowe, 

Awate  old  trottt,  that  sets  young  flesh  to  sale,  &c«— CAalbive,  1503,  p«  850. 

And  by  Gascoigne  :— 

Go !  that  gunpowder  consume  the  old  frof. -^Supposes,  A.  8.  S«  6. 

Again,  in  Nashe's  Lenten  Stuff,  lfi99  s  <*  -^  a  cage  or  pigeon-house,  roomsome  enough  to  comprehend 
her,  and  the  toothless  trot  her  nurse,  who  was  her  only  chat  mate  and  chamber  maid,  &c/* — See  also  Mr 
hteevens's  notes  on  Shakespeare,  Vol.  II.  p.  93. 

'  6  Shall  terve  for  a  thoing  home  to  draw  on  two  pott  of  ale— w,  in  Pierce  Peanilesse^s  SuppUcaiioni  p.  83. 
"  —  wee  have  general!  rules  and  iiyuDcCions,  as  good  as  printed  precepts,  or  statutes  set  downe  by  acte 
of  parliament,  that  goe  from  drunkard  to  drunkard  as  still  to  keepe  your  flrst  man,  not  to  leave  anie 
llockes  in  the  bottom  of  the  cup,  to  knock  the  glasse  on  your  thnmbe  when  you  have  done,  to  kafe 
thooeing  home  to  pull  on  your  wine,  as  a  rasher  of  the  coles,  or  a  redde  herring." 
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Iche  were  better  to  bee  a  bearward,  and  set  to 

keepe  beares. 
By  the  massey  here  is  a  gashe,  a  shamefuU  hole 

indeade, 
And  one  s^tch  teare  forder,  a  man  may  thniste 
in  his  heade. 
Die.  By  my  father's  soule,  Hodge^  if  I  shulde 
now  be  swome, 
J.cannot  chase  bot  say  thy  breech  is  foule  betorne. 
Bat  the  next  remedye  in  such  a  case  and  hap, 
Is  to  plaonche  on  a  piece  as  brode  as  thy  cap. 
Hodge.  Gog*s  soule,  man,  'tis  not  yet.  two  dayes 
fuilv  ended, 
Synce  my  dame  Gorton  (cham  sure)  these  breches 

amended, 
But  cham  made  such  ^  a  drudge  to  trudge  at  every 

^eede, 
Cbwold  rend  it,  thoueh  it  were  stitched  wath  stui^ 
dy  packthreeoe. 
Dk,  Hodge, '  let  thy  breeches  go,  and  speake 
and  tell  me  soooe. 
What  devil  ayleth  Gammer  Gorton,  and  Tib  her 
mayd  to  frowne. 
Hodge,  Tush,  man,  th*art  deceyved,  'cys  theyr 
dayly  looke : 
They  ooure^  so  over  the  coles,  theyr  eyes  be  blear'd 
with  smooke. 
Die,  Nay,  by  the  masse,  I  perfectly  perceved 
as  I  came  hether, 
That  eyther  Tib  and  her  dame  hath  ben  by  the 

eares  together. 
Or  els  as  great  a  matter,  as  thou  shalt  shortly  see. 
Bodge*  Now  iche  beseeche  our  Lord  they  ne- 
ver better  agree. 
Die.  By  Gog's  soule,  there  they  syt  as  still  as 
stones  in  the  streite. 
As  though  they  had  ben  taken  with  fairiesy  or  els 
with  some  il  spreet. 
Vodge,  Gog's  har^  I  durst  have  layd  my  cap 
to  a  crowne, 
Ch*would  learn  of  spme  prancome  as  soon  as  ich 
came  to  town. 
Die.  Why,  Hodge,  art  thou  inspyred  ?  or  dedst 

thou  thereof  here  ? 
fiodge.  Nay,  but  ich  saw  such  a  wonder,  as  ich 
saw  uat  this  seven  yere. 


TomeTannkard's  cow,  (be  Gog*s  bones)  she  set 

me  up  her  sail, 
And  flynging  about  his  halse  aker,  frysking  with 

her  taile, 
As  though  there  had  been  in  her  ars  a  swarme  of 

^es; 
And  chad  not  crved  tphrowh  hoore,  shea'd  lept 

out  of  his  lees. 
pic.  Why,  Hodge,  lies  the  connyng  in  Tome 

Tannkard's  cowe*s  tail  ? 
Hodge,  Well,  ich  chave  hard  some  say  such  to- 
kens do  not  fayle. 
But  ca'st  thou  not  tell,  in  faith,  Diccon,  why  she 

frowns,  or  whereat? 
'^Hath  no  man  stolen  her  ducks,  or  henes,  or 

gelded  Gyb  her  cat  ? 
Die.  What  devyll  can  I  tell,  man,  I  cold  not 

have  one  word. 
They  gave  no  more  hede  to  my  talke  then  thou 

woldst  to  a  lord. 
Hodge,  Iche  cannot  styll  but  muse,  what  mer- 

vaylous  tliinge  it  is : 
Chyll  in  and  know  myselfe  what  matters  are  amys. 
Vic.  Then  farewell,  Hodge,  a  while,  synce  thou 

doest  inward  hast. 
For  I  will  into  tlie  good  wyfe  Chat's,  to  feele  how 

the  ale  does  tast 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 

HoDOE,  Ttb, 

Hodge,  Cham  agast,  by  the  masse,  ich  wot  not 

what  to  do. 
Chad  nede  blesse  me  well  before  ich  go  them  to. 
Perchaunce  some  fellon  sprit  may  haunt  our  house 

indeed. 
And  then  chwere  but  a  noddy  to  venter  where 

cba  no  neede. 
J^b.  Cham  worse  then  mad,  by  the  masse,  to 

be  at  this  stave, 
Cham  chyd,  cham  buimd,  and  beaton  all  th'ours 

on  the  daye. 
Lamed  and  hunger  starved,  prycked  up  all  in 

jsgges, 
Havyng  no  patch  to  hyde  my  backe,  save  a  kvr 

rotten  ragges. 


'  Socc,  other  editiom.  '  Hoge,  other  editions. 

'  They  coMre^— This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  edition,  which  in  all  tlie  sabieqoent  ones  is  very  improperr 
Ij  altrrol  to  cover.    To  coure^  is  to  bend,  stoop,  hang,  or  lean  over.    See  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Man* 
tkur  Thoimf,  A.  4.  5. 6.  and  Pierce  PennilesSe's  SuppUeaiion  to  the  Devil^  i50S,  p.  8. 
AcaiOf 

<^  He  math  r^oytt,  and  amr'd  it  tenderly, 

'*  As  chicken  newly  hatcht,  from  dreaded  destiny.*' 

Spenser's  Ftdry  Queeny  B.  II.  c.  viii.  it  9, 
ijaia, 

''  As  thos  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 

"  Approaching  two  and  two,  these  cow'rhtg  low 

*<  MTith  blandishment,  each  bird  stoop'd  on  bis  wing." 

Paradise  Los/,  B.  VIII.  1.  949, 

'^  HtUh  no  man  ttolen  her  ducks,  or  henes,  or  gelded  Gyb  her  calf — Gyb  was  the  name  by  which  all  male 
•r  ram  caU  were  distinguished.    Sec  Mr  Warton's  note  on  the  first  part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  1.  b.  !*• 
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B^ge.  "  I  say,  Tyh^  if  thou  beTyb^as  I  trow 
sore  thou  bee, 
Wbait  devy  II  jonake-a-doe  is  this  betweene  oar  dame 
and  thee  ? 
Tyk  Gog's  breade,  Hpdge,  tboa  had  a  gpod 
turn  thou  wart  not  here  this  while  ; 
It  bad  ben  better  for  some  of  us  to  have  ben  henca 

a  mjle. 
My  Gammer  is  so  oat  of  coarse,  and  frantyke  all 

atones. 
That  Cocke,  our  boy,  and  I,  poore  wench,  have 
felt  it  on  our  bones. 
Hodgt,  What  is  the  matter;  say  on,  Tyb,  where- 
at she  taketh  so  on  ? 
J^b,  She  is  undone,  she  saylh,  (alas)  her  joye 
and  life  is  gone. 
If  she  here  not  of  some  comfort,  she  say  th  '*  she 

is  but  dead, 
Sbal!  never  come  wiibin  ber  ly)[>s,  one  inch  of  naeate 
ne  bread. 
Hctfge.  ByV  ladie,  cbam  not  very  g?ad  to  see 
ner  in  thisdumpe; 
CboMe  a  noble  ber  stole  hath  fallen,  and  shee 
hath  broke  her  rumpe. 
Tyhk  Nay,  and  that  were  the  worst,  we  wold 
not  greatly  care, 
For  bursting  of  her  buckle  bone,  or  breakyng  of 

her  chaire. 
But  greater,  greater,  is  her  grief,  as  Hodge  we 
shall  all  feele. 
Hodge,  Goe^s  woundes,  Tyby  my  Gammer  has 
never  lost  her  oeele  f 

Sb.  Her  neele. 
xige.  Her  neele  ? 
Tyb.  Her  tteele ;  by  him  that  made  me,  it  b 

true,  Hodge,  I  tell  thee. 
Hodge,  Gog's  sacrament!  I  would  she  had  lost 
th*arte  out  of  her  beflie. 
The  devill,  or  els  bis  dame,  diey  ought  ber  sure  a 

shame, 
^ow  a  murryott  came  this  diaunce,  (say,  Tib,)  un- 
to our  dame  ? 
f^b.  My  Gammer  sat  her  down  on  her  pes,  and 
bad  roe  reach  thy  breches. 
And  by  and  b^,  a  vengeance  in  it,  or  she  had  take 
two  stitches^ 


To  dont  adont  upon  thine  ars,by  diaoooe  asyde 

she  lesrs, 
And  Gryb.'Om'  cat,  in  thetnilke^pan,  she  spied  over 

bead  and  eares. 
Ah  bore,  out  these,  she  cryd  siowd,  ttod  swapttbe 

breches  dowae. 
Up  went  ber  staffs,  and  ont  leapt  Gyh  at  doors 

into  the  towne. 
And  synce  that  time  was  never  wyght  cold  set 

their  eies  upon  it. 
'^ -Gog's  malison,  diave  Cocke  and  I,  byd  twenty 

times  light  on  it. 
Hodge,  And  is  not  then  my  brec^ies  sewid  up, 

to  morow  that  I  shuld  were ! 
T^b,  No,  in  faith,  Hodge,  thy  breches  lie,  for 

all  this  never  the  nere. 
Hodge,  Now  a  vengeance  light  on  al  the  sort, 

that  better  sbotd  have  kept  it ; 
The  cat,  the  house,  and  Tib  oar  maid>  that  better 

shold  bave  swept  it. 
Se  where  she  cometh  crawling !  come  on,  in  twen- 
ty devils  way ; 
Ye  have  made  a  fayrc  dale's  woiie,  bave  yon  not  f 

pray  yon  say. 

THE  FOURTH  5CEANE. 

Gammer,  Hodge,  Tyb,  Cocke. 

Gam.  Alas,  alas,  I  may  well  curse  and  ban 
This  daie,  that  ever  I  saw  it,  wttb  Oyb  and  the 

niilke-pan. 
For  these  and  til  lucke  togathcr,  as  knowetb  Cocka 

my  boie. 
Have  stacke'^  away  my  deare  neele,  and  rob'd  me 

of  my  joye. 
My  fayre  long  strayght  neele,  that  was  myne  ooe- 

ly  treasure, 
Tbe  fyrst  day  of  my  soroiv  is,  and  last  end  of  my 

pleasure. 
Hodge.  Might  ha  kept  it  when  ye  bad  it;  hot 

fooles  will  be  fooles  styll : 
Lose  that  is  vast  in  your  handes?  ye  neede  no^ 

but  ye  will. 
0am,  Go  hie  thee,  Tvb,  and  run,  thoa  hoon^ 

to  tb'  end  here  of  tbe  towne. 


^■^■^ 


"  /s«y  Tyby  {f  th»u  he  T^^  as  J  trsw  rare  th^u  be^^TrefO  is  an  oM  word,  which  slfnilUs  b$lkffe,  is 

|aA.6.  S,8. 

Thif  prose  I  Irow  rai^y  serve,  t^n^h  no  word  spoke, 

iigarn, 

A  falfe  knave,  bi  God*8  pitie,  ye  were,  but  a  foole  to  trew  hip. 

Again, 

I  trow  he*U  come  no  pore  at  my  house.  Wily  beguiled,  16(HI. 

JigatD, 

And  that  is  best  I  trem  in  warre,  to  let  it  go,  iiad  not  to  steppe  it. 

Ascbam'i  rwro^Aiwfc 

'*  She  is  sayth  hut  dead,  other  editions. 

'3  Ocg's  matisort^i,  e.  God*s  curse.    See  Glossary  to  Peter  Langtoft. 

^^  Have  stacked  &c.— Mr  Dodsley,  in  the  former  edition,  reads  Ucke. 

a 
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DiiK^otfy  out  ilost  in  fbr  lap  i  weAevthtr  ihou 

porest  it  downe ; " 
And  M  tikNi  anwoit  me  roklng  in  the  asbes  nirhere 

I  morned, 
^  tse  in  sN  the 'henpe  of  duet  then  lenve  no  straw 
unturned. 
lyi.  '^  That  -tlialy  Gammer,  «wythe  and  tyte, 

and  sone  be  here  agayne. 
jGmm.  Vf^^noofe  and  toke  down  to  the  gronnd 

to  It,  and  take  some  paine. 
Bodge,  Here  is  a  prety  matter,  to  see  this  gere 
bow  it  goes : 
Bjr  Gnif s  annl,  'I  fhealc  you  wold  lose  your  arse, 

and  it  were  loose. 
Yoor  neele  tost?  it  is  pitie  yon  shokl  lack  care 

and  endlesse  sorow. 
Gogf  s  deth,  how  shall  my  brecbes  be  sewid  ?  shall 
I  go  thus  fo  morow  ? 
Gam.  Ah,  Hodge,  Hodge,  if  that  ich  cold  find 
my  ^laele,  by  die  reed, 
Ch'oald  sow  thy  breches,  ich  promise  the,  with 

fnll  good  doable  threed. 
And  set  a  patch  on  eitlier  knee,  sbuld  last  this! 
manethes  twaine.  ■ 

Now  God  and  good  saint  Sithe  I  pray,  to  send  it 
iKMse '^  againe.  I 

Hodge,  Wherto  served  your  hands  and  eies, 
bat  this  TOur  neele  to  kepe  f 
What  devill  had  yon  -els  to  do  ?  ye  keep,  ich  wot, 

no  sheepe. 

Cbsm  faine  abrode  to  dyg  and  deir^,  in  water, 

afltyve,  and  cAaye,  } 

Sotting  and  possing  in  the  durte  styll  from  day  toi 

daye.  ! 

A  hundred  thtnges  that  be  abrode, ^jiam  set  to! 

see  them  weele : 
And  foure  of  you  syt  idle  at  home,  and  cannot 
keepe  a  neele. 
Gosi.  My  neele,  alas,  ich  lost  it,  Hodge,  what 
time  ich  me  up  hasted. 
To  8BT6  milke  eat  «p  for  the,  which  Gib  our  cat 
hath  wasted. 
Hodge.  The  devill  he  burst  both  Gib  and  Tyb, 
with  all  the  rest ; 
Cham  alwayes  sure  of  the  worst  end,  whoever 

have  the  best 
^here  ha  you  hen  fidging  abrode,  since  you  your 
ne^fe  lost? 


Gam.  Within  the  house,  and  at  the  dore,  sit- 
ting by  this  same  post; 
Wfaer  I  was  loking  a  long  howre,  before  these 

folks  came  here ; 
But,  welaway !  all  was  in  vayne,  my  neele  is  never 
the  nere. 
Hodge,  Set  me  a  candle,  let  me  seeke,  and  grope 
where  ever  it  bee. 
Gog's  heart,  ye  be  folish  ^ich  thinke)  you  knowe 
it  not  when  you  it  see. 
Gam.  Come  hether,  Cocke ;  what,  Cocke,  I  say ! 
Cocke.  Howe,  Gammer  ? 
Gam.  Goe,  hye  thee  soone,  and  grope  behynd 
the  old  brasse  pan, 
Whych  thing  when  thou  hast  done, 
Ther  shah  then  fynd  an  old  shooe,  wherein,  if 

thou  looke  well, 
Thou  shall  fynd  lyeng  an  inche  of  whyte  tallow 

candeil ; 
Lyght  it,  and  bringe  it  tite  awaye. 
Cocke.  That  shall  be  dune  anoiie. 
Gam,  Nay,  tary,  Hodge,  till  thou  hast  light,  and 

then  weele  seke  ech  one. 
HodgeA2  om  away,  ye  horson  boy,  are  ye  asleepe  ? 

ye  must  have  a. crier. 
Cocke,  Ich  cannot  get  the  candel  light,  here  is 

almost  no  iier. 
Hodge.  Chil  hold  the  a  peny,  chil  make  then 
come  if  that  ich  may  catch  thine  eares. 
Art  deffe,  thou  horson  boy  ?  Cocke,  I  say,  why 
canst  not  bear's  ? 
Gam.  Beatehyni  not,  Hodge,  but  helpe  the  boy, 
and  come  you  two  together. 

THE  FIFTH  SCEANE. 

Gammer,  Tyb,  Cocke,  Hodge. 

Gam.  How  now,  Tyb  !  quicke,  let's  here  what 

newes  thou  hast  brought  hether. 
Tt/b.  Chave  tost  and  tumbled  yender  heap  over 

and  over  againe. 
And  winowed  it  throu^  mj  fingers,  as  men  wold 

winow  grain ; 
Not  so  much  as  a  hen's  turd,  but  in  pieces  I  tare  it. 
Or  what  so  ever  clod  or  clay  I  found,  I  did  uo( 

spare  it. 
Lokyng  within^and  eke  withouty  to  find  your  neele^ 

(alas !) 


"  Dawde,>oCber  edits. 

**  Tkat  ekai^'Qamrnttf  swytlw  and  tyte,  <«id  tone  he  here  agaifM-^wytke  and  tyi^,  swtfUy  and  directly. 

.  Xyqg  Estmere  threwe  the  harp  asyde. 

And  iwith  he  jdrew  his  brand ; 
And  Estmere  be  and  Alder  ynage* 

Kight  BtliTe  in  stour  can  stand. 

Percy's  i2«%iMf  9/  Antitat  Poeiqft  V-ol.  I.  p.  7db 

' Hcne» mnf»k&  to  iociar.  Aat  'kye  Iba  that  tHou  were  gone.       .    A.  S.  S.  3. 


•»7 


Thou  Shalt  fynd  lyeng  an  inche  of  whyte  tallow  candcU, 
Lyght  it,>and  bryogeit  tiie  away.  A*  !•  &  4. 

Dadsleymndsy  back  again* 
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But  all  in  Taine ;  and,  without  Mpe,  yoor  neel^ 

is  where  it  was. 
0am,  '*  Alas,  my  neele  we  shall  never  meete ! 

adue,  adue  for  aye  , 

Tyb,  Not  so,  Gammer„  we  mjght  it  fynde,  if 

we  knew  where  it  laye. 
Cocke,  Gog's  crosse,  Gammer,  if  ye  will  laugh, 

looke  in  but  at  the  doore. 
And  see  how  Hodge  lieth  tomblynge  and  tossing 

amids  the  floure, 
Rakyng  there,  some  fyre  to  finde  amonge  the  ashes 

dead, 
,  When  there  is  not  one  sparke  so  hyg  as  a  pyn*s  head : 
At  last  in  a  darke  corner  two  sparkes  he  thought 

he  sees. 
Which  were  indede  nought  els  but  Gyb  our  cat's 

two  eyes. 
Puffe,  quod  Hodge ;  thinking  thereby  to  have  fyre 

without  doubt ; 
With  that  Gyb  shut  her  two  eyes,  and  so  the  fyre 

was  out : 
And  by  and  by  them  opened,  even  as  they  were 

before, 
With  that  the  sparkei^  appered  even  as  they  had 

done  ot  yore : 
And  even  as  Hodge  ble^^  the  fire,  as  he  did  thin^ke, 
Gyb,  as  she  felt  die  blast,  strayght  way  began  to 

wyncke ; 
Till  Hodge  fell  of  swering,  as  came  best  to  his  tume, 
The  fier  was  sure  bewicht,  and  therfore  wold  not 

burne : 
At  last  Gyb  up  the  stayers^  among  the  old  postes 

and  pinnes, 
And  Hodge  he  hied  him  after,  til  broke  were  both 

his  shinnes : 


Cnrsynge  and  swedring  olhs,  were  never  of  hk 

makyn^. 
That  Gyb  wold  fyre  the  house,- if  tliat  shee  were 

not  taken. 
Gam,  See  here  isall  the  thought  that  the  foolysb 

urchyn  taketh ! 
And  Tyb  methinke,  at  his  elbow,  almost  as  mery 

maketh. 
This  is  all  the  wyt  ye  have  when  others  make  their 

mone. 
Come  downe,  Hodge,  where  art  thoa  ?  and  let  the 

cat  alone. 
Hod^e,  Gog's  harte,  help,  and  come  ep;  Gyb 

in  her  tayle  hath  fyre. 
And  is  hke  to  burne  all  if  she  get  a  lytle  hicr : 
''Cum  downe,  quoth  you?  nay,  then  you  might 

count  roe  a  patch  ; 
The  house  coroeth  down  on  your  heads  if  it  cake 

ons  the  thatch. 
Gam,  It  is  the  cat's  eyes^  foole,  that  shineth  in 

the  darke. 
Hodge,  Hath  the  cat,  do  you  thinke,  in  every 

eye  a  sparke  ? 
Gam,  No,  but  they  shyne  as  lyke  fyre  as  ever 

man  see. 
Hodge,  By  the  masse,  and  she  burne  all,  yousb 

bear  the  blame  for  mee. 
Gam,  Cum  downe,  and  help  to  seeke  here  our 

neele  that  it  were  found; 
Downe,  Tyb,  on  thy  knees,  I  say ;  downe  Co^e 

to  the  ground : 
^  To  God  I  make  a  vowe,  and  so  to  good  aabt 

Anne, 
A  candell  shall  they  have  a  peece,  get  it  where  I 

can. 


'*  jfUUf  mjf  neeh  we  shall  never  meete  t  adue,  adue  for  aye. — Adieu,  adieu  for  ever.  As  ki  the  foUowim 
iostaoces : 

For  a\fe  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mew'd.  Mideummer  Night*i  Dream^  A.  I. 

And  sit /or  aye  entbronized  hi  heaven*  Marlow'S  Edwford  IL 

Whereas  the  other  makes  us  live /or  aye*  Tragedy  ofCreesui,  1604, 

Let  thb  pemicioos  hour,  • 

Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  Calendar. 

See  Mr  Steevens's  Shakspedrty  Vol.  ITT.  p.  t.  Vol.  IV.  p.  565. 
*'  Cum  dome^  quoth  youf  nay,  then  you  might  cottnt  me  a  patch. — **  This  term  (sajfs  Mr  Malooe)  case 
into  use  fh>m  the  name  of  a  celebrated  fool.  This  1  learn  from  Wilson's  Jrt  of  Rhetorique,  155S :  '  A 
word  making,  called  of  the  Grecians  Onomatopiea,  is  when  we  make  words  of  our  own  mind,  such  as  be 
derived  from  the  nature  of  things." — As  f  a  call  one  Pa/cAe,  or  Cowlsoo,  whom  we  see  to  do  a  thing  foolish- 
ly ;  because  these  two,  in  their  time,  were  notable  fools. 

'  *'  Probably  the  dress  which  the  celebrated  Patch  wore,  was.  In  allusion  to  his  name,  patched  or  parti* 
coloured.  Hence  the  stage-fool  has  ever  since  been  eihibited  in  a  motley-coat^  In  Rowley's  fVhen  you 
tee  me^yu  know  me  i  or.  Hist,  of  King  Henry  VIII,  168S,  Cardinal  Wokey's  Fool  ?edeh  is  introduced. 
Perhaps  he  was  the  original  Patch  of  whom  Wilson  speaks." — Note  on  Merchant  of  Venice^  A.  2.  8.  5. 

In  Chaloner*s  TransUtion  of  the  Prdise  of  Fbtty,  hy  Lrasmus,  1540,  is  the  following  passage  :  **  And  by 
the  fayeth  ye  owe  to  the  Immortal  godds,  may  any  thing  to  an  indilferent  considerer  be  deemed  more  hap* 
pie  and  blissfol  than  is  this  kinde  of  men  whome  commonly  ye  call  fooles,  pohes,  ideotes,  and  pachetV^ 

Again,  **  1  have  subtraied  these  my  selle  paches,  who  not  ondye  themselves  are  ever  mery,  playing,  sii^ 
in^,  and  laughyng,  but  also  whatever  they  doo,  are  provokers  of  others  lykewyse  to  pleasure,  sporte,  and 
laughter,  as  who  sayeth  ordeyned  herefore  by  the  godds  of  tbeyr  benevolence  to  recieate  tbe  sadnesse  of 
men's  ly  ves." 
^  To  God  I  make  a  vowe,  and  so  to  good  saint  Anne, 

A  candell  shall  they  have  a  peece,  get  it  where  I  con.— In  all  cases  of  distress,  and  whenever  the  as- 
sistance of  a  superior  power  was  necessary,  it  was  usual  with  the  Roman  Catholics  to  promise  their  ti* 
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If  I  Bsj  my  Deele  iincle  in  one  place,  or  in  other. 
Hodge.  Now  a  vengeaunce  on  Gyb  light,  on 
Gf  b,  and  Gyb's  mother, 
And  all  tne  generacion  of  cats  both  far  and  nere. 
Looke  on  the  groand,  horson,  thinks  thoa  the  neele 
is  here? 
Coclce.  Bj  mytrooAyGadnner,  me  thought  your 
neele  here  I  saw, 
Bot  when  my  fyngers  toucht  it,  I  felt  it  was  a 
straw. 
2^  See,  Ilodge^  what's  tys;  may  it  not  be 
within  it  f 


Hodge,  Breake  it,  foole,  with  thy  hand,  and  see 

and  thou  canst  fynde  it. 
Tjfb,  Nay,  breake  it  you,  Hodge,  accordyog  to 

your  word. 
Hodge,  Gog's  sydes,  fie !  it  styncks;  it  is  a  cat's 
tourd : 
It  were  well  done  to  make  thee  eate  it,  by  the 
masse. 
Otm.  Thb  matter  amendeth  not,  my  neele  is 
still  where  it  wasse. 
Our  candle  is  at  an  ende,  let  us  all  in  quight, 
And  come  another  tyme,  when  we  have  more  lyght. 


THE  SECOND  ACTE. 


Firste  a  Songe. 

Back  and  tjfde  go  bare,  go  hare^ 
booth  foote  and  hande  go  colde  ; 

But  htUyj  God  sende  th^  good  ale  ynoughe^ 
mkeiiir  U  be  newe  or  olde, 

J  can  not  eate  but  fytle  meat^ 

mv  Mtamacke  it  not  goode ; 
tmt^  nrre,  1  thinke^  that  I  can  drynk 

with  him  that  wearet  a  hood.  *' 
JhoMghe  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  care, 

I  am  nothinge  o-ralde  ; 
I  tin  fie  my  skyn  sofuU  within, 

rfjofy  good  ale,  and  olde. 
Mock  and  syde,  go  bare,  go  bare, 

booth  foote  and  hande  go  colde  ; 
hat  belfy,  Ood  tende  thee  good  ale  ynoughe, 

wketier  it  be  new  or  olde. 


^  J  late  no  rott,  but  a  nut  brown  toste, 

and  a  crab  lavde  in  ihefyre  ; 
A  lytle  bread  snail  do  me  stead, 

much  bread  I  not  desyre. 
No  frotte  nor  snow,  no  winde,  I  trow, 

can  hurte  mee  if  I  wolde, 
lam  so  wrapt,  and  throwly  lapt 

qfjoly  good  ale,  and  olde. 

Back  and  syde  go  bare,  &c. 

And  Tyb,  my  wyfe,  that  as  her  lyfe 

lofoeth  well  good  ale  to  seeke. 
Full  ofie  drinkes  shee,  tyllye  fnay  see 

the  teares  run  down  her  cheekes  ; 
^'  Then  dooth  she  trowle  to  mee  the  bowle, 

even  as  a  mault  worme  shuld; 
And  sayth,  sweet  hart,  I  tooke  my  part 

qfthisjoly  good  ale,  and  olde. 

Back  and  syde  go  bare,  &c, 


tdary  ahrts  to  light  ap  candles  at  their  altars,  to  lodace  them  to  be  proyltioos  to  such  applications  as 
vers  Bade  to  them.  The  reader  will  see  a  very  ridiculous  story  of  this  kind  in  the  §nt  ?oiume  of  Lord 
Oxfordls  Collection  of  Voyages,  p.  7  i  1.  quoted  in  Dr  Gny^s  Idotes  on  Shakespeare,  Vol.  1.  p.  7.  Erasmus 
ku  a  story  to  the  same  porpose  In  his  Naufragium, 

*'  Alladlog  to  the  drunkenness  of  the  Friars. 

^  /  Ism  ao  roft,  but  a  nutyhrotpne  totte, 

and  a  crab  Ityde  in  thefyre, — So,  in  the  Sd  Act,  4th  Scene  s 


Agab» 


A|aio, 


A  cup  of  ale  had  in  his  band,  and  a  crab  lay  in  the  fyer* 

Now  a  crab  in  the  fire  were  woorth  a  good  grote, 
That  I  might  qualfe  with  captain  Tom  Tospot. 


Like  wiU  to  like,  c,  21. 


And  sometime  lurk  I  in  a  gossip's  bowl, 

In  very  likeness  of  a  roastid  crab.  Midsummer's  Night*s  Dream,  A*  2.  S.  1. 

Vpon  this  last  passage,  Mr  Steeveos  has  given  the  following  examples  of  the  use  of  this  word : 

Tet  we  will  have  in  store  a  crab  in  the  fire, 

lYith  nut  browne  ale.  Henry  V,  Anon« 

And  sit  down  in  my  chaire  by  my  fiiire  Alison, 

And  turn  a  croMe  in  the  fire  as  merry  as  Fope  Joan.        Damom  and  Pithian^ 

, , ,  .Sitting  in  a  comer  tuniing  crabs. 
Or  coughing  o>r  a  warmed  pot  of  ale. 

Description  of  Christmas,  in  Summer's  Last  Win  and  Testaamt,  by  Nash,  1600. 
^^  Thm  iooth  she  trowle  to  mee  the  bomt^,-^**  Tromlei,  or  trole  the  bowl,  was  a  comn^on  phnisc  in  drinking 
^^  f^'^H  ^^^  ^^"^  about^  as  appears  by  the  foUowloi;  beginning  of  an  old  Catch ; 
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Norn  let  thim  dtynke,  tyli  they  nod  and  mMe^ 

even  at  goodfelowe»  theulde  doe^ 
They  thtUi  not  mis$e  to  have  the  bliste 

good  ale  doth  bringe  men  to: 
And  all  poor  touleSf  thai  have  seowred  bcutef, 

or  have  them  luttelif  trolde^ 
God  save  the  lyoes  0/  them  and  their  9fyoe$, 

whether  they  be  yonge  or  olde. 

Back  and  syde  go  bare^  &a 

THR  FYRST  SCEANE. 

D'iccoN,  Hodge. 

Die,  Well  done,  by  Gog*s  malt,  well  songe  and 
well  saide: 
Come  on,  mother  Chat,  as  thou  nrt^  a  true  mayde. 
One  fresh  pot  of  ale  let^s  see^  to  make  an  eddis 
Agaynst  this  colde  wether^  my  naked  andee^'  to 
defendd : 


Tlii#gerd  k  weriUs  tb«  86«lp^  now  wiBd^bloir  on* 

thy  worst.  ^ 
And  let  us  drink  and  swiii  till  ibftl  our  btllies 

burste; 
Now  were  be  n\^pe  moDf  by  caanylige  ocAdt 

defyne 
Which  Way  my  journey  Ijelk^  or  wbtrfe  Dicc#o 

will  dyne : 
But  one  good  turne  I  have^  be  it  by  nyght  or  dayc;* 
South,  east,  north,  or  west,  I  am  never  out  of  my 

wiwe, 
Hodge,  Chym  goodly  rewarded,  cham  I  not,  do 

you  thyncke  ? 
Chad  a  goodly  dynner  for  all  mj  sweate  and 

swyncke;  ** 
Neyther  butter,  cheese,  mylk,  onyons,  flesh,  nor 

fyshe, 
Save  thys  pece  of  barly  bread,  tis  a  pleasant  costly 

dishe. 


'  " 


lAtete 


^t^^ 


wiM 


Jm 


"  trote^  iroh  ib'ii  bowl  to  me, 

And  I  will  trole  the  same  again  to  thee.'* 

«  And  in  thi^  other,  ia  Hilton**  Collection : 


Again : 


*' Tom'BbiH^f'Toia  Boills; 

Seest  tlHNi  not  how  nwrrll j  fhis  good  ale  trowtet  V* 

bir  John  Hawkins's  HUt&ffdfjiuakky  Vol.  III. «. 


jirden  ofFtnertkamy  iW^ 


Sf  rra  Shakebagge,  canst  thou  remetnber 
Since  we  trould  the  6oute  at  Sittingl^arn. 

GIv't  wf  weele  pfedge,  nor  shall  a  Man  that  lives 

In  charity  refuse  it,  I  will  not  be  so  old 

As  not  be  grac't  to  honour  Cupid,  giv't  us  full. 

When  we  were  young,  we  could  ha  trold  it  off. 

Dninke  down  a  Dotchman.  Maiston's  Poroiilaflcr  or  FtsmWr  A.  5. 

Now  1^  cops  troU  aftoilt  to.  wet  the  i^osifps  wMitles, 
It  poaw  dttWB  I  ftitfh  f1i«y  vittef  Mtk  of  pttiyttteot. 

A  CMaHMajfiin  CUtapOf^f  y.  34 

»*  Add. 

^'  — Naked  arme»— See  Dekker's  Description  of  an  Abrabam^maB,  p.  lOt. 

^  — Sweate  and  iwyncke ; — To  twjfnke,  is  to  wort,  or  labour, ;  as  in  Sp^tiser*s  Pki^  ijftueny  d.  ll«  CinL 
7.  St.  8 : 

"  For  which  men  twink  and  sweat  Incessantly.** 

Again,  in  Comtis,  by  Milton,  1.  893 : 

*<  And  the  twinkt  hedger  at  bis  supper  sat." 

Also,  in  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales,  Prol.  1.  184 : 

"  What  shulde  he  studie,  make  hiraselven  wood, 
tfpon  a  hook  in  clolstre  afway  to  pore, 
Or  ewinken  with  his  hoBidei,  and  laboare. 
As  Austid  Mt  ?  how  sbal  the  world  be  served ^ 
Let  Austin  have  his  noimk  to  him  reserved/' 


And,  'mPtetce  Pl&inHan*»  ViMiont 


**  Hermets  an  heape  with  hokM  ftas^M, 
Wenten  to  Walsineham,  and  h^r  ivtaeUet  ofkft 
Great  loubee^  dndloMg,  that  HHh  were  to  iminke^ 
CHMIied  hefti  to  cd^,  to  b^  lUi«Wri  ftbti^  dikeu 


t» 


A»0HyM9Ji^J 


GAMMER  GURTON*S  NEEIXLE. 


16E> 


Die  Hnle,  ftUow  Hodjs^  mi  ^^  vetf  to  Aire 
with  tbj  meal,  il*  joa  have  any : 
Bat  bj  thy  wordi^  as  I  theoa  unelled^  thy  daintFck 
he  Bdt  maaie. 
HiM^ge.  Daintrels,  Dieoon!  Oo^  soole  moo, 
iave  iIms  peca  of  dry  hor^red. 
Chat  byt  no  byk  tfai.  lyre^ng-  *»«,  n*  Croae 

come  to  my  bed : 
My  gMto  riwy  yaitie^  erawl^  and  aU  oky  btUy 

rumbleth, 
Tha  poddyiagmcamiot  lyr  Atill,  ech  one  over  other 

tumbleth. 
By  Gog's  harte  cham  so  veate,  and  in  my  bdily 

peade, 
Choald  one  pece  were  alt  the  spifttlehoase,  another 
at  the  castel's  ende. 
Die.  Why  Hod^e,  was  there  noae  at  home  thy 

diancr  for  laset? 
Hodge^  ^^ogs  *'  bread,  Diccon,  ich  came  to 
late,  was  nothings  tber  to  fet : 
Gjb  (aioirie  feifld  aiight  on  he#  light)  Ikht  the 

Boilke  paD  to  clane  ^ 
See  Diccoo,  'twas  not  so  well  washi  this  seven 

yere,  as  ich  wene. 
A  pestilence  lyght  on  all  ill  lake,  chad  thought 

yet  for  all  this 
Of  s  moTMU  of  bacon  behynde  the  dore,  at  worst 

shuld  not  misse : 
Bot  when  ich.  soaght  a  slyp  ta  cat,  as  ich  was 

wont  to  do^ 
Gogi  souls,  Diccoii,  6yb  oar  cat  had  eaCe  the 
bacon  to ! 
[Which  hatcn  Diccov  ttoU^  as  if  decUrtd 

Lie,  UI  Inch,  ^jimd  be?  mary  fMvre  it,.Hod{ge, 
this  day  the  trueth  tel, 
llioa  rose  not  on  thy  right  syde,  or  els  blest  thee 

not  wel. 
TIjj  mylk  slopt  up !  thy  bacon  filtched  !  that  was 
to  had  fad,  Hodge. 
Hodge.  Nay,  nay,  ther  was  a  fowler  fault,  ny 
Gainmer  ga  me  the  dodge : 
Seest  not  how  cham  rent  and  torn,  my  heels,  my 

knees,  and  my  breech  ? 
Chad  thought  as  ich  sat  by  the  fire,  help  here  and 

there  a  stitch; 
dac  tbere  ich  wa9  powpte  iadaed. 
Die,  Why,  Hodge  ? 
Hodge,  Bootes  not,  man,  to  tell, 
Cham  so  drest  amonst  a  sorte  of  fooles,  chad 

better  be  in  hell, 
Hj  Gammer  (cham  ashamed  to  say)  by  G6d^ 
served  me  not  weele. 
Lie,  How  so^  Hodge  ? 


Hodge.  Hase  she  not  gone,  trowest  now  thou, 

and  lust  her  neele  ? 
Die.  Her  eele,  Hodge  !  who  fysht  of  late?  that 

was  a  dainty  dysh. 
lfod|^f»  Tosh,  tush,  her  neele,  her  neele,  her 
neele,  man,  tys  neither  flesh  nor  fish, 
A  lytle  thing  with  an  hole  iu  the  emi,  as  bright  av 

any  syller. 
Small,  longe,  sliarpe  at  the  poyot,  and  straight  as 
any  pylier. 
Die,  I  know  not  what  a  devil  thou  raenest,  thou 

hringst  nie  more  in  doubt. 
Hodge,  Knowest  not  with  what  Tom  taifler's 
man  sits  broching  throaghe  a  clout? 
A  neele,  a  neele,  my  Gammer's  neele  is  gone. 
Die,  Her  neele  !  Hod^e,  now  I  smel  thee,  that 
was  a  chaunce  alone : 
By  the  masse,  thou  hadst  a  shameful  losse,  and  it 
were  bot  for  thy  breches. 
Hodge,  Gog*ssoule,  man,  chouldgivea  crown, 

chad  it  but  three  stitches. 
Die,  How  sayest  tliou^  Hodge?  what  shuM  ha 

have  again  thy  nedle  got? 
Hodge.  Be*ra  vather's  soul,  and  chad  it,  choold 

give  bim  a  new  grot 
Die,  Canst  thou  keepe  counsaile  in  this  case  ? 
Hodge.  Els  chwold  my  tonge  were  out 
JDic  Do  thou  *9  but  then  by  my  advise,  and  I 

wil  fetch  it  without  doubt 
Hodge,  Chyll  ronne,  chyll  ryde,  chyll  dygge, 
cbyll  delve,  chyll  toyle,  chyll  trodge, 
bhalt  see; 
Chyll  hold,  chyll  drawe,  chyll  pull,  chyll  pyncbe, 

c%ll  kneele  on  my  bare  knee; 
Chyll  scrape,  chyll   scratche,  chyll  syfte,  chyll 
sceke,  chyll  bowe,  chyll  bende,  chyll 
sweate, 
Chyll  stoop,  chyll  stur,  chyll  cap,  chyl  knele,  chyll 

crepe  on  hands  and  feete ; 
Chyll  be  thy  bondman,  Diccon,  ich  swcare  by 

sunne  and  mOone, 
And  channot  sumwhat  to  stop  this  gap,  cham 
utterly  undone. 

[Pointing  behind  to  hii  tome  breeches. 
Die,  Why,  is  ther  any  special  cause  thou  takest 

heteat  siich  sOrro#  ? 
Hodge,  Kirstian  Clack,  Tom  Simson's  maid,  by 
the  masse  corns  hether  to  morrow ; 
Cham  not  able  to  say,  betweene  os,  what  may  hap. 
She  smyled  on  me  the  last  Sonday  when  ich  put 
of  ray  cap. 
Die,  Well,  Hodge,  this  is  a  matter  of  weight, 
and  must  be  kept  close, 
^°  It  might  els  tume  to  both  our  costes,  as  the 


*'  Will.  *»  Godfi.  *'  Than. 

^  Itptigkteb  tmme  t9  both  our  costetf  at  the  world  now  gose. — In  the  I4th  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  I5T9,  an 
^^of  Parliament  passed,  by  which  very  heavy  penahiefi  were  inflicted  on  all  rogues,  vagabonds,  and 
'^y  beggars.    Among  othen,  who  are  tliereiB  described  and  directed  to  be  deemed  sach,  are  idle  per- 
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world  now  gose. 
Shalt  sware  to  be  no  blab,  Hodge. 

Hodge,  Chyll,  Diccon. 

Die,  Tlien  go  to, 
Lay  thine  hand  here,  saj  after  me,  as  thou  sbalt 

here  me  do. 
Haste  no  book  ? 

Hodge.  Cha  no  book,  I. 

Die.  Then  needes  must  force  os  both, 
Upon  my  breech  to  lav  thine  hand,  and  there  to 
take  thine  otli. 

Hodge,  I  Hodge  brecchclcsse, 
Sweare  to  Diccon  recheiesse. 
By  the  crosse  that  I  shall  kysse. 
To  kepe  his  counsaile  close, 
And  alwayes  me  to  dispose 
To  worke  that  his  pleasure  is. 

SHere  he  kyueth  Diccok's  breech, 
odge,  see  thou  take  heede, 
And  doe  as  1  thee  byd ; 
For  so  I  judge  it  roeete, 
This  nedie  againe  to  win, 
There  is  no  sliift  therein, 
But  conjure  up  a  spreete. 

Hodge.  AVhat  the  great  devill,  Diccon,  I  saye? 

Die.  Yea,  in  good  faith,  that  is  the  waye, 
'*  Fet  with  some  prety  charme. 

Hodge.  Softe,  Diccon,  be  not  to  hasty  yet, 
By  the  masse,  for  ich  begyn  to  sweat, 
Cham  afrayde  of  some  ^^harme. 

Die  Come  hether  then,  and  sturre  the  nat 
One  inche  t)ut  of  this  cyrcle  plat, 
But  stande  as  I  thee  teache. 

Hodge,  And  shall  ich  be  here  safe  from  dieyr 
clawes } 


Dk,  The  mayster  devill  with  his  longe  pawet 
Here  to  thee  cannot  reaclie. 
Now  will  I  settle  me  to  this  gaare. 

Hodge.  1  say  Diccon,  beare  me,  beare : 
Go  soixely  to  thys  matter. 

Die,  What  devyll,  man,  art  afraide  4>f  nought? 

Hodge.  Canst  not  tarrye  a  little  tbougbt^ 
Tyll  ich  make  a  curtcsie  of  water  ? 

Die,  Stand  still  to  it^  why  ahuldesi  tfaoo  fearr 
hym? 

Hodge,  Gog's  sydes,  DiccoDy  me  think  ich  Iieare 
him. 
And  tarrve  chal  mare  all. 

Die.  The  matter  is  no  wors^  then  I  tolde  it 

Hodge,  By  the  masse^  cham  able  tio  longer  t» 
holde  it : 
^^  So  bad,  iche  must  beraye  the  hall. 

Die,  Stand  to  it,  Hodge,  stare  not,  yo«  honoa. 
What  de?yll,  be  thine  ars  stringes  bmsten  ? 
Thy  selfe  a  while  but  staye, 
The  devill  I  fimell  hym,  wyll  be  here  aoone. 

Hodge,  Hold  him  fast,  Diccon,  cham  gone, 
cham  gone, 
Chyll  not  bo  at  that  fraye. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 

Diccon,  Chat. 

Die,  Fy,  shyttcn  knave,  and  out  upon  thee ! 
Above  all  other  loutei,  fye  on  thee ! 
Is  not  here  a  clenly  prancke? 
But  thy  matter  was  no  better. 
Nor  thy  presence  here  no  sweter, 
^^  To  flye  I  con  ^^  thee  thanke. 
'^  Here  is  a  matter  worthy  glosynge, 


sons  going  about  feigning  themselves  to  have  knowledge  in  phisnomie,  palmestrie,  or  other  abased  sciencet » 
whereby  they  bear  the  people  in  band  that  they  can  tell  their  destinies,  deaths,  and  fortunes,  and  suck 
other  like  fantastical  imaginations.  This  statute  seems  to  be  alluded  to  here  by  Diccon,  and  will  serve  to 
coDfirm  the  later  date  of  the  Play  $  and  at  the  same  time  prove  the  forgery  of  that  assigned  to  it  by 
Chetwood.  ^ 

3'  Fel— 1.  e.  fetched.  3*  Symc 

»»  To. 

3^  1-0  /life  I  con  thee  thanke, — I  con  hin  no  thanks  fo»  it,  occurs  in  Shakespeare*s  jtWs  well  that  ends 
well ;  and  Mr  Steevens  says  it  means,  **  I  shall  not  thank  him  in  studied  language,*'  1  meet  with  the  sano 
expression  in  Pierce  Pennilesse  his  Supplication,  &c. 

**  I  believe  he  wiU  con  thee  little  thankifor  U.*" 

Again,  hi  fTiiy  Beguiled,  1613 : 

'*  I  con  master  Charms  thanks  for  this.** 

AgauB,  in  Jny  thing  for  a  quiet  life :  **  He  would  not  trust  you  with  it,  Teon  him  thanks  for  it.**  Te 
eon  thanks  may  indeed  exactly  answer  the  French  scatoir  gr€.     To  con  is  to  know. 

Cun  or  can  thanks,  says  the  Glossary  to  the  Lancashire  Dialect,  is  to  give  thanks ;  and  In  that  sense  only 
the  words  appear  to  be  used  to  this  day  in  the  north  of  England.  In  Erasmuses  Praise  of  Folly,  by  Cha- 
loner,  Io09,  Sig.  £  8 :  '*  But  in  the  meane  wh vie,  ye  ought  to  eomte  me  thanke,  &c,*^  And  SIg.  I  4 : 
«*  who  natheless  coiuMd  him  a  greate  thanke,  &c. '  Again,  in  Pierce  Pewiiletse's  Supplication^  p.  SB :  **  It 
li  well  doone  to  practise  thy  wit,  but  (1  believe)  our  Lord  will  cun  fAee  liUle  thanke  for  it." 

35  Can. 

3^  Uero  i»  a  matter  worthy  glosyoge— -L  e.  glossing  or  commenting  upon.  So,  In  Piercs  PlomnuoCs  Visions  { 

GUued  the  Gospel  as  hem  good  liked, 

if  or  covetous  pf  coprs  con^Uue  \i  as  tbei  wo^d* 
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Of  G*aifiier  GarC0A*8  Jieedle  losyDge^ 
And  a  foute  peeoe  of  warke : 
A  ittao,  t  thyncke,  myght  make  a  playe^ 
And  nede  no  worde  to  this  they  saye, 
Being  bat  halfe  a  ckrke. 
Softe,  let  me  alone,  I  will  take  the  charge, 
This  matter  ftiither  to  enlarge, 
Within  a  tyme  shorte ; 
If  ye  will  niarke  tnj  toyes^  and  note, 
I  will  geve  ye  leave  to  cut  my  throte 
If  I  miake  not  good  Sporte. 
Dame,  Chat,  I  say,  where  be  ye,  within  ? 
Ckatm  Who  have  we  there  maketh  such  a  din  ? 
Die  Here  is  a  good  fellow,  maketh  no  great 

daanger. 
Chat,  What,  Diocon?  come  nere^  ye  be  no 
strannger: 
^  We  be  fast  set  at  tn]m|>,  man,  hard  by  the  fyre ; 
1W  shalt  set  on  the  king,  if  thoo  come  a  little 
nyer. 
Die  Nay,  nay,  there  is  no  tarrfing:  I  must  be 
gone  againe ; 


But  first  for  you  in  councel  I  have  a  word  or 
ttvaine. 
CW.  Come  hethei^  Dol ;  Dol,  sit  downe  and 

Jay  this  game, 
!i  sawest  me  do,  see  thou  do  even  the 
same: 
There  is  five  trumps  besides  the  queene,  the  hind- 
most thou  shntt  finde  her. 
Take  hede  of  Sim  Glover's  wife,  she  hath  an  eie 

behind  her. 
Now,  Dicoon,  say  your  #ill. 

Die.  Nay,  softe  a  Iitl6  yet, 
I  wold  not  tell  my  sister,  the  matter  is  so  great* 
^*  There  I  wil  have  yod  sweare  by  our  dere  lady 

of  BuUaine^ 
Saint  Dunstone  ana  saint  Donnyke,  with  the 

three  kinges  of  Kuliaine,  ^^ 
That  ye  shat  keepe  it  secret. 

Chat.  Gog*g  bread,  that  will  I  doo. 
As  secret  as  mine  owne  thought,  by  God  and  the 
devil  too.  ^ 


^'  We  Uftut  M<  at  tramp,  man,  hard  by  thefyn ; — ^Tbe  common  etymology  of  the  word  trumps  as  made 
■e  of  Id  games  at  cards,  derives  it  from  a  cotraptlon  of  triumph ;  but  Ben  Johnson  spells  the  word  tramps 
from  which  Mr  Whalley  coiyectures  that  his  author  thoaght  it  Was  derived  from  the  French  tromper,  to 
^Meive.  And  indeed  it  will  easily  bear  this  acceptation.  A  person  playing  at  the  game  thinks  he  shall 
via  the  trick,  till  his  advenary  takes  it  from  him  by  a  tromp  t  he  Is  trompt^  or  deceived. 

Whalley  Note  on  Tke  New  /an,  A.  1.  8. 3. 

Tnmp  waa  a  game  played  with  cards,  as  will  appear  by  the  following  passage  of  Dekker*B  Bei-man  of 
Xm^m,  Sig.  h'2:  **  To  speake  of  all  the  sleights  used  by  card-playen  in  all  sorts  of  games  woald  bot 
weary  yoa  that  are  to  read,  and  bee  but  a  thanklesse  and  unpleasing  labour  for  me  to  set  thera  downe. 
Onittiflg  therefore  the  decelpts  practised  (even  in  the  fay  rest  and  most  clvill  companies)  at  Primero, 
-Ssiot  Maw,  Tntmp,  and  soch  like  games,  I  will,'*  &c. 

'*  There  I  wiii  haoe  you  smeare  by  our  dere  lady  of  BM/to/ne.—- Mr  Hawkins  says  probably  Lady  Ann  Bui' 
(Ri  than  which  there  could  hardly  have  been  a  conjecture  more  wide  from  the  meaning  of  the  speaker. 
Osrdere  Lady  of  Bullaioe  is  no  other  than  the  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary  at  Boulogne,  which  was  for- 
■eriy  held  In  so  much  reverence,  that  it  was  one  of  those  to  which  pilgrimages  used  to  be  made.  In 
€kncer*s  Canterbury  TVifet,  Pro!.  1. 405.  describing  the  fVife  of  Bath^  he  says  : 

And  thries  hadde  she  been  at  Jemsaleme* 
She  hadde  passed  many  a  strange  streme* 
At  Rome  she  hadde  t>en,  and  at  BoloinOf 
In  Galice  at  Seint  James,  and  at  Coloine. 

The  VirgtB  Mary  was  the  patroness  of  the  town  of  Boulogne  in  a  very  siagalar  manner,  it  being  hoMen 
isuaediueiy  of  her :  **  For  when  King  Lewis  II.  after  the  decease  of  Charles  of  Burgundy,  had  taken  in 
Boalogne,  anno  1477,  as  new  lord  of  the  town,  (thus  John  de  Serres  relateth  it,)  he  did  homage  with* 
sot  sword  or  spars  bareheaded,  and  on  his  knee,  before  the  Virgin  Mary,  offering  onto  her  image  an 
heart  of  massle  gold  weigh  lag  SOOO  crowns.  He  added  also  this,  that  he  and  his  successors  kings  after 
him  sboald  hold  the  coonty  of  Boulogne  of  the  said  Virgin,  and  do  homage  onto' her  image  in  the  great 
ckarcii  of  the  higher  town  dedicated  to  her  name,  paying  at  every  change  of  a  vassal  aa  heart  of  pure 
goM  of  the  same  weight.^— Hey  lin^s  Survey  of  France^  1656,  p.  19.3. 

^  IVith  the  three  kings  of  KuUaine^The  three  kiQf^  of  CoXoyn  are  supposed  to  have  been  the  wise 
■ea  who  travelled  onto  our  Saviour  by  the  direction  of  the  star.  To  these  kings,  several  writers  have 
given  the  names  of  Caspar,  Melchior,  and  Balthazar ;  but  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  iu  his  Vulgar  Errortf  has 
a  whole  chapter  concerning  them,  in  which  he  doubts  all  the  principal  facts  in  the  account  of  them.  See 
B.  7.  C.  8.  The  celebrated  Thomas  Coryat,  when  at  Coloyn,  took  some  pains  to  collect  many  circam- 
etaaccs  relative  to  these  kings,  with  which  he  hath  filled  several  pages  of  his  Book;  and  to  which  those 
who  are  dcsiroos  of  farther  information  en  the  subject  most  be  referred. 

♦*»  Two. 
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2)tc.  Here  is  GaminAr  Guirton,  your  oeighboury 
a  sad  and  hevy  wight, 
JSer  tgoodly  faii?e  red  cock  At  home,  was  jttole  this 
last  night.  ^ 

Ci^.  Gog^s  soul!  her  cock  witPthe  yeloiW 

legs,  that  nightly  crowed  so  just? 
Die  That  cooke  is  stoUen. 
Chat,  What,  was  he  fet  out  of  the  ben*s  ruste  ? 
J>ic.  I  cao  not  tel  where  the  devil  he  was  kept, 
iinder  key  or  locke. 
But  Tib  hath  tyklcd  id  Gammer's  eare,  that  you 
should  htealc  the  cocke. 
€/Hit.  ^'  Hai«  I  ?  strong  hoore,  by  bread  and 

sahe • 

Die,  What  softe,  I  say  be  styl. 
Say  not  one  word  for  all  this  geaie. 
Chat.  By  the  masse,  that  I  wyl, 
I  wii  have  the  yong  bore  by  the  head,  and  the 
old  trot  by  the  tbrote. 
Die.  No^  one  word,  dame  Chat,  I  8ay,not.mie 

word  for  mv  cote. 
Chat»   Shall   such  a  begar's  brawle  as  that, 
thinkest  thou,  make  me  a  theefe  ? 
The  pocks  light  on  her  bores  sydes,  a  pestilence 

and  niischeefe. 
Come  out,  thou  hungry  nedy  by tcbe ;  O  that  my 
nails  be  short ! 
Die.  Gog's  bread,  woman,  bold  your  peace,  this 
gere  wil  else  passe  sport; 
I  wold  not  for  an  hundred  pound,  this  matter 

shuld  be  knowen, 
That  I  am  auctour  of  this  tal^  or  have  abrode  it 
blow«n. 


Did  ye  not  ««e«fe  ye  m^kl  be  Bvled,  before'^ 

taleltokk? 
I  said  ye  most  aU  secret  Iraepe,  aod  ye  wud  «ore 

ve  wolfk. 
Chat,  Wolde  you  sufier (favraelf,  Dioooa, soeh 

a  sort  fto  sevile  you. 
With  slaunderous  wcird»  to  blot  your  naroe,  and 

so  to  defile  you  i 
Die,  No,  good  wife  Chat,  I  whA6  be  Icfth  eodi 

drabs  shoMe  biot  my  name; 
But  yet  ye  must  so  order  all,  that  iDieeon  beaie 

jio  blarae. 
Chat,  ^  Go  to  then,  what  is  your  rede,  lajr  on 

your  minde,  ye  sliall  mee  rule  herein. 
Die,  Godamercye  dame  Chat,  in  faith  thou 

must  the  (gere  ibegin : 
It  is  twenty  pound  to  a  goose  tntd  my  Gammer 

will  not  <tary. 
But  betfaer  ward  she  comes  as  iast  as  her  lep 

can  her  cary, 
To  brawle  with  you  aixmtber  cocke;  for  %i>ell  I 

bard  Tyh  say, 
Tbe  cocke  was  rosted  in  your  house,  to  break- 
fast yesterday : 
And  when  ye  had  the  carcas  eaten,  the  fethers 

ye  out  flange, 
And  Dol,  your  maid,  the  legs  she  hid  a  foote 

depe  in  the  dunge. 
Chat,  O  gracyous  God,  my  heart  it  burstes ! 
Die.  Well,  rule  your  self  a  space. 
And  Gammer  Gurton,  when  she  oommetb,  anoA 

into  thys  place. 


^  Save  J  f  strong  A^ore,  by  bread  xuid  salte — this  oath  oecors  afain,  A.  5.  8.  2  :— 
"  Yet  filial  ye  find  no  other  wight  save  she,  by  bread  and  tali.'* 

From  the  following  passage,  in  Nash's  Lenten  Stt^ff,  1599,  It  may  be  ioferred,  that  it  was 
tomary  to  eat  bread  andsait  previous  to  the  taking  an  oath  :  ^*  Venus,  for  Hero  was  her  priest,  and  Jno^ 
Lucina  the  midwife^s  goddess,  for  she  was  now  quiekned,  and  cast  away  by  the  cruelty  of  iBolos,  took 
kread  and  tally  aod  eat  it,  that  they  would  be  smartly  revenged  on  that  truculent,  windy  jailor,**  &c. 

^^  Go  to  (Am,  tohat  it  your  rede,  tay  on  your  mindCy  ye  thaU  mee  ruk  herein — rede,  I.  e.  counsel  or  advice. 
So,  io  A.  4.  S.  2  :— 

Therefore  I  -reds  you  three,  go  hence,  and  within  keepe  close. 

Again, 

Well,  If  ye  will  >be  ordred,  and  do  by  my  reaMe, 

Again,  A.  5.  S.2  :— 

And  where  ye  sat  be  said  fUl  certain,  if  I  wold  folow  his  read. 

Again,  in  Erasmns*s  Pmite  •/ #Vilie,  by  Chaloner,  8ig.  D4:  <*  Unles  percbaunce  some  would  choir 
socbe  a  tonldter  as  Demosthenes,  wbofblowyng  Arcbilocus,  the  poetes  rede  scarce  lookynge  his  me* 
mies  in  the  face,  threw  downe  his  sheelde,  and  ranne  awaie  as  cowardly  a  warrionr  as  he  was  a  wjis 
oratour.*' 

The  old  version  of  the  tinging  psalms  abo  begins  in  this  manner  : 

The  man  is  hlest,  that  hath  not  bent 
To  wicked  rede  bis  ear. 
12 
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Then  to  the  qaeane  let's  see  ye  ^'  tell  her  your 

roynd,  and  spare  not, 
So  shall  Diccon  blamelesse  bee ;  and  then  go  to, 

I  care  noL 
CkaU  Then  hooret  beware  her  throte,  I  can 

aliide  no  longer : 
In  faith,  old  witch,  it  shat  be  seene  which  of  us 

two  be  stronger ; 
And  Diccon,  but  at  your  request,  I  wold  not  stay 

one  howre. 
Die  Well,  kcepe  it  in  till  she  be  here,  and 

then  out  let  it  powre* 
In  the  meaue  while,  get  you  in,  and  make  no 

wordes  of  this ; 
More  of  this  matter  within  this  howre  to  here 

you  shall  not  miss. 
Because  1  know  you  are  my  friend,  hide  it  I  cold 

not  doubtles : 
Ye  know  your  harm,  see  yc  be  wise  ^bout  your 

owne  busines. 
So  fare  ye  well. 
Ckai.  Nay,  soft  Diccon,  and  drynke:  wha(, 

Dol,  I  say, 
Bringe  here  a  cup  of  the  best  ale,  let's  see,  come 

qoicly  awaye. 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 

HbooE,  DiocoH. 

Die  Ye  see,  masters,  that  one  end  tapt  of  this 

my  short  devise, 
Now  must  we  broche  t'other  to,  before  the  smoke 

arise. 
And  by  the  time  they  have  a  while  run, 
1  trust  ye  need  not  crave  it, 


But  lokc  what  lieth  in  both  their  harts,  ye  ar  like 
sure  to  have  it. 
Hodge,  Yea,  Gog's  soul,  art  alive  yet  ?  what 

Diccon,  dare  ich  come  ? 
Die,  A  man  is  \vel  hied  to  trust  to  thee,  I  wil 
say  nothing  but  mum. 
But  and  ye  come  any  nearer,  I  pray  you  see  all 
be  sweete. 
Hodge,  ^  Tush  man,  is  Gammer's  neele  found? 

that  chould  gladly  weete. 
Die  She  may  tlianke  thee  it  is  not  found ;  for 
if  you  had  kept  thy  standing. 
The  devil  he  wold  have  fet  it  out,  ev'n  Hodge, 
at  thy  commanding. 
Hodge,  Gog*s  hart!  and  cold  he  tel  nothing 

wher  the  ncele  might  be  found"? 
Die.  Ye  foolysh  dolt,  yc  were  to  seek,  ear  wc 
had  got  our  ground  ; 
Therfore  his  tale  so  doubtfuU  was,  that  I  could 
not  perceive  it. 
Hodge,  Then  ich  se  wel  sorathing  was  said, 
chopc  one  day  yet  to  have  it. 
^^  But  Diccon,  Diccon,  did  not  the  devill  cry, 
ho,  ho,  ho  ? 
Die.  If  thou  hadst  taryed  where  thou  stood'st, 

thou  wotdest  have  said  so. 
Hodge,   Dujrst  swere  of  a  boke,  chard  him 
rore,  streight  after  ich  was  gone ; 
But  tel  me,  Diccon,  what  said  the  knave,  let  me 
here  it  anon. 
Die,  The  horson  talked  to  mee,  I  know  not 
well  of  what : 
^  One  whyle  his  tongc  it  ran,  and  paltered  of  a 

cat. 
Another  whyle  he  stammered  styll  upon  a  rat; 


*^  Addition. 

^  Tuik  tnoHp  U  G^mnMr^i  neeU  found  f  thai  chould  glifdlj/  weet^ — I.  e.  gladly  know.    So,  io  Sb^e* 
■petre's  Antony  and  CUopatra^  A.  I.  S.  1  : 

"  —  in  which,  I  bind, 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  wette, 
We  stand  op  peerless.'* 

The  word  weei  is  also  used  by  Spenser  and  Fairfax. 

^'  But  JHcc^Uf  Diccon,  did  not  th»  deHU  ery^  ho,  he,  ho  f — In  the  ancient  moralitieSi  and  in  many  of  the 
^rliett  entertainments  of  the  stage,  the  devil  is  introduced  as  a  character,  and  it  appears  to  have  been 
futomary  to  bring  him  before  the  audience  with  this  cry  of  /to,  ho^ho.  See  particalarly  the  Devil  ii  an 
4u^  by  Beo  Jodmh,  A.  1.  S.  I.  From  the  following  passages,  in  Wily  Beguiled,  1606,  wc  team  the  man- 
Aer  in  which  the  character  used  to  be  dressed  :  **  Tush !  feare  not  the  dod^e :  1*11  rather  put  on  my  flash- 
ing red  nose  and  my  flaming  face,  and  come  wrap'd  in  a  calfs  skin,  and  cry,  ho,  Ao,  &c."  Again,  **  Til 
Kt  me  OB  my  great  carnation  nose,  and  wrap  me  in  a  rowsing  calfs  skin  suit,  and  come  like  some  hobgoblin, 
or  ione  devil  ascended  ffom  the  grisly  pit  of  hell  i  and  lii^  a  scarbabe  make  him  take  bis  legs :  I'll  play 
the  devil,  1  warrant  ye.*' 

**  One  whyU  his  tQ^g»  it  rany  and  paltered  of  a  ca<^-to  foUer  is,  as  Dr  Jobnpon  explains  it,  to  shuffle. 
With  ambigooos  expressions.    Thus  :-^ 

'  ^  And  be  these  Juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd. 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  seme."  Macbeth,  A.  b,  S.  T. 

|b  confirmation  of  Dr  Johnson*8  explanation,  Mr  Steevens  produces  the  following  iasfaoccs  >^ 

''  Vow  fortune  frown,  and  palter  if  tl|ou  please.*'  Marius  and  Sylla,  1594. 


« 


VOL.  I. 


—  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word. 
And  will  not  palter.** 
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Last  of  all  there  was  nothing  but  every  word  chat, 

chat ; 
But  thi^  I  well  perceyved  before  I  wold  him  rid, 
Betweene  chat  and  the  rat,  and  tile  cat,  the  nedlc 

,  is  hyd : . 
Now  wether  Gyb  our  cat  have  eate  it  in  her 

mawc, 
Or  doctor  Kat  our  cun\t  have  found  it  in  the 

straw, 
Or  this  dame  Chat  your  neighbour  have  stollen 

it,  God  hee  knoweth ; 
But  by  tlie  morrow  at  this  time,  we  shal  learn 
how  the  matter  goeth. 
Sodge,  Canst  not  learn  to  night,  man;  seest  not 
what  is  here  ? 

l^Fointyttg  behind  to  hU  tome  breecftes. 

Die,  Tys  not  possyhle  to  make  it  sooner  appere. 

Hodge.  AIas,Diccon,  then  chave  nu  shy  ft;  but 

least  ich  tary  to  longe, 

Hye  me  to  Sym  Glover's  shop,  theare  to  seeke 

for  a  thonge, 
Therwith  this  breech  to  tatche  and  tye  as  ich  may. 
Die. To  morow,  Hodge,  if  we  chaunce  to  meete, 
shall  see  what  I  will  sayr 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

Diccov,  Gakmer. 

Die.  Now  this  gere  roust  forward  goe,  for  here 
tny  Gammer  commeth : 
Be  still  a  while,  and  say  nothing,  make  here  a  lit- 
tle romth. 
Gam,  Good  lord  !  shall  never  be  my  lucke  my 
nreie  agayne  to  spye  ? 
Alas  tlic  whylc,  tys  past  my  helpe ;  where  'tis, 
still  it  must  lye. 
Die,  Now,  Jesus,  Gammer  Gurton,  what  dri- 
veth  yoii  to  this  sadnes  ? 
I  feare  me,  by  my  conscience,  you  will  sure  fall 
to  madnes. 
Oam.  Who  is  that  ?  what,  Diccon  ?  cham  lost, 
man :  fye,  fye. 


Die.  Mary^  fye  on  them  that  be  worthy ;  but 

what  shuld  be  your  troble  t 
Gam,  Alas,  the  more  ich  thinke  on  it,  my  sor- 
row it  waxeth  double. 
My  goodly  tossyng  Sporyar's  neele,  chave  loft  idi 
wot  not  where. 
Die,  Your  neele  ?  wbanf 
Gam,  My  neele,  alas !  ich  n1)'ght  full  ill  it  spar^ 
As  God  himselfe  he  knoweth  nere  one  besyde 
chave. 
Die.  If  this  be  all,  good  Gammer,  I  wanaot 

you  all  is  save. 
Gam,  Why,  know  yOu  any  tydings  which  way 

my  jaeele  is  gone  ? 
Die*  Yea,  that  I  <k>,  doubtlesse,  as  ye  shall 
here  anone, 
A  see  a  thing  this  matter  toudieth,  wkhin  these 

twenty  howres, 
Even  at  this  gate,  before  my  face,  hy  a  neygb» 

hour  of  yours ; 
She  stooped  roe  downe,  and  up  she  tokc  a  needle 

or  a  pyo ; 
I  durst  be  sworoe  it  was  even  yours,  by  all  my 
mother's  kyn. 
Gam,  It  was  roy  neele,  Diccon,  ich  wot ;  for 
here  even  by  tliis  poste 
Idi  sat,  what  time  as  ich  up  starter  and  so  my 

neele  is  loste : 
^^  Who  was  it,  leive  son  ?  speke  ich  pray  the,  and 
quickly  tell  roe  that. 
Die.  A  suttle  queane  as  any  in  this  towne^ 

your  neyehboure  here,  dame  ChaL 
Gam,  Dame  Chat  f  Diccon,  let  me  be  gone, 

chil  thyther  in  post  haste. 
Die,  Take  my  councell  yet,  or  ye  go,  ^  for  feare 
ye  waike  in  wast. 
It  b  a  murrion  craf^  drah^  and  froward  to  be 

pleased. 
And  ye  take  not  the  better  way,  your  ^  nedle 

yet  ye  lose  it : 
For  when  she  took  it  up,  even  here  before  your 
doores, 


^7  Who  vat  ft,  ltft»5  ten  f-^Vi  ho  was  It,  dear  flon  ?  So,  io  the  BaUad  of  Adam  B»U,  Clgm  of  the  Ckught 
Mad  William  of  CUmdoslyt  -^      ^  -8 

Ye  myght  have  asked  towrcs  and  townef ^ 

Pnrkes  and  forcstcs  plente. 
But  none  soe  pleasant  to  my  pay,  sbee  sayd  i 

Nor  oooe  to  Ufe  to  me.  Percy's  Reltquetf  Vol.  I.  IfiT. 

^  Take  my  rountxll  yeii  or  yo  go^-u  e.  ere  ye  go.    As  in  the  following  instances  i 

A,  S.  8.  i  : — "  Job  know  who  found  it,  and  tooke  it  np  shalt  see  or  it  he  longe.' 
A.  4.  8.  8 :— "  That  or  ye  cold  go  twyce  to  church,  I  warrant  yoo  here  news.* 
Ibid. — "  Bot  or  all  came  to  an  eade,  I  set  her  in  a  dumpe." 
Ha1l*s  ChronicU,  Utnry  iV.  1550,  p.  8  :— **  Bat  Qr  this  deposition  was  executed  in  time,  he  came  to 
Westminster,  &c.** 

Ibid.  p.  8b  :— **  Wherof  the  kyng  beyng  advertysed,  caused  a  great  army  to  be  assembled  and  marched 
toward  hit  enemies,  hut  or  the  kyng  came  to  Notyngham,  &g.'* 

Ascham*8  Toxophihu ;— •"  For  first,  as  it  is  maiiye  a  ycare  ttr  they  b^in  to  be  great  shooters,  ic"— 
Sec  also  Mr  Sfeevens's  Shakespeare,  Vol.  V.  p.  lOl. 
^  Koiir-H)ar|  first  edition*  S 


ft 
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What  soft,  dame  Chat,  quoth  I,  that  same  is 

aone  of  yours. 
ATannty  qaoth  she,  syr  kmife,  what  pratest  tfabo 

of  that  1  fynd  ? 
I  wold  tboa  hadst'kist  rae  I  wot  whear:  (she 

ment  I  know  hchind,) 
'^  And  borne  she  went  as  brag  as  it  bad  ben  a 

bodcloiicey 
Aad  I  after  ber,  as  bold  as  it  had  ben  the  good- 
man  of  the  house : 
fiat  there  and  ye  had  hard  her,  how  she  liegan 

to  scolde. 
The  tong^  it  went  on  patiosi  by  hym  that  Judas 

solde; 
£di  other  worde  I  was  a  knare,  and  yod  «  bore 

of  bores. 
Because  I  spake  in  your  bcbalfe,  and  sayde  the 

neele  was  jrours. 
Oeai.  '^  Gogs  bread !   and  thinks  the  callet 

thus  to  kepe  my  neele  me  fro  ? 
Die.  Let  her  aboe,  and  she  minds  non  other, 

but  even  to  dresse  you  so. 
Gam.  By  the  masse,  chil  rather  spend  the  cote 

that  is  on  my  bocke. 
Thinks  the  false  quean  by  such  a  slight  '^  that 

chill  my  neele  lacke  ? 
Die^  Slip  not  your  '^  gerc,  I  counsell  you,  but 

of  this  uke  gomi  hede, . 
]Let  not  be  knowen  I  told  you  of  it,  how  well 

soever  ye  spede. 


Oam.  Clal  in,  Diccon,  a  eleene  apeme  to  take, 
and  set  before  me ; 
And  ich  may  my  neele  once  see,  diil  sure  re^ 
member  the. 


THE  FIFTH  SCEANE. 

Die.  Here  will  the  sporte  begin,  if  these  two 

once  may  meete. 
Their  chore,  durst  lay  money,  will  prove  scarsly 

stveece. 
My  Gammer  sure  entends  to  be  uppon  her  bones, 
With  staves,  or  with  clubs,  or  els  with  coble 

f  tones. 
Dame  Chat  on  the  other  syde,  if  she  be  fisr  be- 

hynde, 
I  am  right  far  deceived,  she  is  geven  to  it  of 

kynde. 
He  that  may  Urry  by  it  a  whyle,  and  that  but 

shorte, 
I  warrant  hym  trust  to  it,  he  shall  see  all  the  sporte. 
Into  the  towne  will  I,  my  frendes  to  vysit  there. 
And  bother  straight  againe  to  see  th'  end  of  this 

gere. 
'^  In  the  meane  time,  felowes,  pype  upp  your 

fiddles,  I  saie  take  them. 
And  let  your  frevndes  here  SQch  myrth  as  ye  can 

xpoke  theip* 


THE  THIRD  AClt 


THE  FIRST  SCEANE. 

Bodge,  Sym  Glover  yet  gramercy !  cham  meet- 
lye  well  sped  now, 
Th'srt  even  as  good  a  felow  as  ever  kyste  a  cowe. 


I  Here  is  a  thynge  '^  in  dede,  by  the  masse  though 
ich  speake  it, 
'^Tom  Tankard's  great  bald  curtal,  I  thinke 
could  not  breake  it« 


^°  Jnd  home  ike  went  as  hrag  as  it  had  hen  a  hodehuce^**  As  brisk  as  a  body-loose,  was  formerly  pro* 
'ttbisl."— See  Ray's  Proverbs,  1748,  p.  «19. 

'■  Gegs  bread  /  and  thinks  the  callet  thus  to  kepe  my  neele  me  fro  f^**  Callet,  a  lewd  woman,  a  drab  t 
IMdbapi  so  called  from  the  French  co/olr,  which  was  a  sort  of  head-dress  worn  by  country  girls.**— See 
Gioaary  to  Urry'e  Chaucer, 

So,  in  the  Supposes,  by  Geo.  Gascoigne,  A.  5.  S.  6 :  **  Come  hither,  you  old  callat,  you  tattling  bm- 
wifc :  tiiat  the  devil  cat  out  year  tongue.'*— See  ptber  instances  in  0r  Grey's  notes  on  Slial»>pci^r^ 
Vol.  II.  p.  41.       ' 

Again,  Ben  Joosoq'p  Fox^  A.  4.  8.  S  ;— 

"  Why,  the  eaUe^ 

you  told  me  of,  here  I  ba^e  ta'en  diiguls'd.** 

^  SljSh,    First  edition.  '^  Slept  not  you  gere.    First  edition. 

'^  /n  the  meane  time,  felowes,  pype  upp,  ftc— This  passage  evidently  shews,  that  music  playing  between 
ike  acts  was  introduced  In  the  earliest  of  our  dramatic  entertainments. 

*'  Mr  Dodslcy  altered  this  word  to  thong. 

S6  Tom  Tankard's  great  Bald  curtal^curl/d  is  a  smaU  harm;  properly  one  who  hath  bis  tail  doek»d  or 
pntMlUd,    tfO|  in  Deldter^  VWaniee  discnwer^  by  iKmMenif  md  CmdUHght^  ^t.  l9StD,  SIg.  K ;  '<  Ue 
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And  when  he  spyed  mj  neede,  to  be  so  straight 

and  hard, 
Ha^s  lent  me  here  his  iiaul),  to  set  the  gyb  foN 

ward.  i 

As  for  my  Gammer^s  neele,  the  flyenge  feynd  go 

weete, 
Chill  liot  nbv?  go  to  tlie  doore  agnin  with  it  to 

meete. 
Chonld  make  shyfte  good  enough,  and  chad  a 

candels  ende, 
Tho  cheefe  hole  in  my  breechc,  with  these  two 

chill  amende. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
Gammer,  Hodge. 

Gftm.  How,  Hodge !  mayst  nowe  be  glad,  cha 

newes  to  tell  thee, 
Ich  knowe  who  hais  my  neele,  ich  trust  soone 

shalt  it  see. 
Hodge,  The  devyll  thou  does:  hast  hard  Gam- 
mer in  deede,  or  doest  hut  jest  ? 
Gam.  Tys  ds  true  as  Steele,  Hodge. 
Hodge,  Why,  knowest  well  where  dydst  leese 

it? 
Gam,  Ich  know  who  found  it,  and  tooke  it  up, 

sbalt  see  or  it  be  longe. 
Hodge.  God*s  mother  deerc,  if  that  be  true, 

farwel  both  naule  and  thong. 
But  who  hais  it.  Gammer,  say  ?  one  cbould  faine 

here  it  disclosed. 
Gam.  That  false  fiien,  that  same  dame  Chat, 

thatcounts  her  sctfe  so  bfinestk 
Hodge,  Who  told  jou  so? 
Cam.  That  same  did  Diccon  the  bedlam,  which 

saw  it  done. 
Hodge,  Diccon  !  it  is  a  vengeable  knave,  Gam- 
mer, 'tis  a  bonable  horson, 
Can  do  mo  things  than  that,  els  cham  deceyved 

etil: 
By  the  masse  ich  saw  him  of  late  cal  up  a  great 

blacke  devyll. 
O,  the  knave  cryed  ho,  ho,  he  roared  and  he 

thundred, 
And  ye'ad  bene  here,  cham  sure  you'id  murrenly 

ha  wondred. 
Gam,  Was  not  thou  afraide,  Hodge,  to  see 

him  in  this  place  ? 
Hodge,  No,  and  chad  come  to  mc,  chould  have 

laid  him  on  the  face, 
Chould  have  pfomised  him. 


Gam.  But  Hodge,  bad  he  no  horns  to  purii^  ^ 
Hodge.  As  long  as  your  two  acnie&    Saw  ye 
never  fryer  Rushe 
Painted  on  a  cloth,  with  a  side  long  cowe's  tayle^ 
And  crooked  doven  feet,  and  many  a  boked 

nayie? 
For  al  the  world  (if  I  shuld  judg)  chould  rtdkek 

him  his  brother: 
'^  Loke  even  what  face  ftyer  Rush  had,  the  devil 
had  such  another. ' 
Gkm,  Now  Jesus  mercy,  Hodge,  did  Diccon  ia 

him  bring  ? 
Hodge,  Nay,  Gammer,  (heare  me  speke,)  chil 
tel  you  a  greater  thin^. 
The  d^il,  when  Diccon  bad  him  (ich  hard  him 

wondrous  weel) 
Sftyd  phuhly  (here  before  os)  that  dame  Chdt 
had  your  neele. 
Gam,  Then  1^  us  go,  and  aske  her  wherefore 
she  minds  to  kepe  it, 
Seeing  we  know  so  much,  'tware  TDadnessnoir  to 
slepe  it. 
Hodge,  Go  to  her,  Gammer,  see  ye  not  where 
she  stands  in  her  doores  ? 
Byd  her  geve  you  the  neele,  'tis  none  of  hers  bnt 
yours. 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 
Gammed,  Chat,  Hodoe. 

Gam,  Dame  Chat,  cholde  praye  the  fair,  let 

me  have  that  as  mine, 
Chil  not  this  twenty  yeces  take  one  fart  that  is 

thyne ; 
Therefore  give  me  mine  owne,  and  let  me  live 

besvde  the. 
Chai,  Why,  art  thou  crept  Orom  home  hether 

to  mine  own  doores  to  chide  me  ? 
Hence,  doting  drab,  avaunt,  or  I  shall  set  the 

further. 
Intends  thou  and  this  knave,  mec  in  my  house  to 

murther? 
Gam,  Tush !  gape  not  so ;  '*  no  woman,  shalt 

not  yet  eate  mee. 
Nor  all  the  frends  thou  hast,  in  this  shall  not  in- 

treat  mee ; 
Mine  owne  goods  I  will  have,  and  aske  the  no  '* 

beleve : 
What  woman ;  pore  folks  must  have  right,  though 

the  thmg  you  agreve. 


could  shewe  more  crafty  foxes  in  this  wild  goose  chase,  then  there  are  white  foxes  in  Russia ;  and  more 
strange  horse-trickes  plaide  by  such  riders,  Uien  Banka  hU  curtal  did  ever  practise  (whose  gambals  of  the 
two  were  the  honester.)*' 

^7  Loke  even  what  face  fryer  Ruth  had-^fryar  Rtuh  is  mentioned  in  Reginald  ^cot*s  Discoverie  of  FFt'/cA- 
traft^  1684,  p.  &Si2  :  *<  Frier  Rush  was  for  all  the  world  socb  another  fellow  as  this  Hudgin,  and  broDgh^ 
up  even  in  the  same  scbooie;  to  wit,  in  a  kitchen  :  insomuch  as  the  selfe-sarae  tale  is  written  of  the  ^oe 
as  of  the  otberj  concemiog  the  skulliao,  which  is  said  to  have  beene  slaine,  &c.  For  the  reading  whereof 
I  referre  yojUtoyWer  Mmh  his  storie,  or  else  to  John  Wienis  De  proiUgiit  demonum.'* 
."Me.  .59  On. 
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OmL  Give  tkee  tliy  right,  mad  hang  the  up, 
with  all  thy  bagger's  bruode ; 
Wfaftty  wilt  thoa  make  me  a  theefe,  and  say  I 
stole  thy  good  ? 
Garni  Chil  say  iiothing,  (ich  warrant  thee,)  but 
that  ioi  can  prove  it  well, 
Tboa  fet  my  good  even  from  my  doore,  chaitt 
able  Uiis  to  tell. 
Ckai,  Did  I  (olde  witch)  steal  oft  was  thiiie  ? 

bow  should  that  thing  be  knowcn  ? 
Gwm,  Ich  can  not  tell,  but  np  thou  tokest  h  as 

though  it  had  bin  thine  own. 
Ckat,  Mary,  fy  on  thte,  thou  old  Gyb,  with  ^ 

my  very  hart. 
Gam,  ^*  Nay,  fy  on  thee,  thou  rampe,  thou  ryg, 

with  al  that  take  thy  part 
Chat,  A  vengeaunce  on  those  lips,  that  laietb 

such  things  to  my  charge. 
Gauu   A  vengeaunce  on   those  callats  hips, 

whose  conscience  is  so  large. 
Ckai,  Come  out,  hogge. 
Gam.  Come  out,  bog^e,  and  let  have  me  right. 
Chat,  Thou  arrant  witcbe. 
Gam,  Thou  bawdie  bitche,  chil  make  thee  curse 

tliis  night. 
Ckat,  A  bag  and  a  wallet 
Gam.  A  carte  for  a  callet. 
Choi.  Why^'  wenest  thou  thos  to  prevaile? 
I  holde  thee  a  grote, 
I  disll  patche  thy  coate. 

Gam.  Thou  warte  as  good  kysse  my  tayle ; 
^  Thou  slut,  thou  kut,  thou  rakes,  thou  jakes,  will 
not  sliame  make  the  hide  the  ?  ^ 
Chat.  Thuu  skald,  thou  bald,  thou  roten,  thou 
glotten,  I  will  no  longer  chyd  thee; 
Bat  I  will  teache  the  to  kepe  home. 
Gam.  Wylt  thou,  drunken  beaste  ? 
Hodge.  Sticke  to  her.  Gammer,  take  her  by 
the  head,  cbil  warrant  if<m  this  feast. 


Smyte,  I  saye.  Gammer^ 

Bite,  I  say,  Gammer, 

( trow  ye  wytl  be  keene ; 

Where  be  your  nayls  ?  claw  her  by  the  jawes, 

pull  me  out  both  her  eyen. 
Gog*s  bones.  Gammer,  holde  up  your  head. 

Chat.  I  trow,  drab,  I  shall  dresse  thee, 
Tary,  thou  knave,  I  hold  the  a  grote,  I  shall  make 

these  hands  blesse  thee. 
Take  thou  this,  old  hore,  for  amends,  and  learn 

thy  tong0  well  to  tame. 
And  say  thou  met  at  this  bickering,  not  ^  thy 
fellow,  but  thy  dame. 
Hodge.  Where  is  tlie  strong  stued  hore  ?  chil 
geV  a  bore's  marke. 
Stand  out  one's  way,  that  ich  kyll  none  in  the 

dark^. 
Up,  Gammer,  and  ye  be  alyve,  diil  feyght  ^^  now 

for  us  bothe ; 
Come  no  nere  me,  thou  scalde  callet,  to  kyll  the 
ich  wer  kuth. 
Chat,  Art  here  agayoe,  thou  hoddypeke  ?  what 

Doll,  bryng  me  out  my  spitte. 

Hodge.  ChiU  hroche  thee  wyth  this,  by'm  fa« 

ther's  soul,  chyll  conjure  that  foule  sprete. 

Let  dore  stand,  Cocke,  why  corns  indeed  ?  keep 

dore,  thou  horson,  boy. 

Chat.  Stand  to  it,  thou  dastard,  for  thine  eares, 

ise  teche  the  sluttish  toye. 
Hodge,  Gog's  woundes,  hore,  chile  make  the 
avauute. 
Take  heed,  Cocke,  pull  in  the  latche. 

Chat.  I  faith,  sir.  loose  breeche,  bad  ye  taried 

ye  shold  have  found  your  match. 
Gam,  ^  Now  ware  thy  throte,  losel,  thouse 

pay  for  al. 
Hodge,  Well  said,  Gammer,  by  my  soule.   - 
Ueyse  her,  souse  her,  bounce  her,  trounce  her, 
pull  her  throte  boule. 


^  J^agjfyoH  f/kM,  thou  rampe,  &c.— Dr  Gabriel  Harvey,  in  his  Pierced  Supererogathttf  4to,  I50S, 
ipeskiog  of  Loag  Meg  of  Westminster,  lays  :  "  Althoa^h  she  were  a  lusty,  bouncing  rampe ^  somewhat 
like  Gallunetta,  or  maid  Marian,  yet  was  she  not  such  a  rolnlsh  rannel,  such  a  dissolute  flirt  gUlian,  &c." 

^  fVeneti — tbinkcst,  or  imaginest.    Obsolete.    It  occurs  again,  A.  5.  S.  S  :— 

**  1  iMefie,  the  ende  will  prove  this  brawle  did  first  arise 
Upon  BO  other  ground,  but  only  Diccon's  lyes.** 

Again,  in  Eupheui,  1581,  p.  14  :  **  Weenest  thou  that  he  wil  have  no  mistrust  of  thy  faithfulnesw^ 
wbeo  he  hath  had  tryall  of  thy  ficklenesse  ?** 

^  Thau  fitfi,  thou  kot — cut  appeals  to  have  beeh  an  opprobrious  term  used  by  the  vulgar  when  they 
scolded  or  abused  each  other.  It  occurs  again,  A.  5.  S.  2  :  *'  That  lying  cut  is  lost,  that  she  is  not  sniug- 
ed  and  b^ten.*' 

A  hone  is  sometimes  called  Cat  in  our  ancient  writers,  as  in  the  First  Part >  of  Htnqf  IV.  A.  2.  8.  1. 
aod  Falstaffe  says :  **  —  if  I  tell  thee  a  lye,  spit  in  my  face,  and  call  me  Aor«f.*'  Cut  is  therefore  proba* 
bly  nsed  in  tlie  same  sense  as  horuy  to  which  it  seems  to  have  been  synonymous.    Several  instances  of  the 

e  of  this  term  are  collected  by  Mr  Steevens,  in  his  edition  of  Shakespeare ;  see  Vol.  IV.  p.  202. 

•J  TA*,  addition. 

^  —  not  tkyfeUowy  but  ihp  dame^^Wit  thy  eqoal,  but  thy  mistress*  ' 

^  Fi^AI—feygh,  first  edition. 

**  Now  wart  thy  thrHe^  lotel,  thoute  pajf  for  ol— a  loal  is  a  worthless  fellow.    It  b  a  term  of  contempt 
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Chat.  Gomst  behynd  me,  thou  withered  witch  ? 
and  I  get  once  on  foote, 
Thoase  pay  for  all,  tboa  old  tariether,  ile  teach 

the  what  longs  to  it 
Take  the  this  to  make  up  thy  mouth,  til  time  thou 
come  by  more. 
Hodge,  Up,  Gammer,  stand  on  your  feete, 
where  is  the  old  hore  ? 
Faith,  woalde  chad  her  by  the  face, 

chould  cracke  her  callet  crowne. 
Gam,  Ah  Hodge,  Hodge,  where  was  thy  help, 

when  fixen  had  me  downe ! 
Hodge.  By  the  masse,  Gammer,  but  for  my  sta£fe, 
Chat  had  gone  nye  to  spyl  you. 
Ich  think  the  harlot  had  not  cared,  and  chad  not 

com,  to  kill  you. 
But  shall  we  loose  our  neele  thus  ? 

Gam,  No,  Hod^e,  chwarde  lothe  doo  too. 
Thinkest  thou  chili  take  that  at  her  hand  f  no 
Hodge,  idi  tell  the  no. 
Hodge,  Chold  yet  this  fray  wer  wel  take  up, 
and  our  own  neele  at  home, 
n^'will  be  my  chaunoe  eb  some  to  kil,  where  ever 
it  be,  or  whom. 
Gam,  We  have  a  parson,  (Hodge  thou  knowcs,) 
'  a  man  esteemed  wise, 
Mast  doctor  Rat,  chil  for  hym  aend,  and  let  me 
here  his  advise^ 


^'  He  will  her  shrive  for  all  this  gere,  and  geve 

her  penaunce  strait ; 
Wese  have  our  neele,  els  dame  Chat  comes  nere 

within  heaven  gate. 
Hodge,  Ye  mary,  Gammer,  that  ich  think  best: 

wyll  you  now  for  him  sende  I 
The  sooner  Doctor  Rat  be  h«re,  the  sooner  west 

ha  an  cnde. 
And  here  Gammer,  Diccon*8  devill  (as  iche  re* 

member  well) 
Of  Cat  and  Chat,  and  doctor  Rat,  a  fellooeos  tale 

did  tell, 
Chold  you  forty  pound,  that  is  the  way  your  neele 

to  get  againe. 
Gam,  Chil  ha  him  strait;  call  out  the  boy, 

wese  make  him  take  the  payne. 
Hodge.  What  Cocke,  I  saye,  come  out;  mhat 

devill  cau'st  not  here  ? 
^  Cocke.  How  now,  Hodge,  how  does.  Gam* 

mer?  is  yet  the  wedier  deare  ? 
What  wold  chave  me  to  doo  ? 

Gam,  Come  hether,  Cocke,  anon. 
Hence  swythe  to  doctor  Rat,  hye  the  that  tkoa 

were  gone. 
And  pray  hym  come  speke  with  me,  cham  not 

well  at  ease; 
Shalt  have  him  at  his  chamber,  or  als  at  mother 

Bee's; 


fraqnently  ased  by  Spenser.    It  is  likewise  to  be  met  with  in  tlM  Death  gf  MoHrt^  Earl  •/  Hmmtiag^m^ 
don,  1601  ;— 

'^  To  have  the  lozels  company.** 

Agiiln,  In  J1U  Pinner  of  WakoJUld,  1509  :— 

'^  Peace,  prating  knel,*'  &c* 

See  Mr  Steevens's  Notes  on  Shakespeare,  VoL  IV,  p.  SS7. 

Agaiiy  in  Hallos  Satires,  IToS,  p.  78 : 

*'  How  hit  enraged  ghost  would  stamp  and  stare. 
That  Cesar's  throne  is  tam*d  to  Peter  chayre  s 
To  see  an  olde  shome  lottli  perched  high. 
Crossing  beneath  a  golden  canopy." 

f  He  wiU  her  shrive /or  aU  this  gan,  and  gem  hor  pmunmee  strait — to  shrive,  is  to  coafea ; 

**  Bat  afterwards  she  gan  him  soft  to  f  Ariew, 

And  wooe  with  faire  iotrcatie  te  disclose, 

Which  of  the  Nymphes  his  heart  so  sore  did  mieve.** 

Fahy  i^cam,  B.  4.  c.  18.  S  ^ 

V  The  Kipg  caird  downe  his  nobles  all, 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three, 
Eiurl  Manhall  I'le  goe  shrive  the  queen, 

And  thoa  sbalt  wend  with  mer .^* 

Percy's  Retiques  of  Jneieni  Foeft^,  V oU  II.  p.  154^ 

**  Oh  fearfhl !  if  thoa  wUt  not,  give  me  leave 
To  shrive  her  |  lest  she  should  die  onabsolv'd.*' 

*  Tie  pity  she's  a  Whore,  A  >• 

«  And  tfoelye,  Phllantiu,  thoa  shalt  not  shrive  nc  U)Ee  agheastlye  fkther,  for  to  thee  I  will  coafesM  h, 
two  thinges  my  extreame  folly.-  ^^j^  ^  j^  Sh^^  I Wi,  9. 4fr 

#•  Ptd|;e<--GamMcr|  la  the  tot  w^oi^ 


itl^'m 
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Sb  weke  luin  at  Hobfylcher's  shop;  for,  as  cbarde 

it  reported, 
Tlwre  is  the  liest  ale  in  al  the  towue,  and  now  is 
most  resorted. 
Cocke,  Atid  shall  ich  brynge  him  with  me, 

Gamuier  ? 
Qawt,  Yea,  by  and  by,  good  CocVe. 
^  Cocke,  Shalt  see  that  shah  be  here  anone, 

els  let  roe  have  one  the  dock. 
Hodge,  Now,  Gammer,  sha  wel  two  go  in,  and 
lary  for  hys  commynge  ? 
What  devill,  woman,  plucke  up  your  hart,  and 

leye  of  ail  this  gloming. 
Though  she  were  stronger  at  the  first,  as  ich  thinke 

ye  did  Snd  her; 
^  Yet  there  ye  drest  the  dronken  sow/ what  time 
ye  cam  behind  her. 
Gam^  Nay,  nay,  cham  sure  she  lost  not  all,  for 
set  them  to  the  beginning. 
And  ich  doubt  not,  bnt  she  will  make  small  host 
of  her  winning. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

1>B,  HoDGE,  Gammer,  Cocke. 

Tgk.  Se  Gammer,  Gammer,  Gyb  our  cat,  cham 
afraid  what  she  ay  let  b, 
5he  standes  me  gasping  behind  the  doore,  as 

though  her  wiode  her  faileth. 
^ow  let  ich  doubt  what  Gyb  shuld  mean,  that 
now  die  ^'  doth  so  dote. 
Hodge.  Hold  bother,  ich  ould  twenty  pound, 
your  necle  is  in  her  thi^te. 
Grope  her,  ich  say,  me  thinkes  ich  feele  it;  does 
not  pncLe  your  hand  ? 
Gam.  Ich  can  fcdc  nothing. 
•    Hodge.  No!  icb  know  that's  not  within  this 
land 
muryncr  cat  than  Gyb  is,  betwiit  the  Tems 
and  Tyne ; 
as  much  wyt  in  her  head  almost  as  chave 
in  mine. 

Tyb.  Faith,  shase  eaten  some  thing,  that  wil 
,^^  not  easely  dpwne, 

^^hetber  she  gat  it  at  home,  or  abrod^  ip  the 

lowno, 
^he  cannot  tell. 

Cam.  Alas !  ich  feare  it  be  some  croked  pyn, 


And  then  farewell  Gyb,  she  is  andooe,  and  lost 
al  save  the  skyn. 
Ho^.  'Tys  ^*  your  neele,  woman,  Isay :  Gog*8 
soule,  geve  me  a  knyfe, 
And  chil  have  it  out  of  her  maWe,  dr  else  <;hal 
lose  ray  lyfe. 
Gam*  What !  nay,  Hodge,  ^y,  kil  not  our  cat, 

'tis  al  the  cats  we  ha  now. 
Hodge.  By  the  masse,  dame  Chat,  hays  me  so 
moved)  ich  care  not  what  I  kill,  ma  God 
a  vowe. 
Go  to  then,  Tyb,  to  this  geare,  holde  up  her  tayle 

and  take  her, 
Chil  see  what  devil  is  in  her  guts,  chil  take  the 
paines  to  rake  her. 
Gam.  Rake  a  Cat,  Hodge !  what  wouldst  thou  do? 
Hodge.  What  thinck'st  that  cham  not  able  ? 
Did  not  Tom  Tankard  rake  his  curtal  toore  day 
standing  in  the  stable  ? 
Gamk  Soft,  be  content^  let's  here  what  news 
Cocke  bringeth  from  maister  RaL 

Coc^  Gammer,  chave  ben  ther  as  you  bad,  yoa 
wot  well  about  what. 
'Twil  not  be  long  before  he  come,  ich  durst  sweara 

of  a  booke, 
He  byds  you  see  ye  be  at  home,  and  there  for  him 
to  looke. 
Gam,  Where  didst  thou  find  him,  boy  f  was  hi 

not  wher  I  told  thee  ? 
CocL  Yes,  yes,  even  at  Hohfylcher's  house)  bj 
him  that  bought  and  soldo  mc : 
A  cup  of  ale  had  in  liis  hand,  and  a  crab  lay  in 

the  fyer. 
Chad  much  ado  to  go  and  come,  al  was  so  ful  of 

myer: 
And,  Gammer,  one  thing  I  can  tel,  Hobfylcher's 

naule  was  loste. 
And  doctor  Rat  found  it  againe,  bard  beside  th« 

doore  poste. 
Ichould  a  penny  can  say  something,  your  neele 
again  to  ^^  fet. 
Gam.  Cham  glad  to  heare  so  much,  Cocke;  then 
trust  he  will  not. let 
To  help  us  herein  best  he  can ;  therefore  till  time 

he  come, 
Let  MS  goe  in,  if  tliere  be  ought  to  get  thou  shad 
baye  somp. 


*  Cotkej-^Hodgt,  in  the  first  edltioa. 

^  This  line  given  to  Gammer  Gurtoo  in  tbe  first  edition. 

""  Doth  so  dote. — That  is,  appear  so  mad*  To  dote  and  to  ho  mad  were  osed  as  synonymous  terms, 
See  Barretts  AlvearU^  voce  dote. 

^  Tyb. 

71  Fel^FeUhed.  So,  in  Cvnthia*s  Rtvels^  A.  1.  S.  2 :  "  Nay,  tbe  other  is  better,  exceeds  It  macb  : 
the  invention  Is  farther /«<  too.^' 

Again,  in  Ascbam^s  Toxophile^  p.  15:  "  And  therefore  afaynst  a  desperate  evill  began  to  seek  for  a 
Generate  remedie,  which  was/e<  from  Rome,  a  shop  alwayet  open  to  any  mischief,  as  you  shall  perceita 
in  these  few  leaves,  if  you  marke  them  well.** 

AguBf  in  Lyly*s  Eupkuoi,  p.  ^  i  -»"  That  fvfit  and  dcre  boof  ht,  is  good  lor  ladies.^ 
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THE  FOUETH  ACTE. 


TIIE  FIRST  SCEANE. 

Doctor  Rat,  Gammer  Gurtok. 

Dr  Rat»  A  man  were  better  twenty  times  be 

a  bandog  and  barke, 
Hien  here  among  such  a  sort,  be  parish  priest  or 

clarke. 
Where  he  »bal  never  be  at  rest,  one  pissing  while 

^*  a  day. 
But  iie  must  trudge  about  ttie  towne,  this  way, 

and  that  way. 
Here  to  a  drab,  there  id  a  theefe,  his  shoes  to 

teare  and  rent; 
And  that  which  is  worst  of  all,  at  every  knave's 

coromandment. 
I  had  not  sit  the  space  to  drinke  two  pots  of  ale, 
But  Gammer  Gnrton's  sory  boy  was  straite  way 

at  mv  tailc ; 
And  she  was  sickc^  and  I  must  come,  to  do  I  wot 

not  what : 
If  once  her  fingers  end  but  ake,  trudge,  call  for 

doctor  'Rat. 
And  when  I  come  not  at  their  call,  I  only  therby 

loose, 
For  I  am  sure  to  lacke  therefore  a  tythe  pygy  or  a 

goose. 
I  warrant  you  when  truth  is  knowen,  and  told  they 

nta'e  their  tale. 
The  matter  where  about  I  come,  is  not  worth  a 

half  peny  worth  of  ale : 
Yet  must  I  talke  so  sage  and  sniothe,  as  though  I 

were  a  glosier. 
Els  or  the  yerc  come  at  an  end,  I  shal  be  sure  the 

loser. 
What  worke  ye,  Gammer  Gurton  ?  hoow  here  is 

your  friend  Doctor  Rat. 


Gam,  A  good  Mr  Doctor,  cha  troubled,  dia 
troubled  you,  chwot  wel  that. 

Dr  Rat,  How  do  ye,  woman  ?  be  ye  lustie,  or 
be  ye  nut  wel  at  tvae  ? 

Gam.  ^'  By  gys  master  cham  not  sick,  but  yet 
chavc  a  disease. 
Chad  a  foule  tume  now  of  late,  chill  tell  it  you  by 

Dr  Rat,  Hath  your  browne  cow  cast  hir  calfe, 

or  your  sandy  sowe  her  pij;5  ? 
Gam,  No,  but  chad  ben  as  good  as  they  had^ 

as  this,  ich  wot  wcel. 
Dr  Rat,  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Gam,  Alas  alas  cha  lost  my  good  neele. 
My  neele,  I  say,  and  wot  ye  what  ?  a  drab  came 

hy  and  spied  it, 
And  when  I  asked  her  for  the  same,  the  filth  flatly 

denied  it. 

Dr  Rat,  What  was  she  that 

Gam.  A  dame,  ich  warrant  you :  she  began  to 

scold  and  brawie; 
Alas,  alas,  come  bether,  Hodge ;  this  wrctche  can 

tell  you  all. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE, 

Hodge,  Doctor  Rat,  Gaumeb,  Diccov,  Chat. 

Hodge,  God  morrow,  gaffer  Vicar. 
Dr  Kat,  Gome  on  fellow,  let  us  heare. 
Thy  dame  hath  sayd  to  me,  thou  knowest  of  his 

geare ; 
Let's  see  what  thou  canst  saie  ? 

Hodge.  B/m  fay,  sir,  that  ye  shall. 
What  matter  soever  here  was  done,  ich  can  tell 
your  maship : 


7^  Pitsing  white — A  proverbial  expression  used  by  Ben  Jonson  ia  his  Magnetic  Lady ;  and  Sbaketpeare, 
in  The  J\i>o  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  See  Mr  8teevens*8  Note  on  the  latter;  and  Kay's  Colteciion  ofPrvverh; 
It  is  also  to  be  fonnd  in  Nash's  Lenien  Stuff,  1599. 

^^  ^ygS* — 1'>  Shakespeare's  Hamtety  Ophelia  sings  a  song,  in  which  this  adjuration  is  used : 

"  %  gy*  a»i  by  Saint  Charity.'*    . 

And  it  is  also  to  be  found  in  Gascoigne's  Poems,  in  Cambyses,  by  Preston :  and  in  the  comedy  of  See  Mf 
and  see  me  notf  \B\S : 

By  gitse  I  swear,  were  I  so  fairly  wed,  &c. 

/See  Mr  Steevett's  Note  on  Hamlet 

Dr  Ridley  obserref,  there  is  not  the  least  mention  of  any  Saint  whose  name  corresponds  with  this,  either 
io  liie  Rooutti  Calendar,  the  service  in  Usmm  Sarum,  or  in  the  bencdictionary  of  Bishop  Athelwold ;  and 
supposes  the  word  to  be  only  a  corrupted  abbreviation  of  Jesus,  the  letters  I  H  S  being  anciently  all  that 
was  set  down  to  denote  that  sacred  name  on  altars,  the  covers  of  books.  Sec, 

It  occurs  also  in  the  following  passage  of  Erasmns's  Praise  of  FoUie,  by  Chaloner,  1540 :  "  Lyke  as 
many  great  lordes  there  be  who  set  so  muche  by  them,  as  scant  they  can  eate  their  meate,  or  byde  » 
■limite  withoot  them,  by  gysse  a  little  better  than  they  are  wont  to  doo,  these  frouning  philosophers," 
Ac.  Sq^.GS. 

Again,  in  Euphmes  and  his  England^  1582,  p.  5 :  — **  Unto  whome  hee  replyed,  shoaring  up  his  eyes.  Ijr 
Jis  Sonne,  I  accoapt  die  cheene  good  jrfaich  mainteineih  health,  a&d  the  scrvauntes  honest  whose  1  ibde 
jaythftdl" 


»> 
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If  J  Gammer  Gorton  faeare,  see  novr, 

flat  her  downe  at  this  doorCj  see  now. 
And  as  she  began  to  stirre  her^  see  now, 
her  Deeie  fell  on  the  floore,  see  now. 
And  while  her  stafie  she  tooke,  see  now, 

at  Gyb  her  cat  to  flyoge,  see  now, 
Her  neele  was  lost  in  the  floore,  see  now, 
-  is  not  this  a  wondroUs  thing,  see  now  ? 
Then  came  the  qaeane  dame  Chat,  see  now^ 

to  a^e  for  hir  blacke  cup,  see  now : 
And  even  here  at  this  gate,  see  now, 
she  tooke  that  neele  up,  see  now, 
Mr  Gammer  then  she  jreede,  ^^  see  now, 

hir  neele  again  to  bnng,  see  now. 
And  was  caught  by  the  head,  see  now ; 

is  not  this  a  wondrous  thing,  sec  now  ? 
She  tare  ray  Gammer's  cote,  see  now, 

and  scratched  hir  by  the  face,  see  now, 
Chad  thought  shVid  stopt  hir  throte,  see  now; 

is  now  this  a  wondrous  case,  see  now  ? 
When  ich  saw  this,  ich  was  wrothe,  see  now, 

and  start  betwene  them  twaine,  see  now, 
Els  ich  durst  take  a  booke  othe,  see  now, 
my  Gammer  had  been  slaine,  see  now. 
Gam,  This  is  even  the  whole  matter,  as  Hodge 
has  plainly  tolde. 
And  chould  fain  be  quiet  for  my  part,  that  chould. 
But  heipe  us,  good  master,  beseech  ye  that  ye  doo, 
Els  shall  we  both  be  beaten,  and  lose  ourneele  too. 
Dr  Kat.  WImt  wold  ye  have  me  to  doo  ?  tell 
me,  that  I  were  goiM, 
I  ^  the  best  that  I  can,  to  set  voufboth  at  one. 
Bat  be  ye  sure  dame  Chat  hatn  this  your  neele 
found  ? 
Gam,  Here  comes  the  man,  that  see  her  take 
it  up  of  the  ground; 
Aske  him  your  selfe,  master  Rat,  if  ye  beleve  not 

^  Aod  helpe  me  to  my  neele,  for  God's  sake,  and 
saint  Charitie. 
Br  Rat.  Come  nere,  Diccon,  and  let  us  heare 
what  thou  can  expresse. 


Wilt  thou  be  swome,  seest  dame  Chat  this  wo- 
man's neele  have  ? 
Die.  Nay,  by  S.  Beoit  will  I  not,  then  might  ye 

thinke  me  rave.  ^* 
Omiu  Why  didst  thou  tel  me  so  even  here? 

canst  thou  for  shame  deny  it  ? 
Die  I  mary,  Gammer :  but  I  said  I  woljl  not 

abide  by  it. 
Dr  Rat.  Will  you  say  ^  thing,  and  not  sticke 

to  it  to  trie  it  ? 
Die.  Stick  to  it,  quoth  you,  master  Rat?  mary 
sir,  I  ddfy  it 
Nay,  there  is  many  an  honest  man,  when  he  sucbe 

blastes  bath  blowne 
In  his  friende's  ears,  he  woulde  be  loth  the  same 

by  him  were  knowne : 
If  such  a  toy  be  used  oft  among  the  honcstie. 
It  may  beseme  a  simple  man,  of  your  and  my  de- 
gree. 
Dr  Rat.  Then  we  be  never  the  nearer,  for  all 

that  you  can  tell. 
Die.  Yes,  mary,  sir,  if  ye  will  do  by  mine  advise 
and  counsaile. 
If  mother  Chat  se  al  us  here,  she  knowe  how  the 

matter  goes. 
Thcrfore  i  red  you  three  go  hence,  and  within 

keepe  close ; 
And  I  will  into  dame  Chat's  house,  and  so  the 

matter  use. 
That  or  ye  cold  go  twise  to  church,  I  warrant  you 

here  news. 
She  shall  looke  wel  about  hir,  but  I  durst  lay  a 

pledge, 
Ye  shal  of  Gammer's  neele  have  shortly  better 
knowledge. 
Gam.  Now,  gentle. Diccon,  do  so;  and,  good 

w,  let  us  trudge. 
Dr  Rat.  By  the  masse,  I  may  not  tary  so  long 

to  be  your  judge. 
Die.  Tys  but  a  little  while  man,  what  take  so 
muchpaine; 
If  I  here  no  newcs  of  it,  I  will  come  sooner  again^ 


^  Jfy  Qammtr  then  she  ycedb,  ut  now^-^She  Ifeede.  i.  e.  sk$  toent*    So  Chaucer  ^ 

'<  For  aH  i  tfede  out  at  oq<^  ere, ' 
That  in  that  other  she  did  lere." 

Romauni  of  the  R«u^ 

Tbe  word  is  aUo  used  by  Spenser  and  Fairfax, 

^'  jimd  helpe  me  to  my  neeU^for  God's  sake,  and  Saint  Charitie. — Ophelia  sings : 

By  Gis  aod  by  St  Ckaritjf,  &c. 

Oo  which  Mr  Steevens  observes,  that  Si  Charity  U  a  kftown  saint  among  the  Roman  Catholics* 
SpeoKT  mentions  her,  Kclog.  5. 255 : 

Ah,  dear  Lord,  and  sweet  Saint  Charity  I 

Again,  in  The  DownfaU  of  Robert  Earl  of  Huntington^  1601  : 

Therefore,  sweet  Master,  for  Saint  Charity. 

Note  on  Hamlet,  A*  4.  S.  3* 

"^  Rave.'^BsLTTtii  \n  his  JloearU,  explains  rave, "  to  talke  like  a  madde  bodie." 
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Hodge,  Tary  so  much,  good  master  Doctor,  of 

jour  gcntlenes. 
Dr  JRat.  Then  let  us  hie  inward,  and  Diccon 

speede  tbj  busines. 
Die,  Now,  sirs,  do  you  no  more,  but  kepe  nay 
counsaile  juste. 
And  doctor  Rat  shall  thus  catch  some  good,  I  trust ; 
But  mother  Chat,  my  gossop,  talke  first  with  all 

I  must. 
For  she  must  be  chiefe  captaine  to  lay  the  Rat  in 

the  dust 
God  deven,  dame  Chat,  in  faith,  and  well  met  in 
this  place. 
Chat,  God  deven,  my  friend  Diccon,  whether 

walke  ye  this  pace  ? 
Die,  By  my  truth  even  to  you,  to  leame  how 
the  world  goeth. 
Hard  ye  no  more  of  the  other  matter,  say  me  now 
by  your  troth  ? 
Chat,  O  yes,  Diccon :  here  the  old  hoore,  and 
Hodge  that  great  knave. 
But  in  faith,  I  would  thou  hadst  sene,  O  Lord !  I 

drest  them  brave. 
She  bare  me  two  or  three  souses  behind,  in  the 

nape  of  the  neckc, 
Till  I  made  herolde  wesen  to  answerc  again, kccke. 
And  Hodge,  that  dirty  dastard,  that  at  hir  elbow 

standcs. 
If  one  paire  of  legs  had  not  bene  worth  two  paire 

of  hands. 
He  had  had  his  bearde  shaven,  if  my  nayles  wold 
'■  have  served, 

.And  not  without  a  cause,  for  the  knave  it  well 
deserved. 
Die,  By  the  masse,  I  con  '^  the  thank,  wend), 

'  thou  didst  so  wel  acquite  the. 
Chat,  And  th'adst  scene  him,  DiccQn,  it  wold 
have  made  the  beshite  the 
For  laughter :  Ihe  horsen  dolt  at  last  caught  up  a 

dub, 
As  though  he  would  have  slaine  the  master  devill, 

Belsabub ; 
But  I  set  him  soone'inwarde. 

Die.  O  Lord !  thf:re  is  the  thing. 
That  Hodge  is  so  offended,  that  makes  him  starte 
and  flyng. 
Chat,  Whv,  makes  the  knave  any  moyling,  as 

ye  have  scene  or  hard  ? 
Die,  Even  now  I  sawe  him  last,  like  a  mad 
man  he  farde. 
And  sware  by  heaven  and  hell,  he  would  a  wreake 

his  sorrowe. 
And  leve  you  never  a  hen  alive  by  eigjit  of  the 

clocke  to  morrow : 
Therfore  marke  what  I  say,  and  my  wordes  see 


that  ye  trust, 
Your  hens  be  as  good  as  dead,  if  ye  leave  tbem  oo 
the  ruste. 
Chat.  The  knave  dare  as  wel  go  bang  himself^ 

as  go  upon  my  ground.     . 
Die,  Wel,  yet  take  hede,  I  say,  I  must  tel  yoa 
my  tale  round : 
Have  you  not  about  your  house,  behind  your  fur^ 

nace  or  leade, 
A  hole  where  a  crafty  knave  may  crepe  in  for 
neade  ? 
Chat,  Yes,  by  the  masse,  a  hole  broke  down 

even  within  these  two  dayes. 
Die,  Hodge,  he  intends  this  same  night  to  slip 

in  there  awayes. 
Chat,  O  Christ,  that  I  were  sure  of  it !  in  faith 

he  shuld  have  his  mede.  ^° 
Die,  Watch  wel,  for  the  knave  will  be  there  as 
sure  as  is  your  crede ; 
I  wold  spend  myselfc  a  shilling  to  have  him  swin* 
ged  well. 
Chat,  I  am  as  glad  as  a  woman  can  be  of  this 
thing  to  here  tell ; 
By  Gog's  bones,  when  he  cometh,  now  that  I  know 

the  matter, 
He  shal  sure  at  the  first  skip,  to  Icape  in  scalding 

water : 
With  a  worse  turoe  besides,  when  he  will,  let  him 
come. 
Die,  I  tell  you  as  my  sister,  you  know  what 
meaneth  mum. 
Now  lacke  Itbut  my  Doctor,  to  play  his  part 

againe. 
And  lo,  where  he  cometh  towards,  peradventure 
to  his  paioe. 
Dr  Rat.  What  good  news,  Diccon  ?  fellow,  is 

mother  Chat  at  borne  ^. 
Die,  She  is  syr,  and  she  is  not ;  bat  it  please 
her  to  whome : 
Yet  dyd  I  take  her  tardy,  as  subtle  as  she  was. 
Dr  Rat.  The  thing  that  thou  went'st  for,  hast 

thou  brought  it  to  passe  ? 
Die,  I  have  done  that  1  have  done,  be  it  worse^ 
be  it  better. 
And  dame  Chat  at  her  wyt's  end,  I  have  almost 
set  her. 
Dr  Rat.  Why,  hast  thou  spied  the  neele^ 

quickly  I  prajf  thee  tell. 
Die.  I  have  spyed  it  in  faith,  sir,  I  handled  my 
selfe  so  well ; 
And  yet  the  crafty  queane  had  almost  take  mjr 

trumpe; 
But  or  all  came  to  an  ende,  I  set  her  in  adompe* 
Dr  Rai.  How  so,  I  pray  thee,  Diccon? 
Die,  Mary,  syr,  will  ye  heare  ? 


»9  Gm— So  the  edition  of  1576. 

so  Afedb— Reward.  Obsolete.  U  is  a  word  used  by  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  and  the  chief  of  oar  ancleot 
writers*  "  .  -♦ 
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She  was  dapt  downe  on  the  backside,  bj  Cock's 

mother  dere, 
And  there  she  sat  sewing  a  halter,  or  a  bande, 
With  no  other  thing,  bat  Gammer's  nedle  in  licr 

hande : 
As  Sonne  as  any  knocke,  if  the  filth  be  in  doubte,' 
She  needes  but  one  puflfe,  and  her  candle  is  out : 
Now  I,  sir,  knowing  of  every  doore  the  pin, 
C«rae  oyoel^,  and  said  no  worde,  till  time  I  was 

within. 
And  there  I  sawe  the  neele,  even  with  these  two 

eyes. 
Who  ever  say  the  contrary)  I  will  sweare  he  Ives. 
Dr  Rat.  6  Diccon,  that  I  was  not  there  then 

in  th^  steade ! 
Die  Well,  if  YOU  will  be  ordered,  and  do  by 

my  readc, 
I  will  bring  vou  to  a  place,  as  the  house  standes, 
Wliefa  ye  shall  take  the  drab  with  the  neele  in 

her  handes. 
Dr  Rat.  For  God's  sake,  do  so,  Diccon,  and 

I  will  gage  my  gowne. 
To  geve  thee  a  full  pot  of  the  best  ale  in  the  towne. 
Die  Follow  me  but  a  little,  and  marke  what  I 

Lay  downe  your  gown  beside  you;  go  to,  come  on 

your  way : 
Se  ye  not  what  is  here  ?  a  hole  wherein  ye  may 

creepe 
Into  the  house,  and  sodenly  unwares  among  them 

leape; 
There  shal  ye  finde  the  bich-fox,  and  the  neele 

together. 


Do  as  Ibid  you,  man,  come  on  your  waycs  hether. 
Dr  Rat.  Art  thou  sure,  Diccon,  tlie  swil-tub 

standes  not  here  aboute  ? 
Die.  I  was  within  my  selfe,  man,  even  now, 

there  is  no  doubt. 
Go  softly,  make  no  noyse,  give  me  your  foote,  sir 

John, 
Here  will  I  waite  upon  you^  tyl  you  come  out  anone. 
Dr  Rat.  Hclpe,  Diccon,  out  alas,  I  shal  be 

slain  among  them. 
Die  If  they  give  you  not  the  nedle,  tel  them 

that  ye  will  hang  them. 
Ware  that,  hoow  my  wenches,  have  ye  caught  the 

foxe. 
That  used  to  make  revel  among  your  hennes  and 

Cocks? 
Save  his  life  yet  for  his  order,  though  he  susteine 

some  paine. 
Gog's  bread,  I  am  afraide  they  will  beat  out  his 

braine. 
Dr  Rat.  Wo  worth  the  huure  that  I  came  here ; 
And  wo  worth  him  that  wrought  this  geare, 
A  sort  of  drabs  and  queans  have  me  blest, 
Was  ever  creature  halfe  so  evill  drest  ? 
Who  ever  it  wrought,  and  first  did  invent  it. 
He  shall,  I  warrant  him,  ere  long  repent  it. 
I  will  spend  all  I  have  without  my  skinne. 
But  he  shall  be  brought  to  the  plight  I  am  in; 
Master  Bayly  I  trow,  and  he  be  worth  his  eares, 
Will  snaffle  these  murderers,  and  all  that  them 

bears : 
I  will  surely  neither  byte  nor  suppe, 
I  Till  I  fetch  him  hether,  this  matter  to  take  up. 


THE  FIFTH  ACTE. 


THE  FIRST  SC£ANE. 

Master  Batlt,  Doctor  Rat^ 

J^.  I  can  perceive  none  other,  I  speke  it  from 

my  hart. 
But  eidier  ye  ar  all  in  the  fault,  or  els  in  the  great- 
est part. 
Dr  Rai,  If  it  be  oonnted  his  fault,  besides  all 

his  greeves, 
When  a  poore  man  is  spoyled,  and  beaten  among 

theeves. 
Then  I  oonfesse  my  fault  herein,  at  this  season ; 
Bat  I  hope  you  wil  not  judge  so  much  against 

reason. 
Bay.  And  me  thinkes  by  your  owne  tale,  of  all 

diat  ye  name, 
If  any  plaid  the  thefe,  you  were  the  very  same : 
The  women  they  did  nothing,  as  your  words  made 

probation, 
fiot  fttootly  withstood  your  forciable  invasion. 
If  thi^  a  tbeefe  at  your  window  to  enter  should 

be^y 


Wold  you  hold  forth  your  hand,  and  helpe  to  pull 

him  in  ? 
Or  wold  ^'  you  kepe  him  out?  I  pray  you  answere 
me. 
Dr  Rat.  Mary  kepe  him  out :  and  a  good  cause 
why. 
But  I  am  no  theefe,  lir,  but  an  honest  learned 
clarke. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  who  knoweth  that,  when  he  meets 
you  in  the  darke  ? 
I  am  sure  your  learning  shines  not  out  at  your  nose. 
Wasitany  marvaile,  though  the  poore  woman  arose. 
And  start  up,  being  afraide  of  that  was  in  bir  purse  ? 
Me  thinke  you  may  be  glad  that  ^^  your  lucke  was 
no  worse. 
JQr  Rat.  Is  not  this  evil  ynough,  I  pray  you  as 
you  thinke  ? 

[Showing  All  broken  head* 
Bay,  Yea,  but  a  man  in  the  darke,  if  chaunces 
do  wincke. 
As  soone  be  smites  his  father  ar  any  othec  man^ 


•*  Yonwold« 


»»  You. 
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Because^  for  lacke  of  light,  descerne  him  he  ne 

can. 
Might  it  not  have  ben  your  ]ucke  with  a  spit  to 

have  ben  slaiue  ? 
Dr  JRaf.  I  thinke  I  am  ]itle  better,  my  scaipe 

is  cloven  to  the  braine : 
If  there  be  ali  the  remedy,  I  knovr  who  beares 

the  knocks.  " 
Bay,  By  my  troth,  and  well  worthy  besides  to 

kisse  the  stodses. 
To  come  in  on  the  backe  side,  when  ye  might  go 

about,  • 
I  know  non  such,  unles  they  long  to  have  their 

braines  knockt  out. 
l>r  Rat,  Well,  wil  you  be  so  good,  sir,  as  taike 

with  dame  Chat, 
And  know  what  she  intended,  I  aske  no  more  hot 

that. 
Bay,  Let  her  be  called,  fellow,  because  of  mas< 

ler  doctor, 
I  warrant  in  this  case,  she  wil  be  hir  owne  proctor: 
She  will  tel  hir  owne  tale  in  metter  or  in  prose, 
And  byd  you  secke  your  remedy,  and  so  go  wype 

your  nose. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
M.  Bayly,  Chat,  Da  Rat,  Gammek,  Hodge, 

DiCCON. 

Bay,  Dame  Chat,  master  Doctor,  t^pon  yoa 

complaineth, 
Tliat  you  and  your  maides  shuld  him  much  mis- 
order. 
And  taketh  many  an  oth,  that  no  word  be  faineth. 
Laying  to  your  charge,  how  you  thought  him  to 

murder : 
And  on  his  part  againe,  that  same  man  saith  fur- 

dcr,     - 
He  never  offended  you  in  word  nor  intent ; 
1V>  heare  you  answer  hereto,  we  have  now  for  you 

sent. 
CJ^,  That  I  wold  have  murdered  him !  fye  on 

him  wretch, 
And  evil  roought  he  thee  for  it,  our  Lord  I  beseech. 
I  wil  swere  on  al  tlie  bookes  that  opens  and  shuttes. 
He  fainetli  this  tale  oot  of  his  owne  guttes. 
For  this  seven  weekes  with  me,  I  am  sure,  he  sat 

not  downe ; 


Nay  ye  have  other  mimona  in  the  other  end  of  die 

townc, 
Where  ye  were  liker  to  cateb  such  a  blow 
Tlien  any  where  els,  as  farre  as  I  know. 

Bay.  Be  like  then,  master  doctor,  your  ^  stripe 

there  ve  got  not. 
Dr  Rat,  *^  Thinke  you  I  am  so  mad,  that  wber» 
I  was  bet  I  wot  notf 
Will  ye  beleve  this  qoeane,  before  she  bath  try'd 

it? 
It  if  not  the  first  dede  she  hath  done,  and  after* 
ward  denide  it.     ^ 
Choi,  What,  man,  will  you  say  I  bn^e  yaor 

head? 
Dr  Rat.  How  canst  thoo  prove  the  contrarr  ? 
*Chat,  Nay,  how  provest  tnou  that  I  did  toe 

deade? 
Dr  Rat.  To  plainly,  by  St  Mary. 
This  profe,  I  trow,  may  serve,  though  I  no  word 
spoke.  [Showing  kU  broken  head. 

Chat,  Bicause  thy  bead  is  broken,  was  it  I  that 
it  broke  ? 
I  saw  thee.  Rat,  I  tell  thee,  not  once  within  thp 
fortnight. 
Dr  Rat.  No,  marv,  thou  sawest  me  not;  for 
why  ?  thou  hadat  no  light ; 
But  I  felt  thee  for  al  the  darke,  beshrew  thy 

smothe  cheekea ! 
And  thou  groped  me,  this  wil  dedare  asy  day  this 
UK  wedKS. 

J  Showing  hit  heaie. 
,     .  Rat,  wben  caught 
you  this  harme  of  yours? 
Dr  Rat.  A  while  ago,  sir,  God  he  knoweth ; 

within  les  then  these  two  houres.  ' 
Bajr.  Dame  Chat,  was  there  none  with  yon 
(confesse  I  faith)  about  that  season? 
What  woman,  let  it  be  what  it  wil|  'tis  neither 
felony  nor  treason. 
Chat,  Yes,  by  my  faith,  master  Bayly,  there 
was  a  koave  not  farre» 
Who  caught  one  good  philup  on  the  brow  with  a 

dorebarre. 
And  well  was  he  worthy,  as  it  seemed  to  mee : 
Bat  what  is  thai  to  this  v»ii,  since  this  was  not 
hee? 
Bay.  Who  was  it  thee?  let's  here. 
Dr  Rat.  Alas,  sir,  aske  you  thai? 


»5  Kockcs.  «♦  Yoa. 

^'   TMnke  jfo  u  I    am  so  nurd,  that  whtre  I  cm  ^  I  wot  not. — i.  e.  I  know  not.    So  A.  S*  S.  A 

My  tossiag  sporyar*8  neck,  chave  lost  it  wot  not  where. 

A.  S«  S.  3 : 

Gammer,  chave  beA  there  as  you  bai,  yoa  wot  wel  aboot  what. 

Maniager's  Umnatwral  Combat^  A.  5.  &  8  < 

—  this  will  keep  me  safe  yet 
From  being  pulled  by  the  sleeve,  and  bid  remember 
llie  thing /wo<  of. 

Wily  BeguiUd : 

**  1  was  once  in  good  comfort  to  have  cosenM  a  wench  :  and  woftt  thoa  what  I  teld  her  }** 
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Is  it  not  made  plain  iooogh  bj  the  owpe  rao^th 

of  dame  Chat? 
The  tiiae  agreetb,  my  head  U  broken,  her  tong 

cannot  lye ; 
Ooely  upon  a  bare  nay,  she  saitb  it  was  not  I. 
Chat.  No  mary  was  it  not  indeede,  ye  &hal  here 
by,  this  one  thing. 
This  aftemoone  a  friend  of  miae,  for  good-will 

gave  me  warning, 
And  bad  me  wel  loke  to  my  ruste,  and  al  my  ca- 
pons pennes; 
For  if  I  toke  not  better  heede,  a  knave  wold  have 

my  hennes. 
Then  I,  to  save  my  goods,  toke  so  mach  pains  as 

him  to  watch ; 
And  as  good  for^ne  served  me,  it  was  my  chance 

him  for  to  catch. 
What  strokes  he  bare  away,  or  other  what  was 

his  gaine^ 
I  wot  not,  but  sure  I  am  he  had  something  for 
his  paines. 
Ba^.  Yet  telles  thou  not  who  it  was. 
CAof .  Who  it  was  ?  A  false  theefe. 
That  came  like  a  false  foxe,  my  pullain  ^^  to  kil 
and  mischeefe. 
Boy.  But  knowest  thou  not  his  name  ? 
Ckai.  I  know  it,  but  what  then? 
It  uLas  that  craftie  cuUyon  '^  Hodge,  my  Gam- 
mer Gurton's  man. 
Bgtf,  Cal  me  the  knave  hether,  he  shall  sure 
kysse  the  stockes. 
I  ihall  teach  him  a  lesson  for  filching  hens  or 
cocks. 
Dr  B^,  I  roarvaile,  master  Bayly,  so  bleared 
be  your  eyes ! 


Aq  egge  is  not  60  fvil  of  meate^  as  ihe  is  fui  qC 

lyes: 
Wheq  she  hgth  plaid  this  pranke,  to  exguse  nU 

this  geare, 
She  layeth  the  fault  oi^  sucb  a  ope,  as  I  kn^w 
was  not  there. 
Chat,  Was  he  not  theare  ?  loke  on  Jiis  pate ;. 

that  shalbe  his  witnes, 
J}r  Hat,  I  wold  my  head  were  half  so  hole*  I 

wold  seeke  no  redresse. 
Boy,  God  blesse  yo^,  Gammer  GurtOQ. 
Gam,  God  dylde  you,  master  mine. 
B^.  Thou  hast  a  knave  within  thy  houfe^ 
Hodge,  a  servant  of  thine. 
They  tel  me  that  busie  knave  if  such  a  filching  one. 
That  hen,  pig,  goose,  or  capoi^  thy  neighbour 
can  have  none* 
Gam,  By  God  cham  much  amev^y  to  heare 
ai^v  such  reporte : 
Hodge  was  not  wpnt,  ich  trow,  to  have  him  in 
that  sort. 
Chat,  A  theevisher  knave  is  not  on  live,  more 
filching,  nor  more  false; 
*^  Many  a  truer  mfin  thim  he  base  hanged  up  by 

the  halse. 
And  thou  his  dame^  of  9i  hi$  theft  thoa  an  diQ 

sole  receaver ; 
For  Hodge  to  catch»  and  thoii  U>  kepe^  I  neveir 
kbew  none  better. 
Gam,  Sir,  reverence  of  your  musterdome,  and 
you  were  opt  a  doore, 
Chold  be  so  boldei  for.  all  Uif  brags,  to  c«^l  bir 

arrant  whoore. 
And  ich  knew  Hodge  so  bad  m  tow,  ich  wish  pe 
endlesse  sorrpw. 


^  PMrnH^-rPanliTj,  Se,  io  Fitzberberfs  Soke  of  Hiubandry:  "  Gyve  thy  poJ^—meate  in  the 
nonitni;,  &c.*'%Again,  In  Vour  Jive  Gallants^  by  Middleton :  "  And  to  see  how  pittifuUy  the  jmUen  will 
iMke,  it  makes  me  after  relent,  and  turne  my  anger  into  a  quick  fire  to  roast  them.'' 

'^  Cullyon — A  base  contemptible  fellow.     So,  in  Tom  TytUr  and  his  FTi/e,  1661,  p.  19  :— 

"  It  is  an  old  s^iog ,  praise  at  the  partiqg. 
I  think  I  have  made  the  cuUion  to  wring. 
I  was  not  beaten  so  Mack  and  blew. 
But  I  am  sure  he  has  as  many  new.'* 

}ViIif  heguikd : — **  But  to  say  the  truth,  she  had  little  reason  to  take  a  enUim  leg  leaf,  milksop  slave, 
when  she  may  liave  a  lawyer,  a  gentleman  that  stands  upon  his  reputation  in  the  ooimtry." 
3fai&ii^r*s  Quardianf  A.  8.  S.  4  :— 

*'  Long  live  Severino, 
And  perish  all  such  culliom  as  repine. 
At  his  neiv^  monarchy." 

And  Bobadil,  in  Ben  Jooson*s  Emiy  Mam  in  his  ifonMMr,  A.  S.  S.  5.  when  beatiog  Cob^  ezclaims  :— p 


<c 


You  base  culUon  you." 


s'  Mamjf  a  truer  man  than  he  hate  hanged  up  by  the  halse — That  is,  many  an  hooester  man  than  he,  has 
tieen  hanged  up  by  the  neck.  Trufy  in  the  language  of  the  times,  signified  honest ;  and  a  true  man  was 
l^eaerally  so  called  In  opposition  to  a  thief. — See  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  Again,  Hodge  says,  **  Ich 
vicfy  them  al  that  dare  it  say ;  cham  as  true  as  the  best."  Halt,  in  the  Glossary  to  Douglas,  is. thus  ex- 
plained, "  The  bause,  the  throat,  or  neck,  al  AS  luid  Isl.  hols  coUum,  inde  to  hals  or  htUDse  to  embtace, 
C9U0  dare  brachia  circani." 


126 


GAMMER  GURTON^S  NEEDLE. 


[ANONYMOUSi 


And  cbould  not  take  the  ptdnt  to  hang  him  up 
before  to-morrow. 
Chat  What  have  I  stolen  from  the  of  thioe, 

thoa  ilfavor'd  olde  trot  ? 
Oam.  A  great  deale  more  (by  Gods  blest)  then 
chever  bj  the  got, 
That  thoa  knowest  wel,  I  neade  not  saj  it. 

Bay.  Stoppe  there  I  say, 
Atid  tel  me  here,  I  pray  yon,  this  matter  by  the 

way : 
Uow  durance  Hodge  is  not  here?  him  wold  I 
faine  have  had. 
Oanu  Alas,  sir,  heel  be  here  anon;  ha  be 

handled  to  bad. 
Chat,  Master  Bdfly,  sir,  ye  be  not  sach  a  foole, 
wel  I  know, 
But  ye  perceive  by  this  lingring  there  is  a  pad  iu 
the  straw. 
[Thinking  fAo/ Hodge  hit  headwoihrohe^ 
and  that  Gammer  wold  not  let  him 
came  before  them. 
Gam,  Chil  shew  you  his  face,  ich  warrant  the, 

lo  now  where  he  is ! 

Bay.  ^  Come  on,  felbw  *  it  is  tolde  me  thou 
art  a  shrew  I  wysse ; 
Thy  neighbour's  hens  thou  (akest/and  playes  the 

two  legged  foie ; 
Their  chikens,  and  their  capons  to,  and  now  and 
then  their  cocks. 
Hodge.  Ich  defy  them  al  that  dare  it  say ;  cham 

as  true  as  the  best. 
Bay,  Wart  not  thou  take  within  this  hoore  in 

dame  Chat's  hen's  nest  ? 
Hodge,  Take  there!  no  master,  chould  not 

do't  for  a  house  ful  of  gold. 
Chat.  Thou  or  the  devil  in  thy  cote ;  sweare 

this  I  dare  be  bold. 
Dr  Rat.  Sweare  me  no  swearing,  quean,  the 
devill  he  geve  the  sorrow ; 
Al  is  not  worth  a  gnat,  thou  canst  sweare  till  to 

morrow. 
Where  is  the  harme  he  hath?  shew  it;  by  God's 

bread, 
Ye  beat  him  with  a  witnes,  but  the  stripes  light 
on  my  head. 
Hodge.  Bet  me !  Gog's  blessed  body,  chold 
first  ich  trow  have  burst  the  ? 
Ich  thinke,  and  chad  my  hands,  loose  callet,  chould 
have  crust  the. 


{     Chat,  Thou  shitten  knave,  I  trow,  thou  know- 
est the  ful  weight  of  my  fist. 
I  am  fowly  deceived,  onles  thy  head  and  my 
doore-bar  kvste. 
Hodge.  Hold  thy  chat,  whoore ;  thou  criest  so 

loude,  can  no  man  els  be  hard  ? 
Chat.  Well,  knave,  and  I  had  the  alone,  I  woM 

surely  rap  thy  costard.  •** 
Bay,  Sir,  answer  me  to  this,  is  thy  head  whole 

or  broken  ? 
Chat.  Yea,  master  Bayly,  blest  be  every  good 

token. 
Hodge,  Is  m^  head  whole?  ich  warrant  you, 
'tis  neither  scurvy  nor  scald : 
What,  you  foule  beast,  does  think  'tis  either  pild 

or  bald  ?  ^ 

Nay,  ich  thanke  God,  chil  notTor  al  that  thou 

maist  spend. 
That  chad  one  scab  on  my  narse  a»  brode  as  thy 
finger's  end. 
Bay,  Come  nearer  heare. 
Hodge.  Yes,  that  iche  darO; 
Bay.  By  our  lady,  here  is  no  harme ; 
HodgeJ^  head  is  hole  ynough,  for  al  dame  Chat's 
charme. 
Chat.  By  Gog's  blest,  however  the  thing  he 
clockes  or  smolders, 
I  know  the  blowes  he  bare  awaie,  either  with 

head  or  shoulders. 
Camest  thou  not,  knave,  within  this  houre^  crep- 

ing  into  my  pens. 
And  there  was  caught  within  my  hons,  groping 
among  my  hens  ? 
Hodge.  A  plage  both  on  thy  hens  and  thee ! 
a  carte,  whore,  a  carte. 
Chould  I  were  hanged  as  hie  as  a  tree,  and  chware 

as  false  as  thou  art. 
Geve  my  Crammer  again  her  washical  thou  stole 
away  in  thy  lap. 
Gam.  Yea,  master  Bayly,  there  is  a  thing  you 
know  not  on  mayhap :    * 
This  drab  she  kepes  away  my  good,  (the  devil  he 

might  her  snare,) 
Ich  pray  yon,  that  ich  might  have  a  right  action 
on  her. 
Chat,  Have  I  thy  good,  old  filth,  or  any  such 
old  sowe's? 
I  am  as  true,  I  wold  thou  knew^  as  akm  betwene 
thy  browes. 


^  Came  oh,  ftttow ;  iiit  tolde  me  thou  art  m  shrew  J  «srsfe^The  word  threm  at  present  is  wholly  coo- 
fiaed  to  the  female  lez.  It  here  appean  to  hare  been  equally  applied  to  the  male,  and  sigoifieB  mmgkt 
or  mcked, — See  Barretts  jiloearie,  voce  Shrewd, 

^  Coffonl— i.  e.  the  head.    So,  in  HUke  Scomer  :^ 

"  I  wyll  rappe  you  on  the  cottard  with  my  borne." 

fifr  Steevens's  Note  on  Lovt's  Labour  Lo$tf  A.  9.  S.  K 
Again,  in  Ben  Joiison*8  Ikk  of  a  Tuft,  A.  9.  S.  8  :— 

"  Do  yon  mutter  !  sir,  snorle  this  way, 
That  I  may  hear  and  answer  what  you  say, 
With  my  school  da^er  'bout  your  costard,  sir.** 


AWOMTMOVS.] 


GAMMER  GURTON'S  NEEDLE. 


127 


^am,  Man  J  a  truer  hath  hen  hanged,  th<ftigh 

f  ou  escape  the  dauneer. 
Ckai*  fhoa  shalt  answer  (by  God's  pity)  for 

this  thy  foule  slaunder. 
Bqy.  Why,  what  can  ye  charge  hir  withal  ?  to 

say  so  ye  do  not  welL 
Oam,  Mary,  a  vengeance  to  hir  hart,  the  whore 

hase  stolen  my  iieele. 
Ckai,  Thy  nedle,  oidf  witch  !  how  so?  it  were 

aimes  thy  soul  to  knock ; 
So  didst  thou  say,  the  other  day,  that  I  had  stolne 

thy  cocke. 
And  rosted  hiiu  to  my  breakfast,  which  shal  not 

be  forgotten  : 
The  deril  put  out  thy  lying  tong,  and  teeth  that 

be  so  rotten. 
Gam,  Geve  me  my  neele ;  as  for  my  cocke, 

chould  be  very  loth. 
That  chuld  here  tel  he  shuld  haog  on  thy  false 

faith  aod  troth. 
Bay.  Your  talke  is  such,  I  can  scarse  leame 

who  shuld  be  most  in  fault 
Gam,  Yet  shall  ye  find  no  other  wight,  save 


she,  by  bread  and  sak. 

wnile. 


se 


thatT 


your 


Bay.  Kepe  ye  content  a 
toogesye  holde; 
HetUokes  you  shuld  remembre,  this  is  no  place 

to.scolde. 
How  knowest  thou.  Gammer  Gurton,  dame  Chat 
thy  nedle  had  ? 
GaaC  To  name  you,  sir,  the  party,  chould  not 

be  very  g|ad. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  we  muste  nedes  beare  it,  and 

therfore  say  it  boldly. 
Gam.  Such  one  as  told  the  tale,  full  soberly 
and  coldly, 
Eireo  he  that  loked  on,  wil  sweare  on  a  booke, 
What  time  this  drunken  gossip  my  faire  long 

Iieele  up  tooke : 
Diocon  (master)  the  bedlam,  cham  very  sore  ye 
know  him. 
Bay.  A  false  knave,  by  God^s  pitie !  ye  were 
bat  a  foole  to  trow  him. 


*I  durst  aventure  wel  die  price  of  ray  best  cap, 
''  That  when  the  end  is  knowen,  all  wil  tume  to 

a  jape. 
Tolde  he  not  you  that  besides,  she  stole  your 
cocke  timt  tyde  ? 
Gam,  No  master,  no  indeede,  for  then  he  shuld 
have  lyen ; 
My  cocke  is,  I  tfaanke  Christy  safe  and  wel  a  fine. 
Chat.  Yea,  but  that  ragged  colt,  that  whoore, 
that  Tyb  of  thine. 
Said  plainly  thy  cocke  was  stolne,  and  in  my  house 

was  eaten. 
That  lying  cut  is  lost^  that  she  b  not  swinged  and 

beaten. 
And  yet  for  al  my  good  name,  it  were  a  small 

amendes; 
I  picke  not  this  geare  (hear^st  thou)  out  of  my 

fingers  endes. 
But  he  that  hard  it  told  me,  who  thou  of  lata 

didst  name, 
Diccou,  whom  al  men  knowes,  it  was  the  very 
same. 
Bay.  This  is  the  caife;  you  lost  your  nedle 
about  the  dores; 
And  she'  answeres  againe,  she  hase  no  cocke  of 

yours ;. 
Thus  in  your  talke  and  actbn,  fnim  that  you  do 

intend. 
She  is  whole  five  mile  wide  from  that  she  doth. 

defend. 
Will  you  sale  she  hath  your  cocke  ? 
Gam.  No,  mary  sir,  that  chill  not. 
Bay.  Will  you  confesse  hir  neele  ? 
Chat.  Will  I  ?  no,  sir,  will  I  not. 
Bay.  Then  there  lieth  all  the  matter. 
Gam*  Soft  master,  by  the  way. 
Ye  know  she  could  do  litle,  and  she  cold  not  say 
nay. 
Bmf.  Yea,  but  he  that  made  one  lie  about  your 
cocke  stealing, 
Wil  not  sticke  to  make  another,  what  time  lies 
be  in  dealing. 


^*  That  when  the  mi  U  isMwoi,  all  kU  tume  to  a  jape — Jape  b  generally  used  in  an  obscene  sense,  as  in 
the  Prologne  to  Grim  the  Collier  of  Croyden,  VoL  XI.  and  Skelton*8  Soi^  in  Sir  John  Hawkin*8  Historf 
•/Musiek^  Vol.  III.  p.  A.  It  here  signiQes  a  jest  or  joke*  So,  in  the  i^ologne  to  Cbaucei^s  CoKterkurif 
7W0,L7O5:— 

*'  Upon  a  day  be  gat  him  more  moneie. 
Than  that  the  persone  gat  in  mooetha  tweie* 
And  thus  with  tiiined  l&ttering  and  Jopef, 
He  made  the  penone,  and  the  peple,  bis  apes." 

iLad,  in  Batman  upcm  BartkolenUf  15S5,  as  quoted  by  Sir  John  Hawkfav,  In  his  HUtory  of  Mustek,  Vol. 
n.  p.  125 : — **  They  kepe  no  counseyll,  but  they  telle  all  that  (hey  heare :  sodeinly  .they  laugh,  and  so« 
Aeiiily  they  wepe :  alwaye  they  crye,  jangle,  and  Jape,  uneth  thev  ben  ityle  whyle  they  slepe." 

6MtoQ*s  Works,  1736,  p.  »d :— 
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I  weeatf  the  code  wil  prove  this  brawle  tiid  first ' 

arise 
Upon  no  other  ground^  but  only  D]ocod*s  lyes. 
Chat.  Though  some  be  iyes,  as  yoa  betike  have 

espyed  them ; 
Yet  otiier  some  1)6  troe,  by  proofe  I  hare  ^el 

tryed  them. 
Bay.  What  other  thing  b^de  ^ie,  dame  Chat  ? 
Chat.  Mary  syr^  even  this. 
The  tale  I  told  before,  the  selfe^me  tale  it  was 
^  his; 

He  gave  me,  like  a  frende,  warning  against  my 

losse^ 
Els  had  my  hen^  be  stolne  eche  one,  by  God's 

crosse. 
He  tolde  me  Hodge  wold  come,  and  in  he  came 

iiideede ; 
But  as  the  matter  chaunsed,  with  greater  hast 

thanapeede. 
This  truth  was  said,  and  true  was  found,  as  truly 

I  report. 
Bay,  If  doctor  Rat  be  not  deoeaved,  it  was 

o'aiiotber  sort,* 
Dr  Rat,  By  God*s  mother,  thou  and  he  be  a 

oople  of  suttle  foxes ; 
Betweene  you  and  Hodge,  I  beare  awaie  the  boxes. 
Did  not  Diccon  appoynt  the  place,  wher  thou 

shuld*9t  stand  to  mete  him  ? 
Chat,  Yes,  by  the  matse  i  and  if  he  came,  bad 

me  not  sticke  to  speet  hym. 
Dr  Rat.  God's  sacrament!  the  villain  knave 

hath  drest  as  round  about ; 
He  is  the  cause  of  All  this  brawle,  that  dyrty 

shitten  louie ; 
When  Gammer  Gurton  here  complained,  and 

made  a  ruful  mone, 
I  heAid  him  swoare  that  you  had  gotten  hir  nedle 

that  was  gone. 
And  this  to  try  he  furder  said,  he  was  ful  lotli; 

how  be  it. 
He  was  Content  with  small  adee  to  bring  me 

where  to  see  it ; 
And  where  he  sat,  he  stud  ful  certain,  if  I  wold 

folow  his  reade, 
Into  your  house  a  privy  waie  he  wold  me  guide 

and  leade, 
And  where  ye  had  it  in  your  hands,  sewing  about 

a  clowte, 
And  set  me  in  the  bocke  hole,  thereby  to  finde 

you  out  I     . 
And  whiles  I  sought  a  quietnes,  creping  upon 

my  knees, 
I  found  the  weight  of  your  door-bar,  for  my  re- 
ward and  fees. 
Such  is  the  lucke  thai  some  men  gets,  while  they 

begin  to  mel, 
In  letting  at  one  sudi  as  were  out,  minding  to 

make  al  well. 
Hodge,  Was  not  wel  blest.  Gammer,  to'  scape 

that  scoure  ?  and  chad  ben  there, 


TbiH  chid  ben  dre^  belike,  as  ill  (by  the  maflse) 
as  gafier  vicar. 
Bay,  Mary,  sh-,  here  is  a  sport  alone ;  I  Idked 
for  such  an  end ; 
If  Diccon.  had  not  playd  five  knave,  this  had  ben 

sone  amend. 
My  Gammer  bene  he  made  a  foole,  and  drasi  fair 

as  she  was ; 
And  goddwife  Chat  he  set  to  scold,  ^  tiU  b«th 

partes  cried,  alas ! 
And  ddctor  Bat  was  not  behind,  whiles  Chat  his 

crown  di(j[  pare ; 
I  wold  the  knave  had  ben  starke  blind,  if  Hodga 
had  not  his  share. 
Hodge,  Cham  meetly  wel  sped  alredy  amoog^ 
cham  drest  like  a  coult; 
And  chad  not  had  the  better  wit,  chad  been  made 
a  doult 
Bay,  Sir  knave,  make  hast  Diccon  were  hen; 

fetch  him  where  ever  he  be. 
Chat.  Fie  on  the  villain,  fie,  fie,  that  makes  us 

thus  agree ! 
OatiU  Fie  on  him,  knave,  with  al  my  faar^  now 

fie,  and  fie  againe ! 
Dr  Rat.  Now  Se  on  him,  may  I  best  say,  whom 

he  hath  almost  slaine.. 
Bay,  Lo  where  be  commeth  at  hand,  bi^like  he 
was  not/arre. 
Diccon,  lieare  be  two  or  three  thy  compaoj  can- 
not spare. 
Die.  God  blesse  you,  and  yoa  may  be  blest  so 

uinnie  al  at  once. 
Chat,  Come  knave,  it  were  a  good  deid  to 
geld  the,  by  cockes  bones. 
SeesC  not  thy  hakidiwarke  ?  sir  Rat,  can  ye  for-^ 
beare  him  ? 
Die  A  vengeance  on  those  bands  life,  fior  m^F 
hands  cam  not  nere  hym. 
The  horson  priest  hath  lift  the  pot  in  some  (^^ 

these  alewyves  chayres. 
That  his  head  wold  not  serve  him,  belyke,  to  con»^ 
downe  the  stayres. 
Bay.  Nay,  soft,  thou  maist  not  play  the  knav^, 
aud  have  this  language  to; 
If  thou  thy  tong  bridle  a  while,  the  better  maL»f 

thou  do. 
Confesse  the  truth  as  I  shall  aske,  and  cease  a 

a  while  to  fable. 
And  for  thy  fault,  I  promise  the,  thy  handling 

shal  be  reasonable. 
Hast  thou  not  made  a  lie  or  two,  to  set  these 
two  by  the  eares  ? 
Die.  What  if  I  have   :fiVe  hundred  such  hare 
I  scene  within  these  seven  yeares : 
I  am  sory  for  nothing  else,  but  that  I  see  not  the 

sport 
Which  was  bctwene  them  when  they  met,  as 
they  themselves  report. 
Bay.  The  greatest  thing,  master  RAt,  ye  te 
how  he  is  drest. 


»»  Scolc, 


lfLQ9fmQV^.i         OAM*iBR  QUItTCiH^S  J?EEDt$. 


}^ 


Dk.  WM  4m\  jp#4f  Im  be  gr^puig  «qi  4?pe 

in  goodyvife  CbAt*s  hen'a  i^est  ? 
&Qr.  Yea,  bat  it  w%^  t^jt  ({n^t  tP  bripg  (^im 

iotp  the  briars. 
Die.  God's  braid !  ^t^  )i^%  9Ucb  «^i  old  fdole 
wit  19  ^?f»  du  eanep^? 
He  sboweth  bimselfe  herein,  ye  see,  fp  very  '^  a 

coie. 
The  cat  was  not  so  madly  .9Umed  by  ^  fp^e*. 
To  nin  in  the  9Mi|ses  yf9fi  ^  (br  him  doubtieise ; 

W^  tm  h^p^  Ml  Air  .9»^f<fik  994  ^i»  ^k  Ja^v  for 

madnes. 
IJr  l{«fl.  »♦  VVfjB,  |^|)4  y^  jib'vft  DO  betteii  jc 

losel,  Wtl^,  ^a^d  J^i^r^f 
I  witi  fo  «eare  fer  l*4»  #P  wW^e  ye  Ifa^  jiijt  a 

dasye. 
{h  the  Mi«*f  mme,  ewtf^  9^ly,  1  chju|^  you 

set  him  fi^ 
IHc^  V)b^  I  iasi  A^  C9,(4^  of  fa^  9x1  $Ie{Me  ? 

it  is  the  thin^  I  did  liCst. 
Br  Am.  Nay,  ^  in  f«Ker^  fals?  tarlet,  ac- 
cording to  thy  dec(^e#. 
iSor.  ^Hi^srOoaor^t^r  IS  np  Tfa^dji  J  n^ust 

intreat  you  needs 
(kipe  pt^r  kMe  of  piinisbmf^t 
Dr  JR0/.  Nay,  by  all  halaiipe^ 
Vis ^oaiibiiieDt,  if  I  may  jvdge,  shal  t»e  naught  els 

hat  the  ffdlouf. 
^9^  Thwt  ^cre  to  spre^  $spirI^al  men  to 

be  so  extreame ! 
jPir  A|/*  Uhe  woithv  ^xi§  better,  sir?  bow  40 

you  judee  and  deame  ? 
.Boy.  I  giauo^  him  wprthjr  punisl^m^nt,  but  in 

no  wise  so  great. 
Qmm.  It  is  a  Muime,  ich  tel  you  plaine,  for  such 

false  kn|iv!?s  Mitrei^^. 
Be  has  almost  undone  us  al,  thi^t  is  as  true  as 

•leele; 
49d  yet  for  4  ^s  great  ado,  ^l^W  never  ^ 

nere  my  neele. 
B&y.  Can*st  thou  not  say  any  thing  to  that 

Dicoon,  with  least  or  most  ? 
Die^  Yea,  mary  sir,  thus  much  1  caii  say  wel, 

the  nedle  is  lost. 
JSey.  Nay,  canst  not  thou  tel  which  way  that 

oedte  may  be  found  ? 
Dip,  Noi  i>y  my  fay,  sir,  though  I  might  have 

an  hundred  pound. 


ffodge,  Tbott  lier  Uckdisb,  di4tt  not  say  tM 

neele  wold  be  gitten? 
Die  No,  Hodge ;  by  the  same  tokev  you  weif 

that  time  beshittea. 
For  fear  of  hob^obliug,  you  wot  wel  what  I  m^ajee, 
As  long  as  it  is  scn9C,  I  f^re  me  yet  ye  be  scarce 

deane. 
Bay.  Wel,  master  Btat,  you  ipust  both  leame^ 

and  teach  U9  to  furgeve, 
Since  Diccoo  hath  confession  ronde,  and  is  so 

cleane  shreve : 
If  ye  to  me  conscent  to  amend  thisheav^  chaund^ 
I  wil  injoyue  him  here  some  open  kmd  of  pe- 

naunce: 
0(  this  condition,  where  ye  know  my  fee  is  twe^r 

ty  pence, 
tqr  tlie  bloodshed,  I  am  agreed  iv^^  you  here  to 

dispence ; 
Ve  shall  go  ^ujte,  so  that  ye  gr^unt.  the  matter 

now  to  run, 
To  end  with  mirth  among  us  a),  even  as  it  was 

begun. 
Chaf.  Say  vea,  roaster  vicar,  and  he  shal  sure 

confess  to  be  your  detter, 
And  al  we  that  be  heare  present  will  love  you 

much  the  better. 
jpr  Rat,  My  part  is  the  worst ;  but  since  you 

al  hereon  agree. 
Go  even  to  master  B^yly^  let  it  be  so  for  mee. 
Batf,  How  saiest  thou,  Diccon,  art  content  this 

^1  on  me  deo^nd  ? 
Die  Go  to,  master  jpay^>  9ay  on  your  mind, 

I  know  ye  are  my  friend. 
Ba^i  Then  roarke  ye  wel ;  to  recompence  this 

thy  former  acpon, 
Because  thou  hast  offended  al,  to  make  them  sa- 
tisfaction, 
Before  their  faces  here  kneele  downe,  and  as  I 

$hal  the  tcmch. 
Tot  thdu  shalt  take  an  othe  of  Hodge*s  leather 

breache; 
First  for  master  doctor,  upon  peine  of  his  cursse. 
Where  he  wil  pay  for  al,  thou  never  draw  thy 

porsse: 
And  when  ye  meete  at  one  pot,  be  shall  have 

the  first  pull ; 
And  thou  shalt  never  offer  him  the  cupy  but  it  he 

fulL 


"  A  edjte — Iflnshiea,  in  his  i)ietionary,  IG?7,  (as  qaoted  by  Mr  Toilet,  in  his  Votes  tin  Shakespeare, 
VoL  y.  p.  43S.)  says :  '^  Natural  ideots  and  fools  have,  aod  Etill  do  accustome  themi«lTes  to  weare  in 
their  eappes,  oockes  feathers,  or  ^  hat  with  a  nec|^  and  head  of  a  cock  on  tlie  top,"  &c.  From  this 
circarastance,  Diccoo  probably  calls  Dr  Rat  a  cojre  ;  that  is,  a  coxcomb,  an  ideot, 

^  WeU^  mdyethift  ho  better^  ye  lo$eU  lytherj  and  lasjft — Ufther  is  u«ed  sometintes  for  wedk  or  /tmJwr,  at 
cKher  times  lum  or  pale.  Several  examples  of  the  forn^er  are  collected  by  Mr  Steevens^  (Notes  on  Shake- 
speare, Vol.  Vf .  p.  «63.) 

AgaiD«  in  EupkM^  and  hit  JEn^Amd,  15S2,p.  f4 ;  **  For  as  they  that  angle  for  the  tortoys,  having  once 
cau^  him,  are  driven  into  such  a  tifihtnuutj  that  they  loose  all  their  spirites,  being  bennmmed  so,**  &c. 
Of  tlie  latter,  the  following  will  seH'e  as  a  proof.  Erasmus's  Praiu  of  Foli^  Chalooer's  Translation, 
1M9,  Sig.  F  S :  **  Or  at  lest  byre  some  yonnge  Phaon  for  mede  to  dooe  the  th^'oge,  still  daobe  theyr  lUker 
ehcekes  with  peintyngc/'  &c. 
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To  goodwffe  Chat  thou  shalt  be  sworne,  even 

on  the  same  wyse, 
If  she  refuse  thjr  money  once,  never  to  offer  it 

twise. 
Thou  shalt  be  bound  by  the  same  here,  as  thou 

dost  take  it,  ^ 

When  thou  maist  drinke  of  free  cost,  thou  never 

forsake  it. 
For  Gammer  Gurton's  sake  againe  swome  shalt 

thou  be, 
To  heipe  hir  to  hir  nedle  againe,  if  it  do  lie  in 

thee; 
And  Tikewise  be  bound,  by  the  vertue  of  that, 
To  be  of  good  abcriog  to  Gvb,  hir  great  cat. 
Last  of  al  for  Hodge,  the  othe  to  scanne; 
Thou  shalt  never  take  him  for  fine  gentleman. 
Hqdgr,  Come  on,  fellow  Diccon,  chalbe  even 

with  thee  now. 
Bay.  Thou  wilt  not  sticke  to  do  diis,  Diccon, 

I  trow  ? 
Lie,  No,  by  my  father's  skhi,  my  hand  down 
I  lay  it; 
Loke,  as  I  have  promised,  I  will  not  denay  it ; 
But,  Hodge,  take  good  heede  now,  thou  do  not 
bcshite  roe. 
[And  fiave  him  a  good  blow  on  the  buttocke, 
Hodge,  Gog's  hart,  thou  false  villaine,  dost 

thou  bite  me  ? 
Bay,  What,  Hodge,  doth  he  hurt  the  or  ever 

he  begin  ? 
Hodge,  He  thrust  roe  into  the  buttocke  with  a 
bodkin  or  a  pin,  / 

I  saie.  Gammer,  Gammer  T 

Gam,  How  now,  Hodge,  how  now  J 

Hodge,  God's  mak,  Gammer  Gurton 

Gam  Thou  art  mad,  ich  trow. 
Hodge.  Will  you  see  the  devil.  Gammer  ? 
Gam,  The  devil,  sonne !  God  blesse  as. 
Hodge,  Chould  iche  were  hanged.  Gammer. 
Gam.  Mary,  se  ye  might  dresse  us. 
Hodge,  Chave  it,  by  the  masse.  Gammer. 


Gam.  What,  not  my  neele,  Hodge  ? 
Hodge.  Your  neele.  Gammer,  your  neele. 
Gam,  No,  fie,  dost  but  dodge. 
Hodge,  Cha  found  your  neele.  Gammer,  here 

ki  my  hand  be  it 
Gam,  ^'  For  al  the  loves  on  earth,  Hodge,  let 

me  see  it. 
Hodge,  Soft,  Gammer. 
Gam.  Good  Hodge. 
Hodge.  Soft,  ich  say,  tarie  a  while. 
Gam,  Nay,  sweet  Hodge,  tay  truth,  and  not 

roe  begile. 
Hodge,  Chaiii  sure  on  it;  ich  warrant  yoo,  it 

goes  no  more  astray. 
Gam,  Hodge;  when  I  speake  to  fair,  wilt  M 

say  me  nay  ? 
Hodge,  (to  neare'  the  fight,  Gammer,  this  wd 

in  faith  good  lucke : 
Chwas  almost  undone,  'twas  so  f ar  in  nij  but- 
tocke. 
Gam.  Tis  min  own  deare  neele,  Hodge,  '^fy- 

kerly  I  wot. 
Hodge,  Cham  I  not  a  good  sonne.  Gammer, 

cham  I  not  ? 
Gam,  Christ's  blessing  li^t  on  thee,  hast  made 

me  for  ever. 
Hodge,  Ich-  knew  that  ich  must  finde  it,  tb 

chould  a  had  it  never. 
Chut,  By  my  troth,  gossyp  Gurton,  I  am  even 

as  giad. 
As  though  I  mine  owne  selfe  as  good  a  turoe 

had. 
Bay.  And  I  by  my  conscience,  to  see  it  so 

come  forth, 
Rejoyce  so  much  at  it,  as  three  nedles  be  worth. 
Dr  Rat,  I  am  no  whit  sorry  to  see  you  so  re- 
joyce. 
Die,  Nor  I  much  the  glader  for  all  this  noyce. 
Yet  say  gramercy,  Diccon,  for  springing  of  tii« 

^me. 


•5  For  al  the  loves  on  earth,  ifodfe,  let  me  see  i7— For  the  love  of  God,  of'beaVen,  or  any  thing  sacre«it 
are  a(yoratioo»  frequent  ly  used  at  this  day,  and  appear  likewise  to  have  been  so  at  the  time  tbb  pUy  was 
written.  Frooi  the  indiscriminate  u&c  of  them,  it  became  customary  on  very  earnest  occasions  to  requ^s^ 
of  all  loves,  or  for  alt  the  loves  on  earth.  Of  these  modes  of  expression,  Mr  Stcevens  hath  prodoccd  the' 
following  examples :  —  colouring  his  wife  of  all  loves  to  prepare  cheer  fitting.— tfoRes<  PVhore,  p.  I. 

Desire  him  of  all  loves  to  come  over  quickly. — Plautus^s  Mon^ekmi,  15*J5 

I  pray  thee  for  all  loves  bt  thou  my  mynde  sens  I  am  thyne.— ^coia*/ta,  1589. 

Mrs  Arden  desired  him  of  alt  loves  to  come  backe  againe. 

Holinshed's  Chronicle,  p.  1004.    Notes  of  Shakespeare,  Vol.  I.  p.  S79. 
AgmiDy 

Speak  of  all  loves,-— Midsummer's  Night's  Dream,  A.  2.  S.  3, 

^  jFyterZy— Securely,  or  certainly.    So,  in  Chaueer^s  Troilus  and  Crenida,  L  3. 1.  8S3  .— 

•*  The  dredc  of  lesing  makith  him,  that  he 
May  in  no  parfite/A^rncMc  jbe." 


Anonymous.] 
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Gam,  Gramercy*  Diccod,  twenty  times;  O 

bow  glad  ciiam ! 
If  that  chould  do  so  much,  your  masterdome  to 

come  betber, 
Master  Rat,  goodwife  Cbat,and  Diccon  together ; 
Cba  bat  one  halfpeny,  as  far  as  icbe  know  it. 
And  cbil  not  rest  this  night,  till  ich  bestow  it. 
If  ever  ye  love  me,  let  us  go  in  and  drinke. 
Boy.  I  am  conteaty  if  the  rest  thinke  as  I 

thinke.  I 

Ifaster  Rat,  it  shal  be  best  for  you  if  we  so  doo,  | 


Then  shall  you  warme  you,  and  dresse  your  self 

too. 
Die,  Soft,  syrs,  take  us  with  you,  the  company 

shal  be  the  more ; 
As  proude  coms  behinde,  they  say,  as  anie  goes 

before. 
But  now,  my  good  masters,  since  we  must  be  gone^ 
And  leave  you  behjnde  us  here  all  alone : 
Since  at  out  last  ending,  thus  mery  we  bee. 
For  Gammer  Gurton's  ncdle  sake,  let  us  have  a 

plaudytie. 


EDITIONS. 

^  A  lygb^  P>^y»  pleasant,  and  merie  Comedy,  intytuled  Gammer  Gurton'i  NedU ;  played  on 
stage  not  longe  ago  in  Christes  Colledge,  in  Cambridge.  Made  b^  Mr  S.  master  of  art.  Impren^ 
ed  at  London  in  Fleetestreat,  beneth  the  Conduit,  at  the  signe  of  S.  John  Evangelist,  by  Thomas 
Colwell.''  Printers  Colophon :  **  Imprinted  at  London  in  Fleetestreat,  beneth  the  Conduit,  at  the 
pigne  of  S.  John  Evangelist,  by  Thomas  Colwell.    1575.'' 

*  A  right  pithy,  pleasant,  and  merry  Comedy,  entitled  Gammer  GurtoiCt  Needle ;  played  on  the 
stage  near  a  hundred  years  ago  in  Christe-College,  in  Cambridge.  Made  by  Mr  S.  master  of  art. 
Limdon :  Printed  by  Thomas  Johnson,  and  are  to  be  sold  by  Nath.  Brook,  at  the  Angel  in  Comhill, 
Frands  Kirkman,  at  the  John  Fletcher's  Head,  on  the  back  side  of  St  Clements,  Tho.  Johnson,  at  the 
Golden  Key  in  Paurs-Church-yard^  and  Henry  March^  at  the  Princes  Arms  in  Chancery-lane,  near 
FUefc^treet.    It^tT 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMi»ASI>E, 


John  Ltly  wat  bom  in  the  '  wilds  ofKfnL  about  the  year  1553,  according  to  the  etmpmtaiUm  ef 
Wood*  who  iayi,  ^  he  became  a  itudevit  in  Magdatei^Cofiege  in  the  beginning  of  1569,  aged  tixteen, 
or  thereabouts^  and  was  afterwards  one  rfthe  demies  or  clerks  (^that  nouse,^  He  took  the  degree  cf 
ik  A.  April,  ifi  iStSf  ^  and  ^M.  A^  in  (Lhe  year  1575  ;'^  and  afterwards^  on  some  diuustp  removed 
l»  Cambridge^  from  whence  he  weUt  to  pourt^  whdre  he  whs  taken  notice  <f  by  Queen  EUMoketk^  and 
(nd  etpectotiotis  t^  being  prtferred  to  the  post  of  Master  ^the  Aevels ;  which,  ^er  manyytari  oi" 
fHtdancOf  he  wiis  msappointed  of.    In  whtd  yedr  he  died  is  unknown,  Imt  Wood  says  he  wosmlive  tn 

the  year  1597.  ^4-  fc  ♦  4-         t. 

«.  Bt  wgs  tm  author  Mghfy  tttiemed  by  his  contemporaries,  by  several  of  whom,  as  JYcii\'  Lodge,  ^ 
WMe^  ^  4nd  others,  he  tapcik  t^ch  eomplimehtedk  Draycwh  hoie^er^  seems  to  hoioe  glvesi  ms  iru^  ch^ 
(Muttf  ^  fl^kcn  he  f^ys  t 

"  THe  noblle  Sidney  with  this  last  arose, 

'*  That  heroe  for  numben,  and  for  prose ; 

<*  That  thoruugbly  pacM  oar  language  as  to  show^ 

^*  The  plenteous  E^Iish  hi|nd  in  hand  might  go, 

•<  With  Greek  and  Latin,  and  did  first  reduce 

"  Our  tongae  from  Lilly*8  writing  then  in  aset 

"  Talking  of  stones,  stars,  plants,  of  fishes,  flies, 

^'  Playing  with  words,  and  idle  stmllies, 

**  As  th*  English  apes,  and  yery  zanies  be 

"  Of  every  thing  that  they  do  hear  and  leey 

*<  To  imitatii^  this  ridiculous  tricks, 

*<  They  speak  and  write  all  like  meer  lonaticks." 

Blount p  who  republished  six  of  hie  pU^s,  speaks  of  1dm  in  a  different  manner :  He  says,  *  Our  no* 
tion  are  in  his  debt  for  a  new  EngliM  which  hee  taught  thenu  "Euphues  and  his  England  began  Jlrst 
thai  language,  AU  our  ladies  were  then  his  scoUers  ;  and  that  beautie  in  court  who  could  not  par- 
ley  Euphuesme,  was  as  littl^  regarded  as  shee  which  now  there  speakes  not  French.^ 

The  principal  work  for  Which  he  was  distinguished  is  entitled  *^  Euphues,  The  Anatomy  of  Wit, 
verie  pleasant  for  all  Gentlemen  to  read,  and  most  necessary  to  remember;  wherein  are  contained  the 
defyghts  that  WitfoUoweth  in  his  youth  by  the  pleasantnesse  ofLiroe,  and  the  happineue  he  reapeth 
in  age  by  the  perfectnesse  qfWisedome,  4to.  1580."  And  thu  was  followed  by  "  Euphues  a^d  his 
England,  contaimng  his  voyage  and  adventures,  mixed  with  tundrie  pretie  discourses  qfhoneet  J^jove, 
the  description  of  the  Qountrte,  the  Court,  and  the  manners  of  that  Isle,  Delightftil  to  be  read,  and 
nothing  nurtfut  to  be  regarded  ;  wherein  there  is  small  offence  by  lightnesse  given  to  the  wnse,  and 
lesse  occasion  qf  loasenesse  proffered  to  the  wMntan,  4to,  1589.'' 


*  GUdoo.  «  Athen.  Ozon.  S95. 

>  Fasti,  108.  ^  Ibid.  111. 

'  Apology  of  Pierce  Penniless,  4to.  1593.    Have  with  you  to  Saflroo  Waldes,  ito.  16901 

P  WH*s  Misery  and  Words  Madness,  4to.  1596,  p.  57. 

7  Dlscoune  of  English  Poctrtc,  4to.  l&W, 


Lylt>3 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE. 


ISS 


He  tMa  aho  the  author  offhefoUotcing  plays : 

1.  Alexander  and  Campatptf  1584,  4to.  1591^  4/0. 
9.  Endimion^  4to.  1591. 

3.  Sappho  and  Fhaon^  4to.  1591. 

4.  Galateoy  4to,  1593. 

5.  Mudasy  4to.  1592. 

6.  Mother  Boadne,  4to.  1594,  4to.  1597. 

7.  TA^  Woman  in  the  Moon,  4to.  1597. 

8.  TAtf  JlfoM^  A^r  Metamorphotit,  4to,  1600. 

9.  I.ape  hii  Metamorphosis,  4to.  1601. 

The  first  nx  of  these  plays  were  republished  by  Edward  Blount,  in  12mo,  16S2,  under  the  title  ^ 
^  Sixe  Court  ComedUs* 

Besides  thesej  he  was  the  author  of  a  piece,  published  in  1593,  called  ^  Pop  with  a- Hatchet,  alias,  a 
fig  for  my  Godson,  or  crack  me  this  nut,  or  a  Country  Cuff',  that  is,  a  sound  box  on  the  ear  for  the 
ideot  Martin  to  hold  hispeacfi*  Written  by  one  that  dares  call  a  Dog  a  Dog,**  Imprintedjor  John 
4)ke, 


Ji! L 


^ 


THE  PRQIjOGUIE  AT  THE  BLACK  FRIERS. 


Tbej  chat  fear  the  stingiDg  of  wasps,  make  faos 
of  peacocks  tails,  whose  spots  are  like  eyes :  And 
Leptdos,  which  could  not  sleep  for  the  chattering 
of  birds,  set  up  a  beast,  whose  head  was  like  a 
dragon :  and  we  which  stand  in  awe  of  report, 
are  compelled  to  set  before  our  owl  Pailas's  shield, 
thinking  by  her  virtue  to  cover  the  other's  defoi^ 
mity.  It  was  a  sign  of  faminf  to  .^gypt,  when 
Nylus  flowed  less  thab  tweWe  cubits,  or  itiort 
dnn  eighteen;  and  it  may  threaten  despair  unto 
us,  if  we  be  less  curious  than  you  look  for,  or 
more  cumbersome.  But  as  Theseus  being  pro- 
mised to  be  brought  to  an  eagle's  nest,  and  travel- 
ling all  the  day,  found  but  a  wren  in  a  hedge,  yet 
said  tk»»  is  a  bifd :  so  we  hope,  if  the  shower  of 
our  swelling  mottntaiii»  seeming  to  bring  forth 
some  elephant,  perfohn  but  a  mouse,  you  will 
geady  aay»  this  is  a  beast.  Basil  softly  touched, 
f  ieideth  -a  sv^eet  scent ;  bat  chafed  in  the  hand, 
a  rank  savour.  We  fear  even  so,  that  our  labours 
ilily  glanced  oa,  will  breeci  some  content;  bat 
eianiHied  to  the  proo^  small  comneodation.  The 
haste  in  performing  shall  be  our  eicuso*    There 


went  two  nights  to  the  begetting  of  Herculei^ 
Feathers  appear  not  on  the  phoenix  under  seveq, 
months,  and  the  mulberry  is  twelve  in  budding ; 
but  our  travails  are  like  the  hare's,  who  at  one 
time  bringeth  forth,  nourisheth,  and  engendreth 
again ;  or  like  the  brood  of  a  Trochilus,  whose 
eggs  in  the  same  moment  that  they  are  laid,  be^ 
come  birds.  But  howsoever  we  finish  our  work, 
we  crave  pardon,  if  we  offend  in  matter;  and  pa- 
tience, if  we  transgress  in  manners.  We  have 
mixed  mirth  with  aiunsel,  and  discipline  with  de- 
light ;  thinking  it  not  amiss  in  the  same  garden  to 
sow  pot-herbs,  that  we  set  flowers.  But  we  hope^ 
as  harts  that  cast  their  horns,  snakes  their  skms^ 
eagles  their  bills,  become  more  fresh  for  any  other 
labour ;  so  our  charge  being  shaken  off,  we  shall 
be  fit  fbr  greater  matters.  But  lest,  like  the  Myn* 
dians,  we  make  our  gates  greater  than  our  town, 
and  Uiat  our  plajr  runs  out  at  the  preface,  we 
here  conclude ;  wishing,  that  although  there  be  in 
your  precise  judgments  an  universal  mislike,  yet 
we  ma^v  eiyoy,  by  your  nooted  courtesies,  a  ger 
neral  silence. 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  THE  COURT. 


We  are  ashamed  that  our  bird,  which  flntter- 
cch  by  twilight,  seeming  a  swallow,  should  be 
proved  a  bat,  set  against  the  son.  But  as  Jupi- 
ter plaoed  Silenus's  ass  among  the  stars,  and  Al- 
eibiades  covered  his  pictareSk  beinp  owls  and 
apes^  with  a  curtain  embroidensd  mtli  lions  and 


eagles,  so  are  we  etiforced,  upon  a  rou^  dis? 
course,  to  draw  on  a  smooth  excuse,  resembling 
lapidaries,  who  think  to  hide  the  crack  in  a  stone, 
by  setdng  it  deep  in  gold.  The  cods  supp*d  onca 
with  poor  baucis;  the  Persian  kings  sometimes 
ihaved  sttcks;  ofv  hope  is,  your  highness  wiU  ^ 
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this  time  lend  an  ear  to  an  idle  pastime.  '  Ap- 
pion  raising  Homer  from  heil,  demanded  onljL 
who  was  his  father;  and  we  calline  Alexander 
from  his  grave,  seek  only  who  was  his  love.  What- 
soever we  present,  we  wish  it  may  be  thought  the 
dancing  of  Agrippa's  shadows,  who  in  the  mo- 
ment they  were  seen,  wer^  of  any  shape  one 


would  conceive;  or  Lynces,  ivho  haviog  a  quick 
sight  to  discern^  have  a  short  memory  to  foiiget 
With  us  it  is  like  to  fare  as  with  these  torcheii 
which,  giving  light  to  others,  consume  themselves; 
and  we  showing  delight  to  others^  shame' oui^ 
selves^ 


m 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Alexander, 

Hepbestion, 

Clytus, 

Park  EN  10, 

Plato, 

Aristotle, 

Diogenes, 

^ELIPPUS, 

Crisippus, 
Crates, 


Cleanthes, 

Anaxarchus, 

Apelles, 

Granichus>'>  r  Plato, 

^Ianes,        ySenoantttoZ  Diogenjks, 

PSYLLUS,        3  C  ApELLIO, 

Caupaspe^ 

TlUOCLEA, 

Lais. 


SCENE— -iMcni. 


ALEXANDER  ANP  CAMPASPE.g 


ACT  FIRST. 


SCENE  I. 


Clytus,  Parmenio,  Timoclea,  Campaspe, 
Alexander,  Hephestion, 

Cfyt.  Parmenio,  I  cannot  tell  whether  I  should 
inore  commend  in  Alexander's  victories,  courage, 
or  courtesy :  in  the  one  hcing  a  resolution  with- 
out fear,  in  the  other  a  liberality  above  custom. 
Thebes  is  rased,  the  people  not  racked;  towers 


thrown  down,  bodies  not  thmst  aside;  a  ocmqaest 
without  conflict,  and  a  cruel  war  in  a  ipiJd  peace. 
Par.  Clytus,  it  becometh  the  son  of  Philip  to 
be  none  other  than  Alexander  is ;  therefore  see* 
ing  in  the  father  a  full  perfection,  who  coald  have 
doubted  in  the  son  an  excellency?  For  as  the 
moon  can  borrow  nothing  else  of  the  sun  but 
light ;  so  of  a  sire,  in  whom  nothing  but  virtue 
was,  what  could  the  child  receive  but  singalar? 


*  A  ppioD  raising  Homer  from  hell,  demanded  only  who  was  his  father.—''  Qiurrct  aKquis,  put  §mt 
fiti  veteret  Magi,  cum  adolescentibut  nobis  Vitus  jipion  Grammatic^e  artis,  prodiderit  cynocephmiiam  htrb^m, 
gu«  in  jEgypto  vocarctur  osyriUs,  divinam,  et  c»ntra  omnia  vcnisicia :  S€d  s%  ea  em^retur,  statim  eum  ^iit 
truisut,  mori.  Sequt  eoocaise  umbras  ad  percantandum  Homerum,  qua  patria  quib%uque  paremfUms  geniiut 
esset,  non  tamen  ausus  prqfiteri,  quid  sibi  respandisse  diceret,'* — C.  Plin.  Nat.  Hist.  1.  zxx.  c.  8* 

9  Ibe  subject  of  this  play  is  taken  from  Pliny*s  Natural  History^  lib.  xxxv.  c  10. 

"  Tantum  era*  auctoritati  juris  in  rcgem,  altoquin  iracundum :  quanquam  Alexander  ei  hanorem  claristiwu 
prafmit  txemplo.  Namque  cum  dilectam  sibi  tx  pallacis  suis  prttdput  nomine  Campaspem  nudum  pingi  ob 
adntirationrm  formes  ab  AptUe  jussism,  eumque  tuni  pari  captum  amore  sensisset,  dono  earn  dedit,  Magnus 
au»mo,  major  imperio  sui,  nee  minor  hoc  facto,  quam  victoria  aliqua.  Quippe,  se  vicit  nee  tortun  tontiisi  f  anuiif 
$ed  etiam  affecfum  donavit  artijici :  ne  dilectot  quidam  respectu  motus,  ut  qum  modo  regis  fitiuei,  modopicte^ 
ris  estet,    6uni  qui  Venerem  Anadyomenem  itto  pictam  exemplari  putanU** 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE. 


isi 


'^  tnrriiiois  to  staiu  each  other,  not  for 
« ;  io  the  one  to  be  made  a  difTerence  in 
I,  in  the  other  no  comparison. 
Ton  mistake  me,  Parmenio,  if  whilst  I 
d  Alexander,  you  imagine  I  call  Philip 
&Don;  unless  haply  yoa  conjecture,  (which 

iudgment  will  conceive,)  that  beoKuse  I 
fniit,  therefore  I  heave  at  the  tree ;  or 
I  to  kiss  the  child,  I  dierefore  go  about  to 
be  ttet. 

Ay,  but  Clytus,  I  perceive  you  are  born 
ast,  and  never  laugh  but  at  the  sun-rising; 
rgueth,  though  a  duty  where  you  ought,  yet 
t  devotion  where  you  might. 

We  will  make  no  controversy  of  that 

there  ought  to  be  no  question ;  only  this 

s  the  opinion  of  us  both,  that  none  was 

to  be  tlie  father  of  Alexander  but  Philip, 

r  meet  to  be  the  son  of  Philip  but  Alexan- 

Soft,  Clytus,  behold  the  spoits  and  pri- 
!  a  pleasant  sight  to  trs,  because  profit  is 
with  honour;  not  much  painful  to  them, 
i  their  captivity  is  eased  by  mercy. 
}.  Fortune,  thou  didst  never  yet  deceive 
because  virtue  never  yet  did  trust  fortune. 
and  fire  will  never  get  spoils  where  wi«- 
sd  fortitude  bears  sway.  O  Thebes,  thy 
rere  raised  b^  the  sweetness  of  the  harp, 
ed  by  the  shrillness  of  the  trumpet.  Alcx- 
hfoA  never  come  so  near  the  waHs,  had 
nondas  walk'd  about  the  walls ;  and'  yet 
the  Thebans  have  been  merry  in  their 
»  if  he  had  been  to  watch  their  towers. 
!Stiny  is  seldom  foreseen,  never  prevented, 
e  here  n«w  captives,  whose  necks  are  yok- 
force,  but  whose  hearts  can  not  yield  by 

Come,  Campaspe,  an((  the  rest,  let  us  not 
imed  to  cast  our  eyes  on  him,  ofi  whom  we 
not  to  cast  our  darts. 

.  Bladam,  yon  need  not  doabt,  it  is  Alex- 
tbat  is  the  conqueror^ 
o.  Alexander  hath  overcome,  not  conquer'd. 
.  To  bring  all  under  his  subjection,  is  to 
it. 

0.  He  cannot  subdue  that  which  is  divine. 
.  Thebes  was  not 
0.  Virtue  is. 

^  Alexander,  as  he  tcndreth  virtu^  so  he 
9u;  he  drinketli  not  blood,  but  tliirsteth 
koiiour ;  he  is  greedy  of  victory,  but  never 
id  with  nierc^.  In  fight  terrible,  as  be- 
ll a  captain ;  m  conquest  mild,  as  beseem- 


eth  a  king^   In  nil  things,  than  which  nothing^cair 
be  greater,  he  is  Alexander. 

Cam,  Then  if  it  be  such  a  thing  to  be  Alexan- 
der, I  hope  it  hhall  be  no  miserable  thing  to  be  a 
virgin.  For  if  he  save  our  honours,  it  is  moriS 
than  to  restore  our  goods.  And  rather  do  I  wish 
he'd  preserve  our  fame  than  our  lives,  which  if  he 
do,  we  will  confess  there  can  he  no  greater  thing 
than  to  be  Alexander. 

Ales.  Clytus,  are  these  prisoners?  of  whence 
these  spoils? 

C/jff.  Like  your  majesty,  they  are  prisoners^ 
and  of  Thebes. 

Alex.  Of  what  calling  or  reputation  ? 
Clyt.  I  know  out,  but  they  seem  to  be  ladies 
of  honoor. 

Aiex.  I  will  know — Madam,  of  whence  you  are 
I  know,  but  who,  I  cannot  tell. 

Timo,  Alexander,  I  am  the  sister  of  Theagine^^ 
who  fought  a  battel  with  thy  father,  before  the 
ciry  of  Chieronte, "  where  he  died,  I  say  which 
none  can  gainsay,  valiantly. 

Alex.  Lady,  there  seem  in  your  words  sparks 
of  your  brother's  deeds,  but  worser  fortune  in 
your  life  thin  his  death:  but  fear  not,  for  yod 
shall  live  without  violence,  enemies,  or  necessity — 
But  what  are  you,  fair  lady,  another  sister  (o 
Theagines? 

Cam.  No  sister  to  Theagines,  but  an  humhre 
handmaid  to  Alexander,  bom  of  a  mean  paren- 
tage, but  to  extream  fortune. 

Alex,  Well,  ladies,  for  so  your  virtues  shew 
you,  whatsoever  your  births  be,  you  shall  be  ho- 
nourably entreated.  Athens  shal  I  be  your  Thebes, 
and  you  shall  not  be  as  abjects  of  war,  but  as  sub- 
jects Co  Alexander.  Parmenio,  conduct  these 
honourable  ladies  into  the  city,  charge  the  sol- 
diers not  so  much  as  in  words  to  offer  them  anv 
ofience,  and  let  all  wants  be  supply'd  so  farr  fortk 
as  shall  be  necessary  for  fuch  person!^  and  my 
prisoners. 

[Exeunt  Parmenio  and  Captheu 
liephestion,  it  resteth  now  that  we  have  as  great 
.  care  to  govern  in  peace^as  conquer  in  war :  that 
whilst  arms  cease,  arts  may  flourish,  and  joining 
letters  with  Inunces,  we  endeavour  to  be  as  good 
philosopher^  as  soldiers;;  knowing  it  no  less  praise 
to  he  wise,  than  commendable  to  be  valiontL 

Heph,  Your  majesty  therein  sheweth,  that  yoa 
have  as  great  desire  to  rule  as  to  subdue;  and 
needs  must  that  commonwealth  be  fortumcte, 
whose  captain  is  a  philosopher,  and  whose  phiU« 
sopher  is  a  captain.  [Exeuut. 


VffiM^f — Id  the  first  edition,  Turket.  **  Turquesiv,*'  says  Malynes,  in  bis  Treatise  of  the  Canker  nf 
tff>  CommoH'Wealih,  l%ni<V,  1601 ,  *'  are  found  in  Malabar,  being  of  Turquey's  color  by  the  day  liiRe, 
'  night,  by  the  light,  greeae;  they  grow  opon  a  bla#k  stone,  whereof  retaining  some  little  blacke 
is  the  better."  <<  It  te,**  as  Mr  Steevens  observes,  "  said  of  the  Turky  stone,  that  it  faded  or  bright. 
1  its  colour,  as  the  health  of  the  wearer  increased  or  grew  less."  (Note  on  Merchant  of  ^enice^  p. 
ol.  III.)  See  aUo  Dr  Morell's  Account  of  it,  p.  417.  of  his  edition  of  ChaucerV  Canlerburu  TaUs^ 
TS7. 
:/Uer(m/»^Chieronie,  io  the  first  and  second  editions. 
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$C£N£  IL  • 

Manes,  Granichus,  Psyllus. 

Manei,  I  serve  instead  of  a  master^  a  mbose, 
jrbose  bouse  is  a  tub,  wbote  dinner  is  a  crust,  and 
'*  whose  bed  is  a  board. 

Pty/.  Then  art  thou  in  a  state  of  life  which 
philosophers  commend.  A  crumb  for  thy  supper, 
a  hand  for  thy  cup,  and  thy  clothes  for  thy  sheets. 
Fpr  Natura  paucis  contenta* 

Gra,  Manes,  it  is  pity  so  proper  a  man  should 
be  cast  away  upon  a  philosopher ;  but  that  Dio- 
genes, that  dog,  should  have  Manes  that  dog-^bolt. 
It  grieveth  nature,  and  spiteth  art;  the  one  ha- 
ving found  thee  so  dissolute,  absolute  I  would  say, 
io  body,  the  other  so  single,  singular  in  mind. 

Manes,  Are  you  merry  ?  it  is  a  sign  by  the  trip 
cf  your  tongue,  and  the  toys  of  your  head,  that 
70U  have  done  that  to-day,  which  1  have  not  done 
these  three  days. 

PnL  Whales  that? 

Iitanes,  Dined. 

Gra,  I  think  Diogenes  keeps  but  cold  chear. 

Manet*  I  would  it  were  so;  but  he  keepeth 
•either  hot  nor  cold. 

Gra.  What  then,  luke  warm?  That  made 
JUlanes  run  from  his  master  the  last  day. 

PpfL  Manes  had  reason ;  for  his  name  foretold 
_fts  much. 

Manes,  My  name !  how  so,  sir  boy  ? 

PsyL  You  know  that  it  is  called  Afoaii  a  ma- 
MndOf  because  it  stands  still. 

Manes,  Good. 

Psjfl,  And  thou  art  named  Manes,  i  Manendo, 
because  thou  mn'st  away. 

Mana,  Passing  reasons !  I  did  not  run  away, 
but  retire. 

Psyl.  To  a  prison,  because  thou  wouldst  have 
leisure  to  contemplate. 

Manes,  I  will  prove  that  mj  body  was  immor- 
tal, because  it  was  in  prison. 

Gra,  As  how  ? 


Mane^.  Did  your  mMtennetflr  teacb  yoii,  ihat 
the  soul  is  inunortol  ? 

Gra.  Yes. 

Manes,  And  |be  btdy  is  tke  prison  of  the  soul. 

Gra.  True. 

Manes,  Why  then,  thus  to  oiake  my  body  im- 
mortal, I  put  it  in  prison. 

Gra,  Oh  bad ! 

P^  Excellent  ill  I 

Manes.  You  may  see  how  dull  a  fasting  wit  is; 
therefore,  Psyllus,  kt  us  go  to  supper  with  Gr»^ 
nichuf:  Plato  is  the  best  feibw  of  all  pbiloso- 
phers.  Give  me  him  chat  reads  in  the  moratng 
m  t\\fi  school,  and  at  noon  in  ihe  kitchen. 

PsyL  And  me. 

Gra.  All,  sirs,  my  roaster  is  a  bin^  in  bis  pai^ 
lour  f<»r  the  bfndy;  and  a  God  in  has  study  for 
the  soul.  Among  all  bis  men  he  commendeth 
one  that  is  an  exceUent  musician,  tlieo  stand  I  bv 
and  clap  another  on  the  shoulder,  and  say,  this  is 
a  passing  good  cook. 

Manes,  It  is  well  daDe,  Granichos;  for  give 
me  pleasure  that  goes  in  at  the  moutfa,  not  the 
ear ;  I  had  rather  fill  my  guts  than  my  brains. 

PsyL  I  serve  Apelles^  who  feedeth  me,  as  Dio- 
genes doth  Manes ;  for  at  dinner  the  one  preaob- 
eth  abstinence^  the  other  commendeth  counter'^ 
feiting :  When  I  would  eat  meat,  he  paints  a  spit ; 
and  when  I  thirst,  O,  saith  be,  is  nut  this  a  hat 
pot?  and  points  to  a  table,  which  contains  the 
banqnet  of  the  gods,  where  are  many  dishes  to 
feed  the  eye,  but  not  to  fill  the  gat 

Gra,  What  dost  Ukmi  then  ? 

Psyl.  This  doth  he  then,  bring  in  many  exam- 
ples that  some  have  lived  by  savours^  and  proveth 
that  much  easier  it  is  to  grow  fat  by  colours,  and 
tells  of  birds  that  have  been  fatted  by  painted 
grapes  in  winter ;  and  bow  many  have  so  fed  their 
eyes  with  their  mistress's  pictni«,  that  they  nevef 
desired  to  take  food,  being  ghitted  with  the  de- 
light in  ihcir  favours.  '^  Ti»n  dodi  he  shew  roe 
counterfeits,  such  as  have  surfeited  with  their 


**  Whou  bed  is  a  ftoard.— The  first  and  second  editiom  read,  whose  hoard  is  a  fted, 

'^  Then  doth  he  shew  me  counterfeita — Counterfeit  was  a  term  formerly  u«ed  for  any  Und  of  paint  tig, 

but  more  especially  for  a  portrait.    Piyllus  says  above,  *'  for  a  dbmer  the  one  preacheth  abstinence,  the 

ether  commendeth  counterfeiting." 
And,  in  Dekker*B  Strange  Horserace^  16 — .  B.  S :  — **  and  more  to  dignifie  the  conqueror,  plctores,  aad 

eemmierfets  of  ril  the  cittict,  momitaines,  rivers,  and  battalles,  from  whence  they  came  victors,  wore  drawn 

hi  ensignes  to  the  liveliest  portretnre,  all  supported  before  the  trlompher.*' 


Again,  Arden  ofFeversHam^  1598 : 

I  happenM  on  painter  yesternight^ 
The  onely  canning  man  of  Cbnttc^ooine : 
For  he  can  temper  poyson  with  his  oyW, 
That  whoso  lookes  upon  the  worke  he  drawes. 
Shall  with  the  beames  that  israe  from  his  sight. 
Sack  venuome  to  hb  breast,  and  slay  himselie. 
Sweet  Ales  he  shall  draw  thy  counterfit. 
That  Arden  may  by  gaizUig  on  it  perish. 
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'filtby  mud  loathsoine  vomitft,  and  with  the  riotous 
Uicchanals  of  the  {(od  Bacchus,«and  his  disorderly 
crew,  which  are  painted  all  to  the  life  in  his  shop. 
To  coficlade,!  fare  hardly,  though  I  go  richly,  which 
maketh  me  when  I  should  begin  to  stiadow  a 
lady's  face,  to  draw  a  lamb's  head,  and  sometime 
to  set  to  the  body  of  a  maid,  a  shoulder  of  mut- 
ton ;  for  Semper  animut  mens  e$t  in  patinit. 

Aiamet,  Thou  art  a  gotl  to  me ;  for  could  I  see 
bat  acook'ft-ahop  poinred,  I  would  make  mine  eyes 
fat  as  hotter.  For  I  have  nought  h>it  sentences 
(o  fiU  my  maw ;  as,  plurei  occidit  crapula  quam 
gloiiiuM  :  muui  j^unantibut  arnica  :  repletion  kill- 
eth  delicately.  And  an  old  saw  of  abstinence  by 
Socrates:  the  belly  is  the  bead's  grave.  Thus 
with  savingly  not  with  meat,  he  maketh  **  a  gal- 
biDfifrey. 

Or«.  But  how  do'st  thou  then  live  ? 

Man^s,  With  fine  jests,  sweet  air,  and  the  dogs 
alm^. 

Gra.  Well,  for  this  time,  I  will  staunch  thy  (lut; 
and,  among  pots^  and  platters,  thou  shalt  see  what 
it  is  to  serve  Pluto. 

FsyL  For  joy  of  Granichus,  let's  sing. 

Manes.  My  voice  is  as  clear  iu  the  evening  as 
ID  the  morniiu:. 

Gra.  Another  commodity  of  emptiuefrs. 

song:  " 

Gra.  Ofor  a  bote  I  of  fat  canary^ 
Rich  Palermo^  sparkling  sherry  ; 
Same  nectar  else/rom  Juno's  dairy, 
O  these  draughts  would  make  vs  merry. 

Psyl.  Ofor  a  wench,  (I  deal  in  faces, 
And  in  other  daintier  things,) 
Tickled  am  I  with  her  embraces, 


Fine  dancing  in  such  fairy  rings. 

Manes.  O/or  a  plump  fat  leg  of  mutton, 
Veal,  lamb,  capon,  pig,  and  coney  ; 
None  is  happy  but  a  glutton. 
None  an  ass  but  who  wants  money. 

Cho.  Wines,  indeed,  and  girls  are  good. 
But  brave  victuals/east  the  blood; 
For  wenches,  wine,  and  lusty  cheer, 
Jove  would  leap  down  to  surfeit  here. 

SCENE  III. 

Melippus,  Plato,  Aristotle,  Crisippcs,  Cra- 
tes, Cleantbes,  Anaxarchus,  Alexander, 
Hepuestion,  Parmenio,  Clttus,  Diogenes. 

Mel,  I  had  never  such  ado  to  warn  scholars  to 
come  before  a  king :  first,  I  came  to  Crisippus,  a 
tall,  lean,  old  mad  man,  willing  him  presently  to 
appear  before  Alexander;  he  stood  staring  on 
my  face,  neither  moving  his  eyes  nor  his  body ; 
I  urging  him  to  give  tome  answer,,  he  took  up  a 
book,  sat  down,  and  said  nothing.  Melissa,  his 
maid,  told  me  it  was  his  manner,  and  that  often- 
times  she  was  fain  to  thrust  meat  into  his  month ; 
for  that  he  would  rather  starve  than  cease  study. 
Well,  thought  I,  seeing  bookish  -men  are  so  block- 
ish, and  so  great  clerks  such  simple  courtiers,  I 
will  neither  be  partaker  of  their  commons  nor 
their  commendations.  From  thence  I  came  to 
Plato,  and  to  Aristotle,  and  to  divers  others,  none 
refusing  to  come,  bnvioo;  an  old  obscure  fcllgw, 
who,  sitting  in  a  tub  turned  towards  the  sun,  read 
Greek  to  a  young  boy ;  him  when  I  willed  to  ap* 
pear  before  Alexander,  he  answered,  if  Alexan- 
der would  fain  see  me,  let  him  come  to  me;  if 
learn  of  me,  let  him  come  to  me ;  whatsoever  it 


Green's  Historic  of  Fryer  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bungay,  1630  : 


Ibid.  Si«.  G  S : 


After  that  English  Henry  by  his  lords. 

Had  sent  Prince  hdward*8  lovely  counterfeit, 

A  present  to  the  Castile  Elinor, 

The  comly  pourtrait  of  so  brave  a  man,  &€• 

Seeing  my  lord  his  lovely  countefeit, 

Aad  bearing  how  bis  mind  and  shape  agreed, 

1  come  not  (roopt  with  all  this  warlike  train,  &c. 


Lyly*s  Eupkues  and  his  England,  \bd^.  Dedication  to  the  Ladies,  '*  Therefore,  in  my  mind,  you  are  more 
beholding  to  geotlemen  that  make  the  colours,  than  to  the  painters  that  draw  your  counterfaite,"  &c. 

Ibid.  p.  67  :  **  At  last  it  came  to  this  passe,  that  bee  in  painting  deserved  most  praise  that  coold  sot 
down  most  colours :  wherby  ther  was  more  contention  kindled  about  the  colour  than  the  counterfait,  and 
greater  emalationfor  varietie  in  shew  than  workemanship  in  substance." 

Kuphmes,  1581,  p.  5) :  **  A  certaine  painter  brought  Apelles  the  counterfaite  of  a  face  in  a  table,"  &c. 
'^  ji  galUmafrey.—i.  e.  a  medley.     So,  in  Pierce  Penilesst  Supplication  to  the  Devilt,  15!»,  p.  «7. 
-*'**  They  mingled  them  all  in  one  gallimafry  of  glory." 

Prologue  to  fVily  Beguiled,  160<>:  "  Why,  noble  Cerberus,  nothing  but  patch  pannel  stuff*,  old  gaU^w 
«*«vfriet  and  cotton  candle  eloquence." 

''  This  soog  is  lestored  from  Blounfs  edition  of  '<  Sixe  Court  Comedies,"  1639.    It  is  omitted  in 
all  the  4to  editions. 
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be,  let  him  come  to  me.  Why^  9nd  I,  he  it  | 
a  kin^;  he  answered,  why,  I  am  a  philosopher. 
Why,  but  he  is  Alexander ;  ay,  but  I  am  Dio- 
genes. 1  was  half  angry  tu  see  one  so  crooked 
in  his  shape,  to  he  so  cralbed  in  his  sayings.  So, 
going  my  way,  I  said,  thou  ihalt  repent  it,  if  thon 
,coinest  not  to  Alexander ;  nay,  smiling,  answered 
he,  Alexander  may  repent  it,  if  he  come  not  to 
Diogenes ;  virtue  roust  be  sought,  not  offered : 
and  so  turning  himself  to  his  cell,  he  grunted  I 
know  not  what,  like  a  pig  imder  a  tub.  But  I 
must  be  gone,  the  philosophers  are  coming. 

[Exit 

PlaAt  is  a  difficult  controversy,  Aristotle,  and 
rather  to  be  wondered  at  than  believed,  how  na- 
tural causes  bhould  work  supernatural  effects. 

Arts,  I  do  not  so  mach  stand  upon  the  appa- 
rition seen  in  the  moon,  neither  the  D»roouium 
of  Socrates,  as  that  I  camiot,  by  natural  reason^ 
give  any  reason  of  the  ebhii>g  and  flowing  of  the 
pea,  which  makes  me,  in  the  deph  of  my  studies, 
to  cry  out,  O  ens  entium  miserere  met ! 

Fia.  Ctennthes  and  you  attribute  so  much  to 
nature,  by  searching  for  things  which  are  not  to 
be  found,  that  whilst  you  study  a  cause  of  your 
own,  you  omit  the  occasion  itself.  There  is  no 
man  so  savage  in  whom  rcsteth  not  this  divine 
particle,  that  there  is  an  omnipotent,  eternal,  ami 
divine  mover,  which  may  be  called  <iod. 

Cle,  I  om  of  this  mind,  that  the  first  mover, 
jn\\\c\\  you  term  God,  is  the  instrument  of  all  the 
movings  which  we  attribute  to  nature.  The 
earth,  which  is  mass,  swimmeth  on  the  sea,  sea- 
sons divided  in  themselves,  fruits  growing  in  them- 
Helves,  the  majesty  of  the  sky,  the  vrhoie  firma- 
ment of  the  world,  and  wliatsoever  else  appenreth 
miraculous,  what  roan  almost  of  mean  capacity 
but  can  prove  it  natural  ? 

Anax.  These  causes  shall  be  debated  at  our 
philosophers  feast ;  in  which  controversy  I  will 
take  part  with  Aristotle,  that  there  is  natura  na- 
turunSf  and  yet  not  God. 

Cra.  And  I  with  Plato,  that  there  is  Deut  op- 
fimus  maximuSf  and  not  nature. 

Aris.  Flerc  comcth  Alexander. 

Alex.  I  see,  Uephestion,  that  these  plnloso- 
phers  are  here  attending  for  us. 

Heph.  They  *^  were  not  philosophers,  if  they 
)inew  not  their  duties. 

Alex,  But  I  much  mttrvel  Diogenes  should  be 
90  dogged, 

Heph,  I  do  not  think  but  his  excuse  will  be 
better  than  Melippus  message. 

Afex.  I  will  go  see  him,  Hephestion,  because  I 
long  to  see  him  that  would  command  Alexander 
to  come,  to  whom  all  the  world  is  like  to  come. 
Aristotle  and  the  rest,  sitbence  my  coming  from 


Tliebes  to  Athen*,  from  a  pl»oe  of  conqtrast  to  a 
palace  of  quiet,  £»  have  resolved  with  isyseif  io 
my  court  to  have  as  many  philosophers  as  1  had 
in  my  camp  soldiers.  My  court  shall  be  a  scfaooU 
wherein  I  will  have  used  as  great  doctrine  in 
peace,  as  I  did  in  war  discipline. 

Arit.  We  are  all  here  rsiidy  to  be  commnnded, 
and  glad  we  are  that  we  are  commanded ;  for 
that  nothing  better  becometh  kings  than  Kterar 
ture,  which  maketh  them  come  as  near  to  tlie 
gods  in  wisdom,  as  they  do  ia  dignity. 

Akx,  It  is  so,  Aristotle;  but  yet  there  is  among 
you,  yea,  and  of  your  bringing  up^  that  sought  to 
destroy  Alexander :  Cahstenes^  Aristotle,  whose 
treasons  against  his  prince  shall  not  be  homo  out 
with  reasons  of  his  philosophy. 

Aris,  If  ever  mischief  entered  into  the  heart  of 
Caiistenes,  let  Calistenes  safer  for  it ;  but  that 
Aristotle  ever  imagined  any  such  thing  of  Calis- 
teues,  Aristotle  doth  deny. 

Alex.  Well,  Aristotle,  kindred  may  blind  thee, 
and  aflfection  me ;  bat,  in  kings  causes  I  will  not 
stand  to  scholars  arguments.  This  meeting  shaH 
he  for  a  commandment,  that  voo  all  frequent  my 
court,  instruct  the  yoong  with  rules,  confirm  the 
old  with  reasons :  let  your  lives  be  answerable  to 
your  learnings,  lest  my  prooeedings  be  contrary 
to  my  promises. 

Heph,  You  said  you  would  ask  every  ooe  of 
them  a  question,  which  yesternight  noiiie  of  us 
could  answer. 

Alex.  I  will. — Plato,  of  all  beasts,  which  is  the 
subtilest  ? 

Pta,  That  which  man  hitherto  ncrer  knew. 

Alex.  Aristotle,  how  should  a  man  be  thought 
a  God? 

Aris,  In  doing  a  thing  impossible  for  a  man« 

Alex.  Crisippus,  which  was  first,  the  day,  or 
the  night  f 

Cri.  The  day,  by  a  day. 

Alex.  Indeed,  strange  questions  must  have 
strnnce  answers.  Cleanthes,  what  say  you,  is  life 
or  death  the  stronger  ? 

C/e.  Life,  that  sufiereth  so  many  troubles. 

Afex.  Crates,  how  long  should  a  man  live  ? 

Cra.  Till  he  think  it  better  to  die  than  to  Uve, 

j{lex.  Anaxarchus,  whether  doth  the  lea  or 
the  earth  bring  forth  most  creatures  ? 

Anax.  The  earth ;  for  the  sea  is  but  a  part  of 
tlie  earth. 

Alex.  Hephestion,  methinks  they  have  answfi^ 
ed  all  well ;  and  in  such  questions  I  mean  often 
to  try  them. 

Iteph.  It  is  better  to  have  in  your  court  a  wise 
man,  tlian  in  your  ground  a  golden  mine.  There* 
fore  would  I  leave  war  to  stody  wisdom,  were  I 
I  Alexander. 


!•  Tkey  were  not,  &c.— The  third  and  Bloaot*8  edilioos  read,  these  are  not. 

to 
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Akx.  So  woq1<1  I,  were  I  Hephesuon;  But 
fMBe,  lei  OS  go  and  gire  release,  a^  I  proinuied, 
to  our  Theban  thralls.  [Etxeunt. 

PU.  Thoo  art  foFtaoale»  Aiiitotle,  ttiat  Al^x- 
Wider  is  thy  scholar. 

Aru,  And  all  yoq  happy,  that  he  is  your  sove- 


CrL  I  coold  like  the  map  welt  i^  ^^  could  be 
oooteoted  to  be  but  a  roan. 

Ari$,  He  seelwth  to  draw  near  to  the  God^  in 
knowledge,  not  to  be  a  God. 

Enter  Diogenes. 

Pis.  Let  OS  question  a  little  with  Diogenet, 
why  be  vent  not  with  us  to  Alex^^i^der. — Dio- 
Irenes,  thou  didst  forget  thy  duty,  tliat  thou  went- 
cst  not  with  us  to  the  king. 

Dio.  And  you  your  profession,  that  you  went 
to  the  king. 

PIcL  Thoo  takest  as  great  pride  to  be  peevish, 
as  others  do  glory  to  be  virtuous. 

Dicv  And  thoa  as  gr^a^  honour,  b^iog  a  philo- 


sopher, to  be  thought  court-like,  as  others  sihame, 
that  be  courtiers,  to  be  accounted  philosophers. 

Ark,  These  austere  manners  set  aside,  it  is 
well  known  that  thou  didst  counterfeit  money* 

Dio,  And  thou  thy  manners,  in  that  thou  didst 
not  counterfeit  money. 

Arii,  Thou  hast  resison  to  contemn  the  courts 
being,  both  in  body  and  mind,  too  crooked  for  (» 
courtier. 

Dio.  As  good  be  crooked,  and  endeavour  to 
make  myself  straight  from  the  court,  as  to  be 
straight,  and  learn  to  be  crooked  at  the  court. 

Cra,  Thou  thinkest  it  a  grace  to  be  opposite 
against  Alexander. 

Dio,  '^  And  thou  to  be  jump  with  Aiei^ander. 

An0je,  Let  us  go ;  for  in  c(»ntemnin^  him,  we 
shall  better  please  him,  than  in  wondermg  at  him. 

Aris.  Plato,  what  dost  thou  think  of  Dio- 
genes ? 

Pifh  To  be  Socrates,  furious.    Let  us  go. 

[Exeunt  Fhiloiophf 


ACTH. 


SCENE  I, 

DiOGEVES,  PSTLLITS,  MaNES,  GrAN tCHI^ 

PiyiL  Behold,  Manes,  where  thy  master  is, 
seeking  either  for  bones  for  his  dinner,  or  pins 
for  his  sleeves.    I  will  go  salute  him. 

Maneu  Do  so ;  but  mum,  not  a  word  that  you 
saw  Manes. 

Gra,  Hien  stay  thou  behind,  and  I  will  go 
with  Psyllus. 

FtifL  All  bail,  Diogenes,  to  your  proper  per^ 


Dio,  All  hate  to  thy  peevish  conditions. 
Ora,  O  dog ! 

VtyL  What  doest  thou  seek  for  here  ? 
Dio.  For  a  man,  and  a  beast. 
Gra,  That  is  easy,  without  thy  light,  to  be 
foand— Be  not  all  these  men  ? 
Dio.  Call'd  men. 
Gra,  What  beast  is  it  thou  look^st  for  } 


Dio,  The  beast  my  maq,  Manes. 

Pfy/.  He  is  a  beast,  ipd^ed,  th^t  ^ill  serve 
thee. 

Dio,  So  is  he  that  begat  thee. 

Gra,  What  would*st  thou  do,  if  thou  sl^uuld'st 
find  Manes ! 

Dio.  Give  him  leave  to  dp  as  he  hath  done 
J^fore. 

Gra.  What's  that  ?  , 

Dio,  To  run  away. 

Fsyl,  Why,  hast  thou  no  need  of  Manes  ? 

Dio.  It  were  a  shame  fur  Diogenes  to  have 
need  of  Manes,  and  for  Manes  to  have  no  need 
of  Diogenes. 

Gra,  But  put  the  case  he  ^'e|re  gone,  would*^ 
thou  entertain  any  of  us  two  ? 

Dio.  Upon  condition. 

P^/.  Whaf? 

Dio.  That  you  should  tell  me  wherefore  any 
of  you  both  were  good. 


*^  And  thou  to  be  jump  wiih  Alexander — To  he  jump^  is  to  agree.     So,  in  Pierce  P^nilesse  hb  Supple 
ctfira  to  the  Divell,  p.  29 :  *'  Not  two  of  them  Jumjp  in  oue  talc." 
Shakeip^re*s  Richard  III.  A*  3.  S.  1 1— 


« 


No  inore  caa  yoa  di$|li)gaisb  of  a  man, 
Than  of  bis  patward  shew  ;  which,  God  he  knows. 
Seldom,  or  ncyer,  jumpeth  with  the  heart." 


these,  hi|d  a  reach 


TarttOD^s  Semei  out  of  Purgatory,  1630,  p.  31  :  **  JB^asse  Vickar,  assopae  as  he^  «iw 
h  hii  bead,  9fldjumpt  with  the  travaiUfr  to  bale  one ;  a  price  was  pitcht,  &c,'* 

It  Is  a  common  phrase  even  at  present  to  say,  Great  wits  jumpf  wheo  two  persons  concur,  in  the  same 
tboight  withoat  any  commonication  with  each  other. 
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Gra.  Why,  I  am  a  scholar,  and  well  seen  in 
philosophy. 

FtyL  And  I  a  'prentice,  and  well  seen  in 
paintiqg. 

Dlo.  Well  then,  Granichus,  be  thou  a  painter 
to  amend  thine  ill  face;  and  thou,  Psyllus,  a 
philosopher,  to  correct  thine  evil  manners. — But 
who  is  that,  Manes  ? 

Manet,  I  care  not  w1h>  I  were,  so  I  were  not 
Manes. 

Gra,  Yoo  are  taken  tardy. 

PiyL  Let  us  slip  aside,  Granichus,  to  see  the 
salutation  between  Manes  and  his  master. 

Dio.  Manes,  thou  know'st  the  last  day  I  threw 
away  my  di*>h,  to  drink  in  my  hand,  because  it 
was  superfluous;  now  I  am  determined  to  put 
away  my  man,  and  serve  myself:  quia  non  egeo 
tui  vcl  te. 

Manes.  Master,  you  know  a  while  ago  I  ran 
away ;.  so  do  I  mean  to  do  again :  qttia  teio  tibi 
non  esse  argentvm. 

Die.  1  know  I  have  no  money,  neither  will  I 
have  ever  a  man :  for  I  was  resolved  lone;  since 
to  put  away  both  my  slaves,  money,  and  Manes. 

Manet,  So  was  I  detennin'd  to  shake  off  both 
my  dogs  hunger,  and  Diogenes. 

Pry/.  '^  O  sweet  consent  between  a  crowd  and 
a  J^'s  harp ! 

Gra.  Come,  let  us  reconcile  them. 

Psyl.  It  shall  not  need,  for  this  is  their  use : 
now  do  they  dine  one  upon  another. 

[Exit  Diogenes. 

Gra,  How  now.  Manes,  art  thou  gone  from 
thy  master  ? 

Manes,  No,  I  did  hut  now  bind  myself  to  him. 


Psyl,  Why,  you  were  at  mortal  jars. 

Manes,  In  faith,  no;  we  brake  a  bitter  jest 
one  upon  another. 

Gra.  Why,  thou  art  as  dogged  as  he. 

Ptyl,  My  father  knew  them  both  little  whelps. 

Manes,  Well,  I  will  hie  me  after  my  master. 

Gra,  Why,  is  it  supper-time  with  Diogenes? 

Manet,  Ay,  with  him  at  all  times  when  be 
hath  meat. 

Pm^I,  Why  then,  erery  man  to  his  home ;  and 
let  us  steal  out  again  anon. 

Gra,  Where  shall  we  meet? 

Psyt,  Why,  at  Ala  vendibili  tvtpensa  h^iera 
non  est  opvs, 

Manet.  O  Psyllus,  habeo  te  loco  parentit^  tbon 
blessest  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  ir. 

Alexakdeb,  Hephestion,  Page,  Diogekes, 

Apelles. 

Alex,  Stand  aside,  sir  boy,  till  yoo  be  call'd. — 
Hephestion,  how  do  you  like  the  sweet  face  of 
Campaspe? 

Heph.  I  cannot  but  commend  the  stout  cou- 
rage of  Timoclea. 

J/ejr.  Without  doubt,  Campaspe  bad  some  great 
man  to  her  father. 

Heph,  You  know  Timoclea  had  Tbeagiues  to 
her  brother. 

Alex,  Timoclea  still  in  thy  mouth !  art  thoo 
not  in  love  ? 

Heph,  Not  I. 

Alex,  Not  with  Timoclea  you  mean;  '•  where- 
in you  resemble  the  lapwing,  who  crieth  most 


'*  O  ttteei  consent  between  a  crowd  and  a  Jeio*s  harp  ! — The  word  crowd  is  an  ancient  word  for  a  fiddle, 
and  a  crowder  a  player  on  that  instrument.  It  appears  from  Junius's  Klymologicon,  in  vot^e,  and  from 
i$pelman*8  Glossan/f  v.  crotta,  (hat  it  is  a  term  of  considerable  antiquity,  but  it  is  very  doobtful  whether  ft 
b{id  originally  the  same  meaning  we  now  assign  to  it.  Probably  it  might  mean  a  musical  iostrumeBt, 
Tery  diflerent  from  the  violin.    See  Gent,  Mag,  1767,  p.  561 . 

Ben  Jooson's  Cynthia's  Revels,  A.  1.  &i.  1  : — *'  A  lacquey  that  runs  on  errands  for  him,  and  can  whisper 
a  light  message  to  a  loose  wench  with  some  round  volubility,  wait  mannerly  at  a  table  with  a  treocbcr, 
and  warble  upon  a  crowd  a  little,  fill  out  nectar  when  Ganymede's  away,*'  &c. 

'9  IVhereinyou  resemble  the  lapwings  who  crieth  most  where  her  nest  is  not, — This  simile  occurs  in  our 
ancient  writers  perhaps  more  frequently  than  any  other  which  can  be  pointed  out. 

In  (he  Did  Law,  by  Massioger,  Middleton,  and  Rowley,  A.  4.  S.  2  : 

.  <*  H'as  the  lapwing's  cunning,  I  am  afraid  my  lord. 
That  cries  most  when  she's  farthest  from  the  nest." 

J7<e  Witch  of  Edmonton,  16S8,  by  Rowley,  Dekker,  and  Ford,  A,  9.  S.  «  :  "  Like  to  the  lapnii* 
have  you  all  this  while  deluded  me?  pretending  counterfeit  senses  for  your  discontent,  and  now  at  last  it 
is  by  chance  Stole  from  you." 

Rowley's  Search  for  Money,  1609,  p.  22  :  "—yet  it  may  be  this  sir,  dealt  like  a  lapwing  with  us,  and 
cryed  furthest  of  the  nest.** 

The  hel-man's  Nis;ht  fVaUces,  by  Dekker :  "  It  hath  the  head  of  a  man  (the  face  well  bearded),  the  cyo 
of  a  hawke,  the  tongue  of  a  lapwing,  which  saies  heere  it  is,  when  the  nest  Is  a  good  way  off." 

Lyly  himself  also  uses  it  in  the  Epistle  Dedieatorie  to  Euphues  and  his  England,  1582  :  »*  And  in  tbbi 
resemble  the  lapwing,  who  fearing  her  young  ones  to  be  destroyed  by  passengers,  flieth  with  a  false cr»« 
farre  fum  the  neasts,  making  those  that  looke  for  them  seeke  where  they  are  not." 

See  other  examples  in  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens{Mr  Smith,  and  Dr  Grey,  to  Shakespeare,  Vol,  H.  pp« 
9S,  and  2ifir 
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where  her  neat  is  not.  And  so,  you  lead  me 
fffooi  espying  your  love  with  Campaspe,  you  cry 
Timoclea. 

Hepk.  Could  I  as  well  subdue  kingdoms  as  I 
can  my  thoughts,  or  were  I  as  far  from  ambition 
as  I  am  from  love,  all  the  world  would  account 
nie  as  valiant  in  anus,  as  1  know  myself  moderate 
m  afiection. 

Alex.  Is  love  a  vice  ? 
Hepk.  it  is  no  virtue. 

Aiejt.  Well,  now  shalt  thou  see  what  small  dif- 
fierence  1  make  between  Alexander  and  Hephes* 
tion.  And  since  thou  hast  been  always  partaker 
of  ray  triumplis,  thou  shalt  be  partaker  of  my 
tiimients:  I  love  Uepbestion,  I  love  Campaspe; 
a  thing  far  unfit  for  a  Macedonian,  for  a  king, 
for  Alexander.  Why  hangest  thou  down  thy 
head,  Hephcstion,  blushing  to  hear  that  which  I 
am  not  ashamed  to  tell  ? 

Hepk.  Might  my  words  crave  pardon,  and -my 
counsel  credit,  I  would  both  discharge  the  duty 
of  a  subject,  for  so  I  am,  and  the  office  of  a 
friend,  for  so  I  wiW, 

Alex.  Speak,  Hephestion;  for  whatsoever  is 
spoken,  Hephestion  speakcth  to  Alexander. 

Heph.  I  cannot  tell,  Alexander,  whether  the 
report  be  more  shameful  to  be  heard,  or  the 
cause  sorrowful  to  he  believed.    What,  is  the 
ton  of  Philip,  king  of  Macedoo,  become  the  sub- 
ject of  Campaspe,  the  captive  of  Thebes?  Is 
that  nii.id,  whose  greatness  the  world  could  not 
contain,  drawn  within  the  compass  of  an  idle 
alluring  eye?     Will  you  handle  the  spindle  with 
Hercales,  wtien  you  should  shake  the  spear  with 
AchiUes?  ^  Is  the  warlike  sound  of  drum  and 
trump  turned  to  the  soft  noise  of  lyre  and  lute  ? 
''he  neighing  of  barbcKi  steeds,  whose  loudness 
ilied  the  air  with   terror,  and  whose   breaths 
dimmed  the  sun  with  smoke,  convertcid  to  delicate 
tanes  and  amorous  glances  ?    O  Alexander,  that 
soft  and  yielding  mind  should  not  be  in  him, 
wkose  bard  and  unconquered  heart  hath  made  so 
many  yield.    But  you  love :  ah  grief !  but  whom? 
Campaspe  ?  ah  shame!  a  maid  forsooth  unknown, 
QSQoble,  and  who  can  tell  whether  immodest? 
•hose  eyes  are  framed  by  art  to  enamour,  and 
*hosc  heart  was  made   by  nature  to  enchant. 
Ajy  but  she  is  beautiful ;  yea,  but  not  therefore 
cHastc.    Ay,  but  she  is  comely  in  all  parts  of  the 
Indj;  yea,  but  she  may  be  crooked  in  sooie  part 
of  tiie  mind:  ay,  but  she  is  wise  :  yea  but  she  is 
*  woman.    Beauty  is  like  the  blackberry,  which 
■Cometh  red  when  it  is  not  ripe,  resembling  pre- 


cious stones  that  are  polished  with  honey,  which 
the  smoother  they  look,  the  sooner  they  break. 
It  is  thought- wonderful  nmong  the  seamen,  that 
mugil,  of  all  fishes  the  swiftest,  is  found  in  the 
belly  of  the  bret,  of  all  the  slowest:  and  fihall  it 
uot  seem  monstrous  to  wise  men,  that  the  heart 
of  the  greatest  conqueror  of  the  world  should  be 
found  in  the  hands  of  the  weakest  creature  of 
nature  ?  of  a  womau  ?  of  a  captive  ?  Eriliins  have 
fair  skins,  but  .foul  livers;  sepulchres  fresh  co- 
lours, but  rotten  bones;  women  fair  faces,  but 
false  hearts.  Remember,  Alexander,  thou  hast 
a  camp  to  govern,  not  a  chamber;  fall  not  front 
the  armour  of  Mars  to  the  arms  of  Venus ;  front 
the  fiery  assaults  of  war,  to  the  maidenly  skir* 
mishes  of  love;  from  displaying  the  eagle  in  thine 
ensign,  to  set  down  the  sparrow.  I  sigh,  Alex- 
ander, that  where  fortune  could  not  conquer; 
folly  should  overcome.  But  behold  all  tlie  per- 
fection that  may  be  in  Campaspe;  a  hair  curling 
by  nature,  not  art;  sweet  alluring  eyes;  a  fair 
face  made  in  despite  of  Venus,  and  a  stately 
port  in  disdain  of  Juno ;  a  wit  apt  to  conceive, 
and  quick  to  answer;  a  skin  as  soft  as  silk,  and 
as  smooth  as  jet;  a  long  white  band,  «  fine 
little  foot;  to  conclude,  sJI  parts  answerable  to 
the  best  part :  what  of  this  ?  though  she  have 
heavenly  gifts,  virtue  and  beauty,  is  she  not  oc 
earthly  metal,  flesh  and  blood?  You,  Alexan- 
der, that  would  be  a  god,  shew  yourself  in  this 
worse  than  a  man,  so  soon  to  be  both  over- 
seen and  overtaken  in  a  woman,  whose  false 
tears  know  their  true  times,  whose  smooth  words 
wound  deeper  than  sharp  swords.  There  is  no 
surfeit  so  dangerous  as  that  of  hooey,  nor  any 
poison  so  deadly  as  that  of  love ;  in  the  one  phy- 
sic cannot  prevail,  nor  in  the  other  counseJ. 

AUx.  My  case  were  light,  Hephestion,  and  not 
worthy  to  be  called  love,  if  reason  were  a  re- 
medy, or  sentences  could  salve  that  sense  cannot 
conceive.  Little  do  you  know,  and  therefore 
slightly  do  you  regard,  the  dead  embers  in  a  pri- 
vate person,  or  live  coals  in  a  great  prince, 
whose  passions  and  thoughts  do  as  far  exceed 
others  m  extremity,  as  their  callings  do  in  ma- 
jesty. An  eclipse  in  the  sun  is  more  tha'n  the 
falling  of  a  star ;  none  can  conceive  the  torments 
of  a  king,  unless  he  be  a  king  whose  desires  are 
not  inferior  to  their  dignities.  And  then  judge, 
Hephestion,  if  the  agonies  of  love  be  dangerous 
in  a  subject,  whether  they  be  not  more  than 
deadly  unto  Alexander,  whose  deep  and  not  to 
be  conceived  sighs  cleave  the  heart  in  shivers; 


^  It  the  warlike  tmmd,  &c.— So,  m  Shakespeare's  Richard  III.  A.  1.  S.  I : 

*'  Grim  visaged  war  hath  smoothed  his  wrinkled  front ; 
And  now, — instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds, 
To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  advenaries,— 
IJe  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute." 
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whose  wounded  thooghtt  can  neither  be  expressed 
nor  endured.  ^'  Cease  then,  Hephestion,  with 
ar^mentfl  to  seek  to  refe^^UjEbaUwhicb  with  their 
deity  the  gods  cannot  resist ;  and  let  this  suffice 
to  answer  thee,  that  it  is  a  kine;  that  loveth,  and 
Aleiander,  whose  affections  are  not  to  he  mea- 
sured hy  reason,  being  iamortaly  nor  I  fear  me 
to  l>e  bome»  being  mtolerable. 

Hcph.  1  must  needs  yield,  when  neither  reason 
nor  counsel  can  be  heard. 

Alex,  Yield,  Hephettion,  for  Alexander  doth 
Wre,  and  therefore  must  obtain. 

Heph,  Suppose  she  loves  not  you :  nflfection 
Cometh  not  by  appointment  or  birth;  and  then  as 
good  hated  as  enforced. 

Alex.  I  am  king,  and  will  command. 

Ueph.  You  may,  to  yield  to  lust  by  force ;  but 
to  consent  to  love  by  fear,  you  cannot. 

Ales.  Why,  what  is  that  which  Alexander  may 
oot  conquer  as  he  list  ? 

Heph,  Why,  that  which  you  eay  the  gods  can- 
not resist,  love. 

Alex,  I  am  a  conqueror,  she  a  captive;  I  as 
fortunate  as  she  fair :  my  grcatne«s  may  answer 
her  wants,  and  the  cifu  of  my  mind,  the  modesty 
of  hers :  Is  it  not  likely,  then,  that  she  should 
love  ?  is  it  not  reasoQabfe  ? 

Heph.  You  say  that  in  love  there  is  no  reason, 
and  tlierefore  there  can  he  no  likelihood. 

Alex.  No  more,  Hcpheslion;  io  this  case  I 
will  use  mine  own  counsel,  and  in  all  other  thine 
advice :  thoo  may'st  be  a  ^od  soldier,  but  never 
a  good  lover.  Call  ray  page.  [Enter  Page,] 
Sirrah,  go  presently  to  Apellee,  and  will  him  to 
oooie  to  me,  without  either  deky  or  excuse. 

Page.  I  go. 

AUx,  In  the  mean  season,  to  recreate  my  spi- 
rits, being  so  near,  we  will  go  see  Diogenes.  And 
see  where  his  tub  is-*Diogenes  ! 

Dio.  Who  caUeth  ? 

Alex,  Alexander — bow  happeo*d  it  that  you 
would  not  ooeie  out  of  your  tub  to  my  palace  ? 

Dio,  Because  it  was  as  far  froin  my  tub  to  your 


palace,  as  from  your  pahioe  to  my  tub. 

Alex.  Why,  then,  dost  thou  owe  no  revarcoce 
to  kings? 

Dio,  No. 

Alex,  Why  so?. 

Dio.  Because  they  be  no  Gods. 

Alex,  They  be  Gods  of  the  earth. 

Dio.  Yea,  Gods  of  earth. 

Alex,  Plato  is  not  of  thy  mind. 

Dio,  I  am  glad  of  it. 

AUx,  Why? 

Dio,  Because  1  would  have  none  of  DiogeoetV 
mind*  but  Diogenes. 

Alex,  If  Alexander  hare  any  thing  that  msy 
pleasure  Diogenes,  let  me  know,  and  take  it 

Dio.  Then  take  not  from  me  that  you  caonot 
give  me,  the  li&ht  Of  the  world. 

Alex.  What  do*st  thou  want? 

Dio.  Nothing  that  you  have. 

AUx.  I  have  the  world  at  command. 

Dio.  And  1  in  contempt. 

Alex,  Thou  shalt  live  no  longer  than  I  will. 

Dio,  But  I  shall  die  whether  ynu  will  or  no. 

Alex.  How  should  one  learn  to  be  content? 

Dio.  Unlearn  to  covet. 

Alex,  Hephestion,  were  I  not  Alexander,  I 
would  wish  to  be  Diogenes. 

Heph,  He  is  dogged,  but  discreet;  I  cannot 
tell  how :  sharp  with  a  kind  of  sweetness,  full  of 
wit,  yet  too  too  wayward. 

Alex.  Diogenee,  when  I  come  this  way  agai% 
I  will  both  see  thee  and  confer  with  thee. 

Dio.  Do. 

Alex.  But  here  cometh  Apelles.  [Enter  Apel« 
LEs.]  How  now,  Apelles,  is  Venus's  face  ycC 
finish'd? 

ApeL  Not  yet:  beauty  b  not  so  eoon  shmdow'd, 
whose  perfection  cometh  'not  within  the  corapaat 
either  of  cunning  or  of  colour. 

Alex.  Well,  let  it  rest  unperfect;  and  oo«m 
ou  w'tth  roe,  where  I  will  shew  you  that  fiaisb*d 
ty  nature,  that  you  have  been  trifling  about  by 
vt.  [ExewU. 


I 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  L 

Apelles,  Campaspe. 
ApeLJLtAy^  I  doubt  whether  there  be  any  co- 


lour 80  fresh,  that  may  shadow  a  counteaAoce  to 
fair. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  had  thought  you  had  been  com* 
maoded  to  paint  with  your  hand,  not  to  g|lo8s 


^'  Oatt  then,  HephcMtion,  with  arguments  to  seek  to  refell — i.  e.  to  refote.  So,  ui  Erasmos^s  Praim  §f 
Folic,  b^^  Chalnner,  8ig.  LI:  **  Yea,  so  muche  dooe  rhetoriclens  attribute  to  foolbbncn,  as  oftentimes 
what  abjection  by  no  aq^meots  mat  te  refeUed,  the  saaie  yet  with  some  laagblog  and  scoffynae  ceocetts 
tbei  wolde  have  shifted  of."  •  ^^ 

Euvhues  and  hi»  England,  p.  00 :  *<  But  I  will  not  refell  that  heere,  which  shall  be  conftited  bete- 
after.*' 

Ibid.  p.  08  :  *<— and  though  I  doubt  not  but  that  Martins  is  sofficlently  Armed  to  anvwere  yon,  yet 
would  1  not  have  those  reasons  refeUed  which  1  loath  to  have  repeated.*' 
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with  your  tongue  ^.  Bot,  ns  I  hare  heard,  it  is 
the  hardest  thin*  in  painting  tu  set  down  a  hard 
favour,  which  maketh  you  to  de«>patr  of  my  face ; 
and  then  shall  you  have  as  great  thanks  to  spare 
your  laboui ,  as  to  discredit  your  art. 

ApeL  Mistress,  ynu  neither  differ  from  your- 
self  nor  your  sex ;  for,  kiKiwing  your  own  per- 
fection, you  seeiQ  to  dispraise  that  which  men 
most  commend,  drawing  them  by  that  mean  into 
«o  idmiration,  where  feeding  themselves,  they 
fall  info  an  cxtasy ;  your  m<xicsty  being  the 
cause  of  the  one,  and  of  the  other  your  perfec- 
boos. 

Cam.. I  am  too  young  to  understand  your 
ipeech,  though  old  enough  to  witlistand  your  de- 
vice; Tou  have  been  so  long  used  to  colours,  you 
QUI  do  nothing  but  colour. 

ApeL  Indeed  the  colours  I  tee,  I  fear,  will  al- 
ter the  colour  I  have.  But  come,  madam,  will 
TOU  draw  near?  for  Alexander  will  be  here  anon, 
njrllus,  stay  you  here  at  the  window  :  if  any  en- 
fiire  for  me,  answer  Non  lubet  esse  doniL 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
PsYLLCs,  Manes. 

PnfL  It  is  always  my  master*^  fashion,  when 
any  fair  geuilcwoman  U  to  be  drawn  within,  to 
make  me  to  stay  without.  But  if  he  should  pamt 
Jupiter  like  a  bull,  like  a  swan,  like  an  eagle, 
then  mubt  Psyllus  with  mie  hand  grind  colours, 
and  with  the  other  hold  the  candle.  But  let  him 
alone,  the  better  he  shadows  her  face,  the  more 
will  he  burn  his  own  hearL  And  now,  if  any 
man  could  mec;t  with  Manes,  who,  I  dare  say, 
looks  as  lean  as  if  Diogenes  dropt  out  of  his  nose. 

Manes,  And  here  comes  Manes,  tvho  hath  as 
much  meat  in  bb  maw,  as  thou  bast  honesty  in 
thy  head. 

PnfL  Then  I  hope  thou  art  very  hungry. 

Manes,  They  that  know  thee,  know  that. 

Psjfl,  But  do*»t  thou  not  remember,  that  we 
have  certain  liquor  to  confer  withal  ? 

Mmus.  Ay,  but  I  have  business ;  I  must  go  cry 
a  thine. 

PwL  Why,  what  hast  thou  lost  ? 

Manes.  That  which  I  never  had,  my  dinner. 

PtyL  Foul  lubber,  wilt  thou  cry  for  thy  din- 
ner? 

Manes,  I  mean  I  must  cry,  not  as  one  would 
any  cry,  but  cry,  that  is,  make  a  noise. 

P»jfL  Why,  fool,  that  is  all  one;  for  if  thou 
cry,  thou  must  needs  make  a  noise. 

Jlfanes.  Boy,  thou  art  deceived.  Cry  hath 
dirers  significations,  and  may  be  alluded  to  many 
things;  knave  but  onc^  and  can  be  apply'd  but 
to  thee. 


Psyl.  Profound  Manes ! 

Mtmes,  We  Cynicks  are  road  fellows;  did'st 
thou  not  find  1  did  quip  thee  ? 

Psifl.  No,  verily:  why,  what's  a  quip? 

Manes.  We  great  girders  call  it  a  short  saying 
of  a  sharp  wit,  with  a  bitter  sense  in  a  sweec 
word. 

Psyl  How  canst  thou  thus  divine,  divide,  de- 
fine, dispute,  and  all  on  the  sudden  ? 

Manes,  Wit  will  have  his  swing:  I  am  be- 
witched, inspir*d,  inflamed,  infected. 

Ptyl.  Well,  then  will  not  1  tempt  thy  gibing 
spirit. 

Miines.  Do  not,  Psyllus;  for  thy  dull  head 
will  be  but  a  grind-stone  for  my  quick  wit,  which 
if  thou  whet  with  over-thwarts,  pcriistL,  actum 
est  de  te,  I  have  drawn  blood  at  one's  brains 
with  a  bitter  bob. 

Psyl,  Let  me  cross  myself;  fori  die  if  I  cross 
thee. 

Manes.  Let  me  do  my  business;  I  myself  am 
afraid,  lest  my  wit  shouW  wai  warm,  and  then 
must  it  needs  consume  some  hard  head  with  fine 
and  pretty  jests.  1  am  sometimes  in  such  a  vein, 
that  for  want  of  some  dull  pate  to  work  on,  I  be- 
gin to  gird  myselfi 

Psi/L  The  Gods  shield  rac  from  such  a  fine 
fellow,  whose  words  melt  wits  like  wax. 

Mnnes.  Well  then,  let  us  to  the  matter.  In 
faith,  my  nmster  meanech  to-morrow  to  fly. 

Psyl,  It  is  a  jest. 

Manes,  Is  it  a  jest  to  fly  ?'  shoald*st  thoa  fly  so 
soon,  thou  fthould'st  repent  it  in  earnest. 

PsifL  Well,  I  will  be  the  crier. 

Manes  and  PsyL  (one  after  another,)  Oyez, 
Oyez,  Oyez  !  All  manner  of  men,  women,  or  chil- 
dren, that  will  come  to-morrow  into  the  market- 
place, between  the  hours  of  nine  and  ten,  shall 
see  Diogenes,  the  Cynick,  fly. 

Ptyl,  i  do  not  think  he  will  fly. 

Manes,  Tush,  say  fly. 

PsjfL  Fly. 

Manes.  Now  let  us  go;  for  I  will  not  see  him 
attain  till  midnight  I  have  a  back  way  into  his 
tub. 

PsyL  Which  way  calPst  thon  the  back  w^y, 
when  ^'^ery  way  is  open? 

Manes,  I  mean  to  come  in  at  his  back. 

Pstfl,  Well,  let  us  go  away,  that  we  may  re- 
turn speedily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
Apelles,  Campaspi. 

Apel,  I  shall  never  draw  your  eyes  well,  be- 
cause they  blind  mine. 

Cam,  Why  then  paint  me  without  eyes,  for  I 
am  blind. 


*^  Vot  to  gloti  with  your  tonguo^Ts  gloss  is  to  flatter.  So,  te  Buphmos  and  Hs  'England^  p.  76  >. 
" — but  wil  bcleeve  but  what  ttie>  list;  and  in  extolling  their  beantics,  tbey  give  more  credite  to  their 
•woe  glasscSy  than  mem  glosses" 


144 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE. 


[LyLy. 


ApeL  Were  yon  ever  sbadowM  before  of  any  ? 

Cam.  No :  and  would  you  coold  so  now  sha- 
dow me,  that  I  might  not  be  perceived  of  any. 

ApeL  It  were  pity,  but  that  so  absolute  a  face 
should  furnish  Venus's  temple  amongst  these  pic- 
tures. 

Cam.  What  are  these  pictures  ? 

Apei.  This  is  Laeda,  whom  Jove  deceived  in 
likeness  of  a  «wan. 

Cam.  A  fair  woman ;  but  a  foul  deceit. 

ApeL  This  is  Alcincna,  unto  whom  Jupiter 
came  in  shape  of  Arapbitrioii  her  husband,  and 
begat  Hercules. 

Cam.  A  fansous  son,  but  an  infamous  fact. 

ApeL  He  might  do  it,  because  he  was  a  God. 

Cam.  Nay,  therefore  it  was  evil  done,  because 
be  was  a  God. 

Ap^L  This  is  Danae,  into  whose  prison  Jupiter 
drizled  a  golden  shower,  and  obtained  his  desire. 

Cam,  What !  gold  can  make  one  yield  to  de- 
sire. 

ApeL  This  is  Europa,  whom  Jupiter  ravish*d. 
This  Antiopa. 

Cam.  Were  all  tlie  Gods  like  this  Jupiter  ? 

ApeL  There  were  many  Gods,  in  this,  like  Ju- 
piter. 

Cam,  I  think,  in  those  days,  love  was  well  ra- 
tified among  men  on  earth,  when  lust  was  so  fully 
authorized  by  the  Gods  in  heaven. 

ApeL  Nay,  you  may  imagine  there  were  wo- 
men passing  amiable,  when  there  were  Gods  ex- 
ccttding  amorous. 

Cam.  Were  women  never  so  fair,  men  would 
be  false. 

ApeL  Were  women  never  so  false,  men  would 
be  fond. 

Cam.  What  counterfeit  is  this,  Apelles  ? 

ApeL  This  is  Venus,  the  goddess  of  love. 

Cam.  What,  be  there  also  loving  goddesses  ? 

ApeL  This  is  she  that  hath  power  to  command 
the  very  affections  of  the  heart. 

Cam.  How  is  she  hired,  by  prayer,  by  sacrifice, 
or  bribes? 

ApeL  By  prayer,  sacrifice,  and  bribes. 

Cam.  What  prayer? 

ApeL  Vows  irrevocable. 

Cam.  What  sacrifice  ? 

ApeL  Hearts  ever  sighing,  never  dissembling. 

Cam.  What  bribes? 

ApeL  Roses  and  kisses.  But  were  you  never 
in  love  ? 

Cam,  No,  nor  love  in  me. 

ApeL  Then  have  you  injured  many. 

Cam.  How  so? 


ApeL  Because  you  have  been  loved  of  many. 

Cwn.  Flattered  perchance  of  some. 

ApeL  It  is  not  possible  that  a  face  so  fair,  and 
a  wit  so  sharp,  both  without  comparison,  should 
not  be  apt  to  love. 

Cam.  If  you  begin  to  tip  your  tongue  with  cun- 
ning, [  pray  dip  your  pencil  in  colours,  and  fall 
to  that  you  must  do,  not  that  you  would  do. 

SCENE  IV. 

Clytus,  Parmekio,  Alexander,  HEPHESTfosr, 
Crysus,  Diogenes,  Apelles,  Campaspe. 

Cly,  Parrocnio,  I  cannot  tell  how  it  coroeth 
to  pass,  that  in  Alexander  now-a-days  there 
groweth  an  unpatieiit  kind  of  life :  in  the  rooming 
be  is  melancholy,  at  noon  solemn  ;  at  ail  times 
either  more  sour  or  severe  than  he  was  accuse 
tonied. 

Par,  In  kings  causes  I  rather  love  to  doubt 
than  conjecture,  and  think  it  better  to  be  igno- 
rant than  inquisitive :  ^^  they  have  long  ears  abd 
stretched  arms,  in  whose  heads  suspicion  is  a 
proof,  and  to  be  accused  is  to  be  cnndemn'd. 

C/y.  Yet  between  us,  there  can  be  no  danger 
to  find  out  the  cause ;  for  that  there  is  no  malice 
to  withstand,  it.  It  may  be  an  unquenchable 
thirst  of  conquering  maketh  him  unquiet :  it  is 
not  unlikely  his  long  ease  hath  altered  his  hu- 
mour: that  he  should  be  in  love,  it  is  not  im- 
possible. 

Par.  In  love,  Clytus  ?  no,  no,  it  is  as  far  from 
his  thought  as  treason  from  ours :  he,  whose  ever^ 
waking  eye,  whose  never-tired  heart,  whose  bodj 
patient  of  labour,  whose  mind  unsadable  of  vic- 
tory hath  always  been  noted,  cannot  so  soon  be 
melted  into  the  weak  conceits  of  love :  Aristotle 
told  him  there  wore  many  worlds,  and  tliat  be 
hath  not  conquered  one  that  gapeth  for  all  gal- 
leth  Alexander.    But  here  he  oometh. 

Aiex.  Parmenio  and  Clytus,  I  would  have  joa 
both  ready  to  go  into  Persia  about  an  embassage 
no  less  profitable  to  roe  than  to  yourselves  ho- 
nourable. 

Cfy.  We  are  ready  at  all  commands,  wishing 
nothing  else  but  continually  to  be  commanded. 

AUs.  Well,  then,  withdraw  yourselves  till  I 
have  farther  considered  of  this  matter.  [Ej:eunt 
Clytus  and  Parmenio.]  Now  we  will  see  how 
Apelles  goeth  forward  :  I  doubt  me  that  nature 
hath  overcome  art,  and  her  countenance  his  cun- 
ning. 

Heph.  You  love,  and  therefore  think  any  tbing. 

Alex,  But  not  so  far  in  love  with  Campaspe  as 


^  Tkeif  have  long  eon  and  itretched  armM — So,  in  Evpibiet,  1581,  p.  23 
that  kings  have  long  armes,  and  rulers  large  reaches  ?** 
Again,  in  Damon  and  PiihioM : 

"  What  then  ?  An  neacit  longat  regihu  tue  manus?^ 


"  Knowcst  thou  not,  Eapbaes, 
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^cepbalfiSi  if  oocaauHi  matwe*  either  of  eon- 
of  conqaest* 

k.  Occasion  cannot  wanV  if  will  do  not 
I  all  Persia  swelling,  in  the  pride  of  tbeip 
Mver,  the  Scythians  oarelest  what  eoura|^ 
4ine  cao  do :  the  Egyptians  dreaming;  in 
lOthsajFings  of  their  augurs^  and  gaping 
le  smoke  of  their  beasts  intrails.  All  these* 
der,  are  to  be  subdaed>  if  that  world  be 
pped  out  of  your  bead  which  you  have 
:o  conquer  with  that  hand. 
.  I  confess  the  labour's  fit  for  Alezaader, 
t  recreation  necessary  among  so  many  asr 
bloody  wounds,  intolerable  Ironbles;  give 
ive  a  little,  if  not  to-  sit,  yet  to  breslhe. 
Hibt  not  but  Alexander  can,  when  he  will^ 
iffections-as  far  from  him,  as- he  can  cow- 
But  behold  Diogenes  talking  with  one.  at 

• 

On*  penny,  Diogenes,  I  am  a  Cymck. 
*,  He  made  thee  a  be^ary  that  fiisc  gave, 
kv  things 

Why,  if  thou  wilt  give  nothing,  nobody 
e  thee. 

S  I  want  nothings  tin  the  springs  dry,,  and 
th  perish. 

I  ffisihet  for  the  gp<r6., 
^  And  I  care  not  for  those  gods,,  which 
ionej4 

Thoa  art  a  right  Cyoick,.  that  wilt  give 

%  Tbou  art  not„  that  wilt  beg  any  thing. 
Aleaander,^  king  Alexander,  f^we  a  poor 
a  gvoatr 
.  It  is  not  for  a  king.  tO'g^ve  a  groat. 

Then  give  me  a  talent. 
.  it  is  not  fior  a  beggar  to  ask  a  talent. 
-Apellesl 
.  Here. 

.  Now,  gtatlewoman,  doth  not  yourbeaor 
Jie  painter  to  his  trump  ? 

Yes,  my  lord,  seeing  so  disordered  a 
lance,  he  fcareth  he  shall  shadow  a  de- 
counterfeit. 

.  Would  he  could  colour  the  life  with  the 
And  me  thinketh,  Apelles,  were  you  as 
;  as  report  saith  yni  are,  you  may  paint 
as  well  with  sweet  smells  aa  fresh  colours, 
ig  in  your  mixture  suchr  things  as  should 
iar  to  their  savours. 

Your  majesty  must  know,  it  is  no  less 


btird  to  paint  savours  than  Tirtues ;  eolQ«r»  tea 
neither  speak  nor  think.  • 

Alex.  Where  do  you  first  begin,  ^en  yon 
draw  any  picture  ? 

Apei,  The  proportion  of  the  faee  in 
compass- as  X  can.  ^"^^iT^f 

Alex,  I  would  begin  with  the  eye,,  as  a  li^t  to 
all  the  rest 

ApeL  If  you  will  paint  as  youare  aUng,  youn 
majesty  may  begin  where  you  please;  but  as  you 
would  be  a  painter,  yoo  must  begini  with  the 
face. 

Alex,  Aurelius  would  in  one  hour  colour  four 
faces. 

ApeL  I  marvel  in  half  an  hour  he  did  not  ftnir. 

Alex,  WbjF,  is  it  so  easy-? 

ApeL  No,  but  he  doth  it  so-  homely. 

Alex,.  When  will  you  finish  GampaspQ? 

ApeL  Never  finish :  for  always  in  absolutei 
beauty  there  is  somewhat  above  art. 

Alex,  Why  should  not.  I  ^  be  as<  cunning  as 
Apelles? 

ApeL  God  shield  you  should  have  cause  to  be 
89  cunnins  a»  Apelles  ? 

Alex,  Me  thinketii  four  colours  are  sufficient 
to  shadow  any  countenance,  and  so  it  was  in  the 
time  of  Phydias. 

ApeL  Then  had  men  fbwer  filncies,  and  women 
not  so  many  favours.  For  now  if  the  hair  of  her 
eye-brows  be  black,  yet  roust  the  hair  of  her  head 
be  yellow :  the  attiie  of  her  head  must  be  diUnrevit 
from  the  habit  of  her  body,  else  would  the  picture 
seem  like  the  blazon  of  ancient  armory,  not  like, 
the  sweet  dalight  of  new-^undamiableness.  For 
as  in  garden  knots,,  diversity  of  odours  make  a 
more  sweet  savour,  or  as  in  musick  divers  strings 
cause  a  moce  delicate  conscrt;  so  in  painting, 
the  more  colours. the  better  counterfeit,  obser- 
ving^ black,  for  a  ground,  and  the  rest  for  grace* 

AUx,  Lend  me  thy  pencil,  Apelles;  I  will  paint, 
and  thou  shalt  judge. 

ApeL  Here. 

Alex,  The  coal  breaks. 

ApeL  YouL  lean  too  hacd«. 

Alex,  Now  it  blacks  not. 

ApeL  You  lean  too  soft. 

AijiX^  This,  is  awcyu 

ApeL  Your  eye  goeth  not  with  your  baiMk 

AtUx,  Now  it  ist  wocse. 

ApeL  Your  hand,  gpeth  not  with  your  mind. 

Alex,  Nay,  if  all  be  too  iiard  or  soft,  so  many 


at  anifioi^  at  ApelUif — ^The  word  cMmih^,  at  the  time  thbpbiy  was  written,^  had  not  acqulr 
iment  badsfgnlllcation.  ft  was  generally,  as  here,  used  synonymously  with  tkilfuL  So,  to  Lyly^s. 
thdkatorie  to  Euphues  and  Ms  Engbmd^  1582 :    *^  Ho  that  whereas  I  had  tboi^ht  to  ahewe  ihe 
■f  of  a  chyrorgian  by  mine  anatomie  with  a  knife,  %  must  plate  the  tailoar  on  the  khoppe  board' 
a  poire  of  sbeeres  " 
I,  In  his  EpUtU  to  the  La^et :   <^  It  was  objected  unta  her  by  a  hufie  more  captious  than  anp* 

that  In  her  worke  there  wanted  some  colonrs.**^ 
n  the  same  sense  it  to  frequently  used  throughout  the  EogUih  tsaniUtion  of  the  Bible* 
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rules  and  regards,  that  one's  hand,  one's  eye,  one's 
mind,  must  ail  draw  togcrher,  I  had  rather  be  set- 
ting of  a  battle  than  blotting  of  a  board.  But 
how  hnve  I  done  here  ? 

jipel.  Like  a  king. 

Alex.  I  think  so :  but  nothin<i;  more  unlike  a 

riinter.  Weii,  Apelles,  Cbm^iaspe  is  finished  as 
wish,  dismiss  her,  and  bring  presently  her  coun- 
terfeit after  me. 

Jpel.  I  will. 

Alex.  Now,  liephcstion,  *'  doth  not  this  mat- 
ter cotton  as  I  would  ?  Campaspe  looketh  plea- 
santly; liberty  will  cncrtase  her  beauty,  and  my 
love  shall  advance  her  honour. 

Hep,  **I  will  not  contrary  your  majesty;  for 
time  must  wear  out  that  love  hath  wrought,  and 
reason  wean  what  appetite  nursed. 

Alex.  How  stately  she  passeth  by,  yet  how  so- 
berly !  a  sweet  consf  nt  in  her  countenance,  with 
a  chaste  disdaiii !  desire  mingled  with  coyness ! 
and  ]  cannot  tell  how  to  tenn  it,  a  curst  yielding 
modesty ! 

Hep.  Let  her  pass. 

Alex.  So  she  shall  fur  the  fairest  on  the  earth. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

PsYLLus,  Manes,  Apelles. 

Pii/l  I  shall  be  handed  for  tarrying  so  long. 

Manes.  I  pray  Qod,  my  master  be  not  flown 
before  I  coire. 

Psi/l.  Away,  Manes,  my  master  doth  come. 

Apcl.  Whei-e  have  you  been  air  this  while? 

P»j/l.  No  where  but  here. 

Apel.  Who  was  here  sithence  my  coming? 

Pst/l.  No  body. 

Apcl.  Ungracious  wap,  1  perceive  you  have 
been  a  loitering;  was  Ale?:ander  nobody? 

J*s^l.  H^  was  a  king,  I  meant  no  mean  body. 


Apel.  I  will  cudgel  your  body  for  it,  ami  thert 
will  I  say  it  was  no  bodv,  berao^e  it  was  no  ho* 
nest  body.  Away,  in.  [Exit  Psyllus.]  Unfor- 
tunate Apelles,  and  tlicrefore  unfortunate  be- 
cause  Apelles  !  Hast  thou  by  drawing  her  beao- 
fy  brought  to  pass,  that  thou  canst  scarce  drair 
thine  own  breath  ?  And  by  so  much  the  more  hftsC 
thou  increased  thy  care,  by  how  much  the  more  thoo 
hast  shewed  thy  running?  was  it  not  suflKcient  to 
behold  the  if  re  and  warm  thee,  but  with  Satjrrot 
thou  roust  kiss  the  fire  and  bum  thee  ?  O  Cann 
paspe,  Campaspe,  art  must  yield  to  natore,  rea- 
son to  appetite,  wisdom  to  affection !  Coul<f 
Pygmalion  entreat  by  prayer  to  have  his  ivory 
turned  into  flesh;  and  cannot  Apelles  obtain 
by  plaints  to  have  the  picture  of  his  love  changed 
to  life?  Is  painting  so  far  inferior  to  carving f 
or  dost  thoo,  V^enus,  more  delight  to  be  hewed 
with  chissels,  than  shadowed  with  colours?  What 
Pygmalion,  or  *'  what  Pyrpoteles,  or  what  Lysip- 
pus,  is  he,  that  ever  nwde  thy  face  so  fair,  or 
spread  thy  fame  so  far  as  I ;  unless,  Venes,  in' 
this  thou  enviest  mine  art,  thai  in  colonring  toy 
sweet  Campaspe,  I  have  left  no  place  by  canniog 
to  make  thee  so  amiable  ?  But,  alas  \  she  is  the 
paramour  to  a  prince;  Alexander,  the  monarch  of 
the  earth,  hath  both  her  body  and  afiectien.  For 
what  is  it  that  kings  cannot  obtaiii  by  prayen^ 
threats,  and  promises?  Will  not  she  think  it  bet- 
ter to  sit  under  a  cloth  of  estate  like  a  queen,  tbiui 
in  a  poor  shop  like  a  housewife  ?  and  esteem  it 
sweeter  to  be  the  concubine  of  the  lord  of  the 
world,  than  spouse  to  a  painter  in  Athens?  Yei^ 
yes,  Apelles,  thou  may'st  swim  against  the  stream 
with  the  crab,  and  feed  against  the  wind  with  tbe 
deer,  and  peck  against  the  steel  with  the  cocka- 
trice: Stars  are  to  be  lookVI  at,  not  reacVd  at; 
princes  to  be  yielded  unto,  not  contended  with; 
Campaspe  to  be  honoured,  not  obtain'd;  to  be 

{)aintpd,  not  possessed  of  thee.  O  fair  face!  Oan- 
lappy  hfmd !.  and  why  didst  tboa  draw  it  so  ftir 


*^  D(fth  not  this  matter  cotton  as  I  woultit — The  Glnjsary  to  the  Praise  of  Vorkshfre  Ale^  IWT,  ex- 
plains the  phrase  Nmight  cottons  teeetl,  to  be  Nothing  goes  right.  Alexander  therefore  means,  doth  lut 
this  matter  gu  as  I  would  ?    80,  in  Mons.  Thotnas,  by  .toiamont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  8.  8 : 

*<  Still  mistress  Dorothy  ?  this  geer  will  cotton.^* 

Again,  in  Middletoo's  Inner  Temple  Masque,  1019  : 

To  sheer  you  good,  bad,  and  indifferent  dayes. 
And  ail  have  their  inscriptions,  here*8  cock  a  hoop. 

This  the  geere  cottons,  and  this  faint  heart." 

•  •  ■ 

*•  I  will  not  contrary  your  mqjestyt — 1  will  not  contradict  your  inigesty.  80,  in  the  Fable  of  FerdiMash 
Jeronimi.  r;a«>coigDe's  Works,  1587,  p.  t73  :  ^'  The  Lady  Frauoces  did  not  secme  t9  contrary  bin,  tw^ 
"  rather  smil«'d,&c."  * 

*7  nhat  Pijrgotetes,  &c. — "  Idem  hie  Iraperator  f  Aleiander]  edixit,  ne  quis  ipsam  alios,  ^aa* 
'*  Apirlleti  pingeret :  quam  i'yrgoteles,  sculpseret :  quam  LysippuS)  ex  Kre  dpceret:  qiiae  aites  plor'ibp 
^'  iDclaiiicrc  cxemplis."    FUnii  Nat.  HUt.  lib.  vii.  c.  57.  f  ^ 
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O  beiotirQl  coaotenance !  the  express 
f  Venus,  but  somewbat  fresher:  the  oiil^ 
of  that  eternity  which  Jupiter  dreamiog 
»uld  not  conceive  again  waking.  Blush, 
for  f  am  ashamed  to  end  thee.  Now  must 
things  impossible  for  mine  art^  but  agree- 
h  my  afiections :  deep  and  hollow  sighs, 
melancholy  thoughts,  wounds  and  slaugh- 
ooQceits,  a  life  posting  to  death,  a  death 
g  from  life,  a  wavering  constancy,  an  un- 
resolution,  and  what  not,  Apelles?  and 
t  Apelles?  but  as  they  that  are  shaken 
ever  are  to  be  warmed  with  clothes,  not 
and  as  he  that  melteth  in  a  consumption 
recured  by  ^^cullises,  not  conceits ;  so  the 
canker  of  my  care,  the  never-dying  worm 
eart,  is  to  be  killed  by  counsel,  not  cries; 
fing  remedies,  not  by  replying  of  reasons, 
h  in  cases  desperate  there  must  be  used 
n  that  are  extreme,  I  will  halard'  that 
i  that  is  left,  to  rest«)re  the  greater  part 
lost;  and  this  shall  be  my  first  practice; 


for  wit  must  work  where  audiority  is  not  A^i^ 
soon  as  Alexander  hath  viewed  this  portraiture, 
[  will,  by  device,  give  it  a  blemifth,  that  by  that 
means  she  may  come  again  to  my  shop,  and  then 
as  gcKid  it  wf?re  to  utter  my  love,  and  die  with  de* 
niail,  as  conceal  it,  and  live  in  di  spiir. 


Song  by  Apelles. 


19 


Cupid  and  mif  Campaspe  played 

At  card*  for  kUus,  Cupid  paid ; 

He  stakes  his  quiver ^  bow^  and  arrows ; 

His  mothers  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows; 

Jj)ses  them  loo ;  then  down  he  throws 

The  coral  of  his  Up,  the  rose 

Growing  ons  cheeky  (but  none  knows  hoWf) 

With  these^  the  crystal  of  hi*  brow^ 

And  then  the  dintple  of  his  chin  ; 

All  these  did  my  Campaspe  win. 

At  last  he  set  her  both  hiseyes^ 

She  won,  and  Cupid  blind  did  rise, 

O  love  !  htis  the  done  this  to  thee  9 

What  shall f  alas  /  become  ofmtf 


Act  IV. 


SCENE  I. 


:hu8,  Psyllus,  Gbanichus,  Manes, 
Diogenes,  Populus. 

fhis  is  the  place,  the  day,  the  time,  that 
3  hath  appointed  t<i  fly. 

I  will  not  lose  the  flight  of  so  fair  a  fowl 
enes  is,  thoogh  my  master  cudgel  my  no- 
I  lie  threatened. 

What,  Psyilas^  wiU  the  beast  wag  his 
>-day? 

We  shall  hear,  for  here  coraeth  Manes- 
will  it  be  ^ 

Ci.  Be !  he  were  best  be  as  conning  as  a 
else  shortly  he  will  not  be  at  all. 

How  is  he  furnished  to  fly,  hath  he  fea- 

e».  Thou  art  an  ass;  capons,  geese,  and 
ave  feathers.  He  hath  found  Dedalus' 
xen  wings,  and  hath  been  piecing  them 
mth,  he  u  so  broad  in  the  shoulders :  O 
ill  see  him  cut  the  air  even  like  a  tortoise. 
Methinks  so  wise  a  man  should  not  be  so 
s  body  must  needs  be  too  heavy. 


Manes.  AVhy,  he  hnth  eaten  nothing  this  so^ 
ven-night  but  cork  and  feathers. 

Ptyl.  Touch  him.  Manes. 

Manes.  He  is  so  light  that  he  can  scarce  keep 
him  from  flying  at  midnight. 

Populus  intrat. 

Mitnes,  See,  they  begin  to  flock,  and  behold 
my  master  bustles  himself  to  fly. 

Dio.  Ye  wicked  and  bewitched  Athenians^ 
whose  bodies  make  the  earth  to  groan,  and  whose 
breaths  infect  the  air  with  stench,  cnme  ve  to 
see  Diogenes  fly  ?  Diogeocs  cometh  to  see  you 
sink^  y(^u  call  me  dog,  so  I  am,  for  I  long  to 
gnaw  the  btjnes  in  your  skins.  Ye  term  me  an 
hater  of  men ;  no,  I  am  a  hater  of  your  man- 
ners. Your  lives  dissolute,  not  feanng  death, 
wilt  pro^-e  your  deaths  desperate,  not  hoping  for 
life.  What  do  you  else  in  Athens  but  sleep  iti 
the  day,  and  surfeit  in  the  night  ?  Back-gods  in 
the  morning  with  pride,  in  the  evening  belly-gods 
with  gluttony.  You  flatter  kings,  and  call  them 
gods;  speak  truth  of  yourselves,  end  confess  you 
are  devils.  From  the  bee  you  have  taken  not 
the  honey,  but  the  wax  to  make  your  religion. 


mats  •Culiises  were  eompositioos  calculated  to  restorfe  worn-oat  constitations,  and  invigorate  fee- 
I.  Tbey  were  of  the  sane  kind  as  jellies.— See  Mar>ton*B  FoMma,  A.  8.  8.  1.  Massinger's  8oHd^ 
4.  b;  4.     The  Picture  A.  1 .  S.  2.  The  Emperor  of  the  East^  A.  1.  8.  i<i « and  in  most  of  the  plays 


li 

lb  cIrgaDt  little  spnnet  is  restored  from  Blount'f  edition.  It  is  also  printed  in  the  third  volume  of 
cy's  Heliques  of  Ancient  Poetry^  p.  K3.  A  translation  of  it  into  French,  by  aa  noknowa  haud«  t^ 
r  pablifbad  in  the  same  volume,  p.  S4i» 
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fmaiQgii  to  the  timtf  not  to  Ibe  /truth.  Yoori 
^l^by  inH  ijfoa  cover  under  a  cburtlj  ooloar  of 
love*:  injuries  abroad  under  the  .title  of  policies, 
^tbome;  and  sacred  malice  creepeth  under  the 
wupe  uf  public  justice.  Yon  have  caused  Alex-: 
ander  to  dry  up  springs,  and  plant  vines;  to  sow 
rocket,  and  weed  eudive;  to  shear  sheep,  and 
shrine  foxes.  All  conscience  is  seared  ^°  at  A- 
thens.  Swearing  cometh  of  a  hot  met^l,  4ying 
of  a  quick  wit,  fl4^ttery  of  a  flowing  tongue,  un- 
decent  talk  of  a  merry  disposition ;  aH  things  are 
lavcful  ac  Athens.  Either  you  think  there  are  no 
gods,  or  I  must  think  ye  are  no  meu.  You  4)uild 
as  though  you  should  live  for  ever,  and  eurfeit  as 
though  you  :lhould  die  to-morrow.  None  teach- 
eth  true  philosophy  but  Aristotle,  because  he  was 
the  king  of  ,8chooi«master9.  O  times!  O  men ! 
O  corruption  in  manneffs !  >Remerober  >that  greeif 
grass  must  turn  to  dry  hay.  When  you  sleep, 
you  are  not  sure  to  wake;  and  when  you  rise, 
not  certain  to  lie  down.  Lod^  ye  never  so  4iigh, 
your  heads  must  lie  ievel  with  your  ieet  Thus 
nave  I  flown  over  your  disordered  lives,  and  if 
you  will  not  amend  your  manners,  I  will  study 
to  fly  farther  from  you,  that  I  may  be  nearer  to 
honesty. 

SoL  Thou  ravest,  Diogenes,  for  thy  life  is  dif- 
U^9it  frptm  thy  vH>rds.  Did  oQt  I  see  thee  pome 
out  of  a  brothel-hou9e'?  tyas  it  not  -a  shame ! 

Dio.  It  was  no  shjAme  to  f^  ou^  but  a  ^hapie 
to  go  in. 

Gra,  It  were  a  good  {leed,  iMaues,  tp  l^wt  .th>' 
master. 
'  J^laj^ef,  You  were  a9  good  eat  my  maMer. 

One  of  the  PeqpU.  Hast  (Ji^ou  ooaade  us  all  ifoo^ 
and  ,wUt  ^ou  not  fly  ? 

JOIq,  1  .tell  ihee,  unlesi  taou  be  hooest,  I  wiU 

Peq,  Dof;,  dog,  take  a  bone. 

D<o.  Thy  father  ueed  fear  «o  dog»,  but  4og;s 
^y  f^^her. 

Peo.  NVe  will  tell  Alexander,  .that  thou  r^ro- 
ve^t  b^m  behind  hi»  back. 

Did,  And  I  will  tell  him,  that  you  flatter  him 
\>efoi;e  hifi  face. 

,  Pfo,  We  will  cause  all  the  bo^s  in  the  atreet 
to  hiss  at  thee. 


Bi0.  Indeed  1  4hiiik  ibe  Athenians  luiwtbdr 
children  ready  for  any  vice,  because  th^  be 
Athenians. 

Manet.  W-hy,  oiaator,  mean  you  not  to'fly  i 

Dio,  No,  Manes,  not  without  wings. 

Manei.  Jlv^y  body  will  aoooont  you  a  liar. 

Dio,  No  I  warraot  you;  for  I  will  always  lay, 
the  Athenians  are  misdiievous. 

Ftyl.  I  cace  net,  it  was  sport  enongb  for  tae 
to  see  these  old  huddtes'^*  iiit  home. 

Gra,  Nor  I. 

PiyL  Come,  let  vs  go,  and  hereafter  vrfien  I 
mean  to  rail  upon  any  bedy  openly,  it  thall^ie  gi- 
ven qat  I  will  ifly.  [Eammt^ 

SCBNE  n. 

Campaspe,  Apclles. 

€am.  [tciia,]  Campaspe,  it  is  bard  to  Judge 
whether  thy  choice  be  more  unv^se,  or  diy  chance 
unfortunate.  Dost  4hou  pre^r — but  stay,  utte^ 
not  that  in  words,  which  maketh  thine  ears  to 
glow  with  thoughts.  Tush,  better  thy  tongue 
wag,  than  thy  heart  break.  Hath  a  painter  crept 
farther  into  thy  mind  than  a  prince?  Apelles^ 
than  Alexander?  ^*  fond  wench  !  the  baseness  of 
thy  mind  bewrays  the  Otf  ansess  of  thy  birth.  But 
alas,  afiectipn  is  a  fire,  which  kindleth  as  well  in 
the  bramble,  as  in  the  bek,  and'  catchcth  hold 
where  it  flrst  lighteth,  not  where  it  may  best  bum. 
Lacks  that  mount  aloft  in  it)ie  air,  build  their 
nests  below  in  the  earth ;  luid  eromen  that  cast 
their  eyes  upon  kings,  nay  plaee  their  iiearU  upon 
vassals.  A  needle  will  beoone  thy  iingera  better 
than  a  lute,  and  a  distaff  is  fluer  for  thy  hand 
than  a  soeptrie.  Ants  iiye  safely  till  they  have 
gotten  wings;  and  juniper  is  not  blown  up,  till  it 
bath  .fretted  an  hiflb  .top.  The  mean  estate  is 
without  care  as  long  as  it  continueth  without 
pride.  But  here  cometh  ApeUes,  io  whom  I 
would  there  were  the  like  afiectioo. 

Writer  Apelles. 

ApeL  GenjblefKinam  the  misfortune  I  had  witli 
your  picture  will  put  yeu  to  60«e  pnins  to  m 
again  to  be  painfeed. 


^  Seared — All  the  editions  read  sealed^  except  the  last  by  Mr  Dodsley.  I  have  retained  his  aUeratiooi 
although  seaied  may  protmbly  be  right,  being  a  term  in  falconry,  signifying  blinded. 

^'  Old  huddles — This  contemptuous  term  is  freqoently^  used  by  oar  ancient  writers,  and  is  always  appli- 
ed to  old  people,  who  are  either  covetous  or  sul^ect  to  any  other  vice  pecnliar  to  old  age. 

As  in  Euphues,  1581,  p.  7  :  '*  But  as  to  the  storaacke  quatted  with  deinties,  all  deiicates  seeme  qoeasie» 
and  a*  he  that  suHetteth  with  wine,  useth  afterwards  to  allay  with  water  (  so  these  olde  kwddUt  having 
ojrMTchaiiged  their  gorges  with  faocie,  accompt  all  honest  recreation  mere  follye,"  Ac. 

Ibid.  p.  54::  '*  This  old  miser.askiiv^of  Aristippas  what  be  woidde  take  to  teach  and  bring  up  hit 
Sonne,  he  amwered  a  thousande  groates :  a  thoasand  groates  God  shield,  answered  this  olde  AniXAe,  I  can 
have^two  servants  of  thkt  price  1"— See  also  Tom  lyter  and  kU  Wife^  l«6l,  p.  4. 

3^  F0n4  foouB^r-it  is  bi^serviad.by  Mr  Steeveas  (Notes  to  Shakespeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  619.)  that  n^mek  otU 
ginally  signified  a  young  woman.  The  truth  of  this  observation  will  appear  from  many  faHUaccs  Inthft 
epurte  of  these  volumes.    The  word,  in  the  common  acceptation  of  it,  is  hardly  yet  dboscd. 
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k  a.MMU  fUM  for  me  lo.nt  still,  but 
iniaite  lor  fon  >ta  dnnr  «feiiL 
JjpdL  Nn^ffliadnm,  to  fBiat  .VaaiiB  wat  a  plear 
— ;  ^t  «o  slttdow  <!»  snoei  >fiiae  of  iJmiio 


ft  IS  a 

If  jrour  toDgue  weae  inaie«f  the  smae 
irtb  that  jpooriieait  i«,  3rour 'wocdb  woold  be>^» 
joor  duMgto  are;  iiut  sock  a  eonnloii  tbbig  it 
tt  — iniiyit  yun  <o  commepci,  ikat. of oroti|Bes  i'or 
Ubob  sake  you  call  tkem  beaiitifiil  wfaai»  jou 
^K»w  black. 

4^  What  ]n|kt  men  do  to  be  belifli«d  ? 

Ceai.  Whet  their  leagues  eo  (their  iiearts. 

ApeL  So  they  do^  ana  speak  ee  they  think. 

Cmn.  I  woeld  ihej  dkJ. 

JfeL  I  weuid  tbey  did  aot. 

Ceav.  Wky,  vould  yoe  have  ilem  disenable i 

ApeL  Not  IB  love,  >bu^  tkeir  tgee.  But  will 
you  give  oie  leare  to  ask  jFoa  a  ^oestioo  without 
efeoce  ? 

Ceei.  So  that  you  will  answer  ine  eoother 
without  excuse. 

ApeL  Whom  do  yp\i  love  best  in  the  world  ? 

Cm.  He  that  made  me  last  in  the  world. 

.^ffcL  That  was  a  ^d. 

Otm,  I  had  thought  it  had  been  a  man :  but 
wkooi  doyou hoooor  most,  Apellesf 

ApeL  'Jht  thing  that  is  likest  you,  CapifMNpe. 

Cewi.  My  pictuve  f 

ApeL  I  dare  not  T«iture  apon  yomr  fiersoD. 
But  oevie,  let  as  go  in ;  lor  Alexander  will  think 
it  IcKig  tiil  we  retunu  [Eieuni, 

SC£N^  IIL 
Clytus,  Parmcnjq. 
€^  We  bear  noihiiig  of  oar  cmfanaBage ;  a  co- 


to  fbUar4mr  eyss,  ler  tickle  «iir  e»»9 
or  ioflaone  cniriheaetB.  But  lehat  doth  AJexanier 
in  Uie  Ibmsbb  seaiioa,  but  iiae  for  taotara*  sol,  ia, 
la;  te'iislBadcfRsob,>de«rfibeds;  lor  hisii^iui* 
fttl  of  wflter^  bis  staadiog  cop  of  wioei 

i^jT.  CljTtua,  I  BMsHke  this  new  deKoiqr  and 
pleasing  peaee;  for  what  else  do  we  see  uow 
thao  A  k)nd  of  softness  in  every  man's  mind? 
Bees  to  make  their  hives  in  soldiers  helmets,  our 
steeds  are  furnished  with  foot-cloths  of  gold  in- 
stead of  saddles  of  steel ;  More  time  is  required 
to  scower  the  rust  off  our  weapons,  than  there 
was  wont  to  be  in  subduing  the  countries  of  our 
enemies.  Sithence  Alexander  fell  from  his  hard 
nrmear  to  bis  soft  jobes,  behold  the  face  of  his 
court ;-  youths  that  were  wont  to  carry  devices 
of  victory  in  their  shields,  engrave  now  posiep  of 
love  in  their  rings ;  they  that  were  accustomed  on 
troccing  borses  to  cbavge  the  enemy  wtih  a  laonce^ 
now  in  easy  coaches  ride  up  and  down  to  court 
ladies;  instead  of  sword  and  target  to  hazard 
■their  lives,  use  pen  and  paper  to  paint  their  loves  z 
Yea,  suqh  a  fear  and  faintiiees  is  grown  in  court, 
(that  tliey  wish  rather  to  hear  the  blowiag  of  a 
■horn  to  hunt,'  than  the  soond  of-  a  trumpet  to 
fight.  O  Philip,  wert  thou  alive  lo  see  this  aker- 
ation,  thy  men  turned  to  women,  thy  soldiers  t<^ 
loiier%  '^  gloves  worn  in  velvet  caps,  instead  of 
plumes  in  graven  helmets,  thou  wouldst  either  dia 
among  them  for  sorrow,  or  confound  diem  lor 
anger. 

Cfy.  Cease,  Parfoenio,  kst  in  speaking  what 

,  becometh  thee  not,  tkou  feel  what  ^^liketh  thee 

not ;   trath  is  never  without  a  acratcbed  f%oe^ 

whose  tongue,  although  it  cannot  be  cut  out,  yet 

most  it  be  tied  up.         * 

Far.  It  grieveth  me  not  a  litde  for  Hephi 


3<  OUveM  worn  in  velvet  cap«,  instead  of  plumes  in  graven  helmets — It  h  observed  by  Mr  Steeveos  (Notes 
«■  Shakespeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  467.)  that  it  was  **  anciently  the  custom  to  wear  gloves  in  the  hat  on  three 
distinct  occasions,  viz.  as  the  favour  of  a  m'lstress,  the  memorial  of  a  friend,  wad  as  a  mark  to  be  chal- 
leagedliy  aa  eoeny.  Pciece  Henry  boasts  that  be  wili  plmck  a  glove  from  tAe  cotfunoNise  crMtTure,  and  flx 
it  in  kb  befanet  ;'*  and  Tucca  says  to  Sir  QuiatUiaa,  in  Decker's  Satirommtrix  :  *'  Tkou  ahatt  wfar  bet 
glom  lo  tky  wonklplulM,  like  to  a  leather  broecb  ;"  and  I'aodora,  in  Lvly't  ITmmb  ta  tt«  JfeM. 

"  He  that  first  presents  me  with  his  bead. 
Shall  wear  my  ghve  in  favour  ot  the  deed.'^ 

**  JPortia,  in  her  aswmed  character,  asks  Bassanio  for  bis  gloveSf  which  she  sa^s  she  ttill  wear  for  his 
take :  and  King  Henry  V.  gives  the  pretended  glove  of  Aleo9on  to  Fkiellen,  which  afterwards  occasions 
the  qiaarrel  with  the  English  soldier." 

Again,  in  Hall's  CAronic/e,  J&50,  Henry  IV.  ful.  IS;  •<  One  part  had  their  plnmes  at  whyt,  another 
badde  them  at  redde,  and  the  thyrde  had  tkem  of  several  colours.  One  ware  on  his  head-piece  his  ladies 
sieve,  and  another  bare  on  bys  heime  the  glove  of  his  dcarlynj^.*^ 

And  The  BaitU  ofjgincourt,  by  Drayton,  Vd.  I.  p.  16  :<~ 

''  The  nobler  youth,  the  common  rank  above,   . 
On  their  courvettlng  coursers  mounted  fair- 
One  wore  his  miitre&s  garter,  one  her  glove; 
Aud  he  a  lock  of  his  dear  lady's  hair  $ 
And  he  her  colours  whom  be  most  did  love. 
There  was  not  one  but  dijd  some  favour  wear/^ 

f^  tMMh  lAse— Pleaseth  thee,  j  . ' 
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tioDy  who  tlifnteth  for  hononr,  not  eaise;  bat 
6uch  is  his  fortuoe  and  nearness  in  friendship  to 
Alexander,  that  he  must  lav  a  pillow  under  his 
head,  when  he  would  pat  a  target  in  his  hand. 

But  let  us  draw  in,  to  see  how  well  it  becomes 
them  ,t<^  ^^  tread  tlie  measures  in  a  dance,  that 
were  wont  to  set  the  order  for  a  march. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Apelles,  Campaspi^. 

ApeL  I  hare  uow,  Cnmpaspe^  aknost  made  an 
end. 

.  Cam,  You  told  me,  Apelles^  yiJVL  woald  never 
end.  •    • 

ApeL  Never  end  my  love;  for  it  shall  be  eter- 
nal. 

Cam,  That  is,  neither  to  have  begiantng  nor 
ending. 

ApeL  You  are  disposed  to  mistake,  I  hope  you 
do  not  mistrust 

Cam.  What  will  you  say,  if  Alexander  perceive 
your  love  ? 

ApeL  I  will  say,  it  is  no  treason  to  love. 

Cam,  But  how,  if  he  will  not  suffer  thee  to  see 
my  person. 

ApeL  Then  will  I  gaze  continually  on  thy  pic- 
ture. 

Cam,  That  will  not  feed  thy  heart. 

ApeL  Yet  shall  it  fill  mine  eye;  besides  the 
sweet  thoughts,  the  sure  hopes,  thy  protested 
laith,  will  cause  mo  to  embrace  thy  shadow  con- 
tinually in  mine  arms,  of  the  which  by  strong 
imagination  I  will  make  a  substance. 

Cam,  Well,  I  must  be  gone :  but  this  assure 
^urself,  that  I  had  rather  be  in  tliy  shop  grind- 
ing colours,  than  in  Alexander's  court,  following 
higher  fortunes.  [Exit  Apelles. 


Cam,  [ahme,]  Foolish  wench,  what  hast  thoa 
done  ?  that,  alas !  which  cannot  be  undone,  and 
therefore  I  fear  me  undone.  But  content  is 
such  a  life,  I  care  not  for  abundance.  O  Apelles^ 
thy  love  cometh  from  the  heart,  but  Alexander's 
from  the  liaoath.  I'he  love  of  kings  b  like  the 
blowing  of  winds,  which  whistle  sometimes  gen-^ 
tly  among  the  leaves,  and  straightways  turn  the 
trees  up  by  the  roots;  or  fire^  which  wanneth 
alar  ott,  and  burnetii  near  hand;  or  the  sea, 
which  makes  men  hoise  their  sails  in  a  flattering 
calm,  and  to  cot  their  masts  in  a  rough  storm. 
They  place  afiection  by  times,  by  policy,  by  ap- 
pointment; if  they  frown,  who  dares  call  tliem 
unconstaiit?  if  bewray  secrets,  who  will  term 
them  untrtfe  ?  if  fall'  to  other  loves,  who  trembles 
not,  if  he  coll  them  unfaithful?  In  kings  there 
can  be  no  love,  hot  to  queens :  for  as  near  roust 
they  meet  in  majesty,  as  they  do  in  afiection.  It 
is  requisite  to  stand  aloof  from  king's  love,  Jovey 


equisite 
and  lightning. 


[Exit, 


SCENE  V. 

Apelles,  Page. 

ApeL  Now,  Apelles,  gather  thy  wits  together  9 
Campaspe  is  no  less  wise  than  fur,  thyself  must 
be  no  less  cunning  than  faithful.  It  is  na  small 
matter  to  be  rival  with  Alexander. 

Pt^e.  Apelles,  you  must  come  away  tfuickly 
with  ih«  picture ;  the  king  thinketh  that  now  your 
have  painted  it,  you  play  with  it. 

ApeL  If  I  would  play  with  pictures,  I  have 
enough  at  home. 

Page.  None  perhaps  you  like  sorwell. 

ApeL  It  may  be  I  have  painted  nolie  so  weM. 

Page.  I  have  known  many  fairer  faces. 

Apei,  And  I  many  better  boys.  [Exeunt. 


3'  Tread  the  meaturet  in  a  ifanoe— The  measures  were  dances  solemn  and  Slow.  They  were  performed^ 
at  court,  and  at  public  entertainments  of  the  societies  of  law  and  equity  at  their  halls  on  particular  occa- 
sImm.  It  was  formerly  not  deemed  inconsistent  with  propriety,  even  for  the  gravest  characters,  to  join  i> 
them ;  and  accordingly  at  the  revels  which  were  celebrated  alt  the  Inns  of  Court,  it  has  not  been  wuisoaD 
for  the  first  characters  in  the  law  to  becoine  performers  iii  treading  the  menutres — See  Dugdale's  Origins 
JuridicialcM.    Sir  John  Davics,  in  his  poem  called  Orchestra^  16^,  deecribci  them  in  this  manner,  S.  65 1 

'*  But  after  these  as  men  more  civil  grew. 

He  did  more  grave  and  solemn  measures  frame^ 
With  such  fair  order  and  proportion  true, 

And  correspondence  every  wa>  the  same, 

That  no  fault-finding  eye  did  ever  blame. 

For  ev*ry  eye  was  moved  at  the  sight. 

With  sober  wOnderiog,  and  with  sweet  delights" 
Not  those  young  students  of  the  heavenly  book, 

Atlos  the  great,  Prometheus  the  wi^e, 
Which  on  the  stars  did  nil  their  lifetime  look, 

Could  ever  find  such  measure  in  the  skies, 

80  Aill  of  change  and  rare  varieties ; 

Yet  alt  thefut  whereon  these  measures  go^ 
Art  only  spondies^  solemn,  gravcf  and  slow* 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

DioGEi6£s,  Sylvius  Perim,  Mito,  Tkyco, 

Manes. 

SyL  I  have  broaghc  xny  sonsy  Diogenes,  to  be 
tao|lit  of  (bee. 

Bio.  What  can  thy  sons  do  ? 

SyL  You  shall  see  their  qualities :  dance,  sir- 
nh.  {Then  Pehim  danceth.j  How  like  yoo  this  ? 
doth  DC  well  ? 

Dio.  The  better,  the  worser. 

S9L  The  musick  very  f(ood. 

Dio.  The  musicians  very  bad,  who  only  study 
to  have  their  strings  in  tune,  never  framing  their 
manners  to  order. 

S^.  Now  shall  you  see  the  other — tumble,  sir- 
rah. [MiLo  tumbleth,]  How  like  you  this?  why 
do  you  laugh? 

bio.  To  see  a  wag  that  was  born  to  break  his 
neck  by  destiny,  to  practise  it  by  art 

ML  Thb  dog  will  bite  me,  I  will  not  be  with 
him. 

Dio,  Fear  not,  boy,  dogs  eat  no  thistles. 

Per.  I  marvel  wliat  dog  Uiou  art,  if  thou  be  a 

Dio.  Wlien  I  am  hungry,  a  mastiflf;  and  when 
my  belly  is  full,  a  spaniel. 


SjfL  Dost  thou  believe  that  there  are  any  god% 
that  thou  art  so  dogged  ? 

Dio.  I  must  needs  believe  there  are  gods;  for 
I  think  thee  an  enemy  to  them. 

SvL  Why  so? 

Dio.  Because  thou  hast  taught  one  of  thy  sons 
to  rple  his  legs,  and  not  to  follow  learning;  the 
other  to  bend  his  body  every  way,  and  bis  mind 
no  way. 

Per.  Thou  doest  nothing  but  snarl,  and  bark 
like  a  dog, 

Dio.  It  is  the  next  way  to  drive  away  a  thief. 

S^L  Now  shall  you  hear  the  third,  who  singp 
like  a  nightingale. 

Dio.  1  care  not ;  for  I  have  heard  a  nightin- 
gale sing  herself. 

Sj^L  Sing,  sirrah.  [Tryco  ungetkn 

SONG.**, 

What  bird  to  sings,  yet  to  does  wail  f 
O  Uis  the  ravished  nightingale.  , 

J^gJvfJ^gJ^gf  l^reu,  the  criet^ 
And  ttiU  her  tooet  at  midnight  riit» 
Brave  prick  song  I  who  is*t  now  we  hear  9 
^^  None  but  the  lark  so  shrill  and  clear ; 
How  at  heaven*s  gates  she  claps  her  wings. 
The  mom  not  waking  till  she  sings. 


^  Smg — ^This  song,  as  the  two  former,  U  omitted  in  all  the  qoarto  editions.  It  Is  here  restored  finom 
Romt't  edition,  wliere  it  first  appeared. 

^  Nome  bmt  ike  lark,  &c. — Milton  seems  to  liave  bad  this  pasnge  in  Ills  mind,  when  he  wrote  tho  fol* 
lowios  lines  in  hb  VAUtgro : — 

<*  To  hear  the  lark  begin  bis  flight. 
And  singing  startle  the  dull  night. 
From  his  watch  tower  in  the  skies. 
Till  the  dappled  dawa  doth  rise.'* 

And  a  late  elegant  writer,  Mr  F.  Coyentry,  appears  also  to  have  been  Indebted  to  our  author,  in  the 
lilt  df  the  following  lines-r 

•    **  When  mom  retoms  with  donbtfhl  light. 
And  Phebe  pales  her  lamp  of  night  % 
Still  let  roe  wander  forth  anew, 
And  print  my  footsteps  on  the  dew ; 
What  time  the  swain  with  ruddy  cheel^. 
Prepares  to  yoke  his  oxen  meek. 
And  early  drest  in  neat  array, 
The  milk-maid  chanting  shrill  her  lay, 
Comes  abroad  with  milking  pail ; 
And  the  sound  of  distant  flail. 
Gives  the  ear  a  rough  good-morrow 
And  the  lark  from  oat  the  farrow. 
Soars  uprigkt  on  inaiin  wing9, 
And  at  the  g<Ue  of  heaven  tii^s,** 

Peoskorst^  a  Poem.    Dodsley^s  Collection  of  Poems,  YoU  iy« 
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Hark^  harky  toilh  what  a  pretty  throaty 
Poor  Robin  Redbreast  tunes  his  note  ; 
Hark  how  the  jolly  cuckoos  sing, 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  springs 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  spring, 
Sylt  Loy  Diogenes,  I  am  sare  thou  canst  not  do 

Dio,  But  there  is  never  si  (^iWVi^h^  hat  cati. 
iSf  A  Whttf  Htet  ftiou  tat%ht  IWan^s-  thy  tntn  ? 
Jbio,  To  be  as  ntiKke,  As  mttf  b^,  iRy  sons. 
Maties.  He  hath  taught  me  to  f^^  Ijre  hatd, 

^dMHar^ay. 
Si^  H&tr  sayf  St  thoto,  Pbrtm,  wilt  thoo  be  with 

Fer.  Ay,  so  he  will  teach  me  first  to  rurt  a^^. 
Iii&,  Tboli^  iSifccdest  not  ht  tAoghx,  thy  legs  tire 
so  nimble. 
•M.  H(Mr  «y^st  thou,  Milo,  ¥f{)t  tffotr  ht  t^th 

Dio.  Nay,  hold  your  peace,  h€  sbillf  lM5t 

5lf/.Why? 

l)<a  There  is  not  room  enou^  fbt*  Km  antf 
lite  t6  tumble  b6th  in  one  tub. 

SyL  Well,  Diogenes^  I  perceive  my  sons  brook 
not  thy  manners. 

Dio,  I  thought  no  fes^  whcti  they  ka^te  my 
virtues. 

Syl.  Far(*tVdl1,£]fiogentfs,  tfthtrneeddstno^have 
scraped  i^ots,  if  t\i6\i  U^odfd^t  have  followed 
Alex^Muei^. 

Did.  Not  Aob  tia^is  followed  Afetfthdier,  if 
thoU^  httdst  scl-tiped  roots.  [Ejteunt, 

SCENE  II. 

ApeL  alone,  l  fear  me,  Apelles,  that  thine  eyes 
have  blabbed  that  which  thy  teu^ne  diirtft  Dotw 
t^'hat  little  regard  hadst  thou,  whilst  Alexander 
Vj^td  Use  ooanterfeit  of  Canpa^ !  tiMO  tiDodyt 


gazing  on  her  coontenance.  If  he  espy  or  bat 
suspect,  tliou  must  needs  twice  perish,  with  bis 
hate,  and  tliine  own  love.  Thy  pale  looks,  when 
he  blushed,  thy  sad  countenance,  when  he  smiled, 
,thv  sighs,  when  he  questioned,  may  breed  in  him 
a  Jealousy,  perchance  a  frehzy.  0  love,  I  never 
before  knew  what  thou  werf,  and  now  bast  thoo 
made  vae  that  1  know  not  what  layself  am !  only 
this  I  know,  that  I  nuist  endure  intolerable  pas- 
sions, for  unknown  pleasures.  Dispute  not  the 
cttuse,  wretch,  bftt  yield  to  it :  for  bcttef  it  if  to 
melt  with  desire,,  than  wrestle  witli  love.  Cast 
thyself  on  thy  careful  bed,  be  content  td  live  on- 
kiiovfn,  and  die  unfound.  O  Campaspe,  I  hitve 
panted  thee  in  my  heart!  painted r  nay,  confira- 
ry  to  mine  art,  imprinted,  and  that  in  sucl^'  dSeep 
characters,  that  nothing  can  rase  it  out,  onless  1 1 
rub  my  heart  out.  [£ril. 

scENt  in. 

MlLECTVSy  PVRTdIV9,  L*IS,  DiOCEHES. 

3IiL  it  shail  go  hard,  but  this  peafcd  sliiifl  braig 
us  sopae  pleasure.. 

Pkry.  Dowh  with  afiihs^  Uttd  tfp  whh  leg^  this 
is  a  world  for  the  nonee.  ^ 

Lait.  Swett  youths,  if  you  knew  yi^hhi  it  were 
to  save  your  sweet  blood,  yon  would  not  so  fboP 
ishly  go  ab6ctt  to  spend  it.  What  ddight  ean  there 
be  i^  gaiHing,  to  make  font  scars  in  fair  faces,  ind 
crooked  maims  in  strait  legs?  as  though  men  be^ 
xng  bohd  goodly  by  daCure,  wdttid  of  purpose  be- 
come deformed  by  folly;  and  all  forsnoth  for« 
new-found  term,  called  valiant,  a  word  which 
brcedcth  more  quarrels  tha»  the  sense  can  com- 
mendation. 

MiL  k  '»  fme^  Loisf  a  featherbed  hath  ao 
fellow ;  godd  drkpk  maltea  good  blood ;  and  shdt 
potiinl  wof#y  spiAl  iif 


JB^ 


'»  This  U  a  world  for  the  nonc&^**  That  Is,"  says  Ifr  TyfWliflt,  ftv  kls  If dtw  en  Chaucer,  Vol.  IV. 
SOT— "  As  I  conceive /or  the  occasion.  This  phrase,  which  was  very  frequently,  though  not  always  very 
prfetti^ly,  ased  by  oifr  old  wrifeiSj  I  M^psse  t»  have  ^en  orlgt^fy  a  corramloa  of  tmrf^t  U^, 
From  pro'ttunc,  I  suppose  csLvncforihe  nunc,  and  so  for  the  nonce  ;  just  as  from  a»>jnbtc  eame  dMM.  The 
Spanish  entonces  has  been  formed  in  the  same  manner  from  in  tuncm** 

To  confirm  this  explanation,  the  foUovrinf  exaifipTes  may  be  proceed  i 

Erasmos's  Praise  of  Folic,  1549,  Sig.  K  2  :—'*  Hi  is  mart  moiKhetfa,  abd  lorde,  what  folies  saleth  he,  sod 
dooetb  he,  kyrynge  alto  some  plaiers  (as  it  were)  to  wepe  and  howte  for  the  nones,"** 

Ibid.  Sig.  L  S : — "  Ecbe  of  whome,  in  babylfng  maye  coin|^are  with  ien  wOmea  chosen /or  the  nones." 

Gascoigne*B  Supposes,  1587,  A.  3.  8. 3: — *'  Step  to  him  all  ^t  once ;  take  him }  and  with  a  cord  tbit  I 
have  lay'd  on  the  table/or  the  nonce,  bind  him  haiM  and  foot." 

Ben  Jonson's  Folpmne,  A.  2.  S.  2  :  *'  Here*8  a  med&rioe /or  the  nones.*^ 

Nash't  Lenten  StuJ/",  15»9  :  **  Norwich  at  her  m^'esty*s  doming  in  progress  thither,  presented  her  nith 
a  shew  of  knitters,  on  a  high  stage  placed /or  the  nonae,** 

The  Wonderful  Yeare,  1603,  by  Tho.  Dckker :  *'  Oh  lamentable  !  never  did  the  olde  bwkinde  trage- 
dy beginne  till  now  :  for  the  wives  of  those  husbands,  with  whom  she  had  played  at  fast  and  loose,  raise 
with  their  nayles  sharpened  for  the  nonce,  like  cattes,  aad  tongues  ferliedly  cut  like  the  stings  of  sd- 
dcrs,  &c." 

Gascoigne*!  Works,  1587,  p.  272  s— <<  In  the  ende  she  iostXit  out  a  bookc  (which  she  bad  brooght  ^ir 
lAe  n«Rc«j4iid  bolUld  him  by  othe  to  accomplish  it.'' 
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Pkry.  I  mean  to  enjoy  the  world,  and  to  draw 
OQt  my  life  at  the  wiredrawer*s,  not  to  curtail  it 
•fat  the  cutler^s. 

Lsiff.  You  may  talk  of  war,  speak  hig,  conquer 
vorUk  with  great  words;  but  stay  at  home,  whore 
iDstead  of  alarms  yuu  shall  have  dances;  for  hot 
battles  with  fierce  men,  gentle  skirmishes  with 
£ur  women.  These  pewter  coats  can  never  fit  so 
well  as  sattin  doublets.  Believe  me,  you  cannot 
coooeive  *^he  pleasure  of  peace,  unless  you  des- 
pite  the  rudeness  of  war. 

MiL  It  is  so.  But  see  Diogenes  prying  over 
bis  tub  ! — Diogenes,  what  sayest  thou  to  such  a 
morsel? 

Dap.  I  saf,  I  would  spit  it  out  of  my  mouth, 
because  it  should  not  poison  my  stomach. 

Pkry,  Thou  speakest  as  thou  art,  it  is  no  meat 
for  dogs. 

Dia.  I  am  a  dog,  and  philosophy  rates  me  from 
carrion. 

Laii.  Uocivi!  wretch,  whose  manners  are  an- 
swerable to  thy  calling!  the  time  was  thou  would- 
est  have  had  my  company,  had  it  not  been,  as  thou 
nidst,  too  dear. 

Dio,  I  remember  there  was  a  thing,  that  I  re- 
pented me  of,  and  now  thou  hast  told  it :  indeed 
It  was  too  dear  of  nothing,  and  thou  dear  to  no- 
body. 

Ltis,  Down,  yillain,  or  I  will  have  thy  head 
brokeu. 

MiL  Will  you  couch  ? 

Pkiy,  Avaunt,  cur.   Come,  sweet  Lais,  let  us 

n  to  some  place,  and  possess  peace.    But  first 
a  OS  sing ;  there  is  more  pleasure  in  tuning  of  a 
voice,  thim  in  a  volley  of  shot.^^ 
MiL  Now  let  us  make  haste,  lest  Alexander 

ind  us  here.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Alexander,  IlEPncsTroN,  Page,  Diogenes, 
Apelles,  Campaspe. 

AUi,  Me  thinketh,  Uephestioo,  you  are  more 
melancholy  than  you  were  accustomed;  but  I 
perceive  it  is  all  for  Alexander.  You  can  neither 
brook  this  peace,  nor  my  pleasure :  be  of  good 
cbcar ;  though  I  wink,  1  sleep  not. 


Heph,  Melancholy  I  am  not,  nor  well  Content  t 
for  1  know  not  how,  there  is  such  a  rust  crept  in- 
to my  bones  with  this  long  ease,  that  I  fear  I  shall 
not  scower  it  out  with  infinite  labours. 

AUjc,  Yes,  yes,  if  all  the  travels  of  conquering 
the  world  will  set  either  thy  body  or  mine  in  tune, 
we  will  undertake  them;  But  what  think  you  of 
Apelles }  did  ye  ever  see  any  so  perplexed  ?  he 
neither  answered  directly  to  any  question,  nor 
looked  stedfastly  upon  any  ^ing.  I  hold  my  lifg 
the  painter  is  iu  love. 

Hepk,  It  may  be ;  for  commonly  we  see  it  in* 
cident  in  artificers  to  be  enamoured  of  their  own 
works,  as  Archidamus  of  his  wooden  dove,  Pyg> 
malion  of  his  ivory  image,  Arachne  of  his  wooden 
•swan;  especially  painters,  who  playing  with  their 
own  conceits,  now  coveting  to  draw  a  glancing 
eye,  then  a  rolling,  now  a  winking,  still  mending 
it,  never  ending  it,  till  they  be  caught  with  it ; 
and  then  (poor  souls)  they  kiss  the  colours  with 
their  lips,  with  which  before  they  were  loth  to 
taint  their  fingers. 

AUx,  I  will  6nd  it  out.   Page,  go  speedily  for 
Apelles,  will  him  to  come  hither,  and  when  you 
see  u'i  earnestly  in  talk,  suddenly  cry  out,  ApeU 
les*8  shop  is  on  6  re. 
Page,  It  shall  be  done. 
Alex,  Forget  not  your  lesson. 
Ueph,  I  marvel  what  yoqr  device  shall  be. 
Alex.  The  event  shall  prove. 
'   Heph,  I  pity  the  poor  painter,  if  he  be  in  love. 
Alex,  Pity  him  not,  I  pray  thee ;  that  severe 
gravity  set  aside,  what  do  you  think  of  love  ? 

Heph,  As  the  Macedonians  do  of  their  herb 
beet,  which  looking  yellow  in  the  ground,  and 
black  in  the  hand,  tbiuk  it  better  seen  than  touch- 
ed. 
Alex.  But  what  do  you  imagine  it  to  be  ? 
Heph.  A  word  by  superstition  thought  a  god, 
by  use  turned  to  an  humour,  by  self-will  made  a 
flattering  madness. 

Alex.  You  are  too  hard-hearted  to  think  so  of 
love.  Let  us  go  to  Diogenes* — Diogenes,  thou 
mayest  think  it  somewhat,  that  Alexander  co^ 
meth  to  thee  again  so  soon. 

Dio.  If  you  come  to  learn,  you  could  not  conaa 
soon  enough ;  if  to  laugh,  you  be  come  too  soon. 


''  Tkm  in  a  valley  ofihol — The  writers  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries,  paid  very  little  at- 
fcBtioo  to  the  manners  and  customs  either  of  the  times  or  the  country  in  which  the  scenes  of  their  dra- 
•u  were  laid.  They  frequently  introduce  allusions  to  facts  and  circunutances  in  one  age  and  country  pe« 
csJiar  only  to  another,  and  perpetually  violate  every  rule  of  chronology.    Beaumont  and  Fletcher  intro- 
dsceone  of  the  successors  of  .Mexander  with  a  pistof,  and  Shakespeare  is  ever  at  war  with  propriety  and 
probability.    Ben  Jonson  seems  the  only  poet  of  t^e  times  to  whom  the  charge  of  uniting  dissimilar  man- 
sen  and  dbcordant  periods  is  not  to  be  laid.     Later  writers  have  been  more  careful  of  falling  into  these 
■ittiikes ;  but  improvements  in  these  particulars  by  the  directors  of  our  theatres  have  not  kept  pace  with 
otben  whirii  have  been  with  propriety  adopted.     It  may  be  said,  that  these  gentlemen  have  rather  in- 
creased the  number  of  their  authors*  errors,  and  ntade  them  }^ilty  of  anachrouisnu,  where  their  writings 
do  not  j^ivc  the  least  countenance  for  them.     Absurd  as  it  must  appear  to  every  intelligent  spectator,  and 
iocredihie  t«i  every  informed  reader,  yet  it  is  certainly  true,  that  Hamlet  hiu  been  lately  represented  with 
all  the  decorations  of  a  modern  ordf  r,  (hat  of  the  l.lepbant;  and  it  is  reported  a  late  actor  was  with  dif- 
icttlty  prevailed  upon  to  forbear  arming  Macbeth  with  a  case  of  pi:3tol9  at  his  girdle, 

VOL.   I.  U 
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ittph.  It  would  better  ()ec6me  tTice  to  be  more 
courteous,  afid  frame  thyself  to  please* 

Dib.  And  you  better  to  be  icss^  if  jou  durst 
displease. 

AUx,  VVhat  dost  thou  think  of  the  time  we 
have  here? 

Dio.  lliat  we-have  little,  and  lose  mucL 
.  Alcx^  If  one  be  sicki  what  wouldst  thou  have 
him  do? 

Dio,  Be  sure  thaf  he  make  nbt  Ins  physician 
his  heir. 

Alex,  If  thoa  mightest  have  thy  will,  how  much 
ground  would  content  thee  ? 

Dio.  As  much  as  yon  in  the  end  most  be  con- 
tented withal. 

Alex,  What,  a  world  ? 

Dio,  No,  the  length  of  my  body. 

Alex,  Hephestion,  shall  I  be  a  little  pleasant 
With  him  ? 

Heph.  You  mky;  but  he  will  be  very  perverse 
with  you. 

Alex,  *^  It  skilleth  not,  I  cannot  be  tlngry  with 
him.  Diogenes,  I  pray  thee,  what  dost  thou  think 
of  love? 

Dio,  A  little  worser  than  I  can  of  hate. 

Alex,  And  why? 

Dio,  Because  it  is  better  to  hate  the  "things 
which  make  to  love,  than  to  love  the  things  wliidi 
give  occasion  of  hate* 

Alex,  Wbv,  be  not  women  the  best  creatures 
in  the  world? 

Dio,  Next  men  and  bees, 

Akx,  What  dost  thou  dislike  chie%  in  a  wo- 
naa? 

Dio,  One  thing. 

j^fer.  What? 

DicK  Thai  she  is  a  woman. 

AUx,  In  mine  opinion  thou  wert  never  born  of 
a  woman^  that' thou  thinkest  so  hardly  of  women. 
But  now  Cometh.  Apeiles,  who  I  am  sure  is  as  far 
from  thy  dioughts,  as  thoa  •  ait  from  his  cunning. 
Diogenes,  I  will  have  thy  cabin  removed  nearer  to 
tny  court,  because' 1  wilt  be  a  philosopher. 
,  Dio.  And  when  you  have  none  so,  I  pray  yoo 
remove  your  court  farther  from  my  cabin,  because 
I  will  not  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  Apellhs. 

Alex,  But  here  cometh  Apeiles.  Apclles,  what 
piece  of  work  have  you  now  in  hand  ? 

Apel.  None  in  hand,  if  it  like  your  majesty; 
but  I  am  densing  a  platform  in  n^y  head. 

Alex,  I  diink  your  hand  put  it  into  your  head. 


Is  it  nothing  about  Venth  ? 

Apel.  No,  but  iortething,*'  above  VeiSOSi 

Page,  Apeiles !  Apeiles !  look  a1>out  you,yodf 
shop  IS  on  nre. 

ApeL  Ay  me !  if  the  picture  of  Campasp^  hk 
burnt,  I  am  undone. 

Alex.  Stay,  Apeiles,  nO  haste,  it  is  your  heart 
is  on  fire,  not  Vour  shop ;  and  if  Campaspe  hah|i 
there,  I  woulcf  she  were  burnt.  But  have  you  the 
picture  of  Campaspe  ?  belike  you  love  her  well, 
that  you  care  not  though  all  be  lost,  so  she  be 
safe. 

ApeL  Not  love  her  t  but  your  majesty  knowl 
that  painters  in  their  last  works  are  said  to  excel 
themselves ;  and  in  this  I  have  so  much  pleased 
myself,  that  the  shadow  as  much  delighteth  m^ 
being  an  artiflcer,  as  the  substance  doth  others 
that  are  amorous. 

Alex,  You  lay  your  colours  grossly ;  though  I 
Could  not  paint  in  vour  shop,  I  can  spy  into  your 
excuse.  Be  not  ashamed,  Apeiles,  it  is  a  gentle* 
mau^  sport  to  be  in  love.  Call  hither  Campaspe. 
JVfcthinks  I  ndight  have  been  made  privy  (o  your 
affection;  though  my  counsel  had  not  been  IM^ 
cessary,  yet  my  countenance  might  have  been 
thought  requisite.  6ut  Apeiles,  forsooth^  loved 
under  hand,  yea  and  Under  Alexander's  nose,  and 
— but  I  say  no  more. 

ApeL  Apeiles  loveth  not  so ;  but  he  livetb  to 
do  as  Alexander  will. 

Enter  Campaspb. 

AJex,  Campaspe,  here  is  newt;  Apeiles  it  in 
love  with  you. 

Cam.  It  pieaseth  your  majesty  to  say  so. 

Alex.  Hephestion,  I  will  try  her  too.-^^}am- 
paspe,  for  tne  good  qualities  I  know  fn  Apellcsi 
and  the  virtue  I  see  in  you,  I  am  determined  yoa 
shall  enjoy  one  another.  Dow  say  you,  Campaspe^ 
would  you  say  ay  ? 

Cam,  Your  handmaid  must  obey,  if  you  com- 
mand. 

Alex,  Tliink  you  not,  Hephestion,  that  she  woaU 
fain  be  commanded? 

Heph,  1  am  no  thought-catcher,  bot  I  goda 
unhappily. 

Alex,  I  will  not  enforce  marriage,  where  I 
camiot  compel  love. 

Cam.  But  your  majesty  may  move  a  qoestioo, 
wiirre  you  be  willing  to  have  a  match. 

Alex.  Believe  me,  Hephestion,.  these  parties  are 
agreed ;  thev  %vouid  have  me  both  priest  and  wit- 
ness.— Apcftes,  take  Campaspe.    Why  move  yt 


-  <     i 
-   ^^  ittkiUeth  vtoiy  K  cw  it  matters  not;  it  Is  of  no  importance.    So,  in  Ly1y*9  Euphue$  and  his  EngUmi^ 
lAfitf,  p  Mi->~-*^  Whether  it  be  aa  inchaonted  leafe,  a  vearse  of  Fythia«  a  figure  of  Amphlon,  a  chaiac- 
ttr  of  Asdmnes,  an  image  of  Vnni§,  or  a  t»raunch  of  SybUla,  it  skilleth  not." 

Ai^aln,  p.  86 :— **  sayli^  that  it  skilleth  not,  how  loqg  things  were  a  doii^,  hut  how  well  they  were 
done,"  • 

41  ^^ooe—Former  editions  read  about. 
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nol?— Caqj^paspe,  t^e  Apelles.  Will  it  not  be? 
If  jott  be  ashamed  one  of  tbe  other,  by  m^  con- 
sent yon  shall  never  coroe  together.  But  dissem- 
ble oof,  Campaspe,  do  yon  love  Apelles  ? 

CSen.  FmrdoQy  my  >lord,  I  love  Applies. 

Aktl  Apelles,  k  fvens  a  shame  tor  yon,  being 
l«P8tf  80  openiy  of  so  foirji  viryi^in,  to  say  the  con- 
tnsrj.    Do  ^nm  love  Campaape  ? 

ApeL  Omy  Campaspe. 

Aiex.  Two  iomng  worms,  Hephestion  !  I  iper- 
«eive  Alexander  cannot  subttue  the  affections  4£ 
aKo,  though  be  conquer  their  countries.  Xave 
ftlMi  like  a  dew,  as  well  upon  the  low  graas,  as 
«pQo  ihe  hi^  cedar.  Sparks  have  their  heat, 
anCB  'gheir  gaH,  >dies  iheir  spleen^ — ^Well,  emoy 
eae  aoodier';  I  give  her  thee  fmnkly,  ApeMes.1 
Thou  shalt  see  that  Alexander  maketh  but  a  toy 
of  lore,  and  leadeth  afiection  in  fetters ;  using 
fancy  as  a  fool  to  make  him  sporty  or  a  minstrel 
to  nttke  him  merry.  It  is  not  the  amorous  glance 
of  an  eye  can  settle  an  idle  thoupht  in  the  heart ; 
no,  no^  it  is  children*s  game,  a  life  for  sempsters. 
and  scholars :  the  one,  pricking  in  clouts,  have  no- 
tfaiog  else  to  think  on ;  the  o&r,  picking  fancies 


out  of  books,  have  little  else  to  mskrel  at  Gof 
Apelles^  take  with  you  your  Campaspe ;  Alexan- 
der is  cloyed  with  looking  on  that,  which  thuu  won- 
ilerest  at. 

ApeL  Thainks  to  your  rni^festy  on  bended  knee : 
you  have  honoured  Apelles. 

Cam.  Thanks  with  bowed  heart;  you  have  blest 
Campaspe.  [£reiisr. 

j|/fic  -Page,  go  warn  Clyius  and  Parmeoio,  and 
Ihe  other  ;lon^  rto  be  in  readiness ;  let  thetrum^ 
pet  sound,  strike  up  the  drum,  and  I  will  present 
iy  into  Persia*— fHow  now,  Hephestion,  is  Alex- 
ander able  to  resist  love  as.  he  list  ? 

Heph.  The  conquering  of  Thebes  ^jvas.notso 
honourable  as  the  subduing  of  these  thoughts. 

Akx,  It  were  a  shame  Alexander  should  de- 
sire to  command  .the  world,  if  <he  could  not  com- 
mand himself.  But  come,  let  us  go,  I  will  try 
whether  I  can  better  hear  my  hand  with  my 
heart,  than  I  could  with  mine  eye.  And,  good 
Hephestion,  when  all  the  world  is  wan,  and 
every  country  is  thine  and  mine,  either  find  mo 
out  another  to  subdue,  or  on  my  word  I  will  fall 
ialove.  [Exeunt. 


Wl 


Tttfe  tffttXJGlfE  At  TfiE  HLACKMllfiRS. 


Wbete  tike  I'anA'ow^ioucheih^he  tree,  no/ca- 
terpillcta  wdl  hang  cii  the  leaves;  whe^  -the 
glow-wQrm  creepeUi  in  the  night,  no  adder  will 
go  in  the  day :  We  hope,  in  the  ears  where  our 
travails  be  lodged,  no  carping  shall  harbour  in 
those  tongues.  Our  exercises  must  be  as  your 
jodgment  is,  resembling  water,  which  is  always 
of  the  same  colour  into  what  it  runneth.  In  tne 
Trojan  horse  lav  couched  soldiers,  with  children ; 
sod  in  heaps  of  many  words  we  fear  divers  unfi^ 


^mong  toooie  'alfowlibie.  iBot  as  l>emo9thenes, 
with  dfteu  ^breltfthing  «p 'the  hill,  amended  his 
stammering;  so  we  hope,  with  SMiidry'lahdtirs'^ 
against  the  hair,  to  correct  our  studies,  {f  the 
tree  be  blastec^  that  blossoms,  the  fault  is  in  the 
wind,  and  not  in  the  root;  and  if  our  pastimes  be 
misliked,  tliat  have  been  allowed,  you  must  im- 
pute it  to  the  malice  of  others^  and  not  our  en- 
deavour.—And  so  we  rp^t  in  good  cas^,  if  you 
rest  well  can|^(. 


w-r 


'  *  JgainH  the  hair— Tha  phrase  occurs  |n  the  Jferry  Wivei  of  Windsor^  A,  2.  S.  S. ;  and  Mr  Stef  ^  •  i 
obienrefl,  that  K  is  *'  proverbial,  i|qd  b  taken  from  stroking  the  hair  of  animals  a  contrary  way  to  •. :  ^ 
iswbich  it  grows.    We  now  say  against  the  grahL** 

So,  la  Uekker's  Saiiromattrix :  "  Go,  let  huu  lift  up  baldness  to  the  sky ;  and  thou  shalt  sec 
tiili  Minever  8  heart  9ui/e  o^aiitiUAe  Aoir."  • 

Middlcton*s  Mayor  of  QuMorough^  A.  S.  S.  2 : 

* 

^*  Books  in  wo,men*8  hands  are  as  much  agaittjii 
■    Jht  hair  methinksi  ^  to  see  men  ff q|r  stoqu^^,|^ 
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THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  COURT. 


•  We  cannot  tell  whether  we  are  fallen  among 
Diomedes's  birds  or  his  horses ;  the  one  received 
some  men  with  sweet  notes,  the  other  bit  all  men 
with  sharp  teeth.  But  as  Homer*s  gods  conveyed 
them  into  clouds,  whom  they  would  have  kept 
from  curses ;  and  as  Venus,  lest  Adonis  should 
be  pricked  with  the  stings  of  adders,  covered  his 
face  with  the  wings  of  swans ;  so  we  hope,  being 
shielded  with  your  bighness's  countenance,  we 
«hall,  though  we  hear  the  neighing,  yet  not  feel 
the  kicking,  of  those  jades ;  and  receive,  though 
no  praise,  (which  we  cannot  deserve,)  yet  a  par- 
don, which  in  all  humility  we  desire.    As  yet  we 


cannot  tell  what  we  should  term  our  labours,  iron, 
or  bullion ;  only  it  belougeth  to  your  raajesty  to 
make  them  fit  either  for  the  forge  or  the  nunt ; 
current  by  the  stamp,  or  counterfeit  by  the  anviL 
For  as  nothing  is  to  be  called  white,  unless  it  had 
been  named  white  by  the  first  creator,  so  can 
there  be  nothing  thought  good  in  the  opinion  of 
others,  unless  it  be  christened  good  by  the  judge- 
ment of  yourself.  For  ourselves  again,  we  are 
like  these  torches,  wax,  of  which,  being  in  your 
highnesses  hands,  you  msy  make  doves  or  vultures, 
roses,  or  nettles^  laurel  tor  a  garland,  or  elSer  for 
a  disgrace. 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  ^  A  moste  excellent  Comedie  of  Alexander,  Campaspe,  and  Diogenes,  played  beefore  tbe 
Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  night,  by  her  Majesues  children,  and  the  children  of  Paules.  Im- 
printed at  London,  for  Thomas  Cadman,  1584,  4to.'' 

(2.)  **  Campaspe,  played  beefore  the  Queene's  Majestic  on  New-yeares-day  at  night,  by  her  Ma- 
jesties children,  and  the  children  of  Paules.   Imprinted  at  London,  for  Thomas  Cadman,  1584, 4to.* 

fd.)  **  Campaspe,  played  beefore  the  Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  night,  by  her  Bfajesties 
children,  and  the  childi^  of  Paules.  Imprinted  at  London,  by  Thomas  Orwin,  for  William  Broom^ 
1591,  4to.'' 

(4.)  **  Campaspe,  played  before  the  Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  night,  by  her  Majesdei 
children,  and  the  duldfen  of  Paules.  London,  printed  by  William  Stansby,  for  Edward  Bloeoi, 
1632,  12010."^ 


E  D  W  A  R  D .  II. 


roPBER  MarloIt,  a  writer  of  contiderable  eminence  in  his  time,  was,  according  to  Oldys,^ 
he  former  part  of  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Sixthy  and  received  his  education  at  Cambridge, 
i  of  hi$  birth  is  unknown,  as  are  the  circumstances  of  his  parents,  and  the  reason  which  in- 
m  to  quit  the  datinationfor  which,  by  the  nature  of  his  education,  he  seemed  to  be  intended, 
mng  the  university,  he  appeared  upon  the  stage  with  applause  as  an  actor,  and  then  com* 
b^anatic  writer  wiih  no  inconsiderable  degree  of  reputation.  His  character  as  a  man  do€8 
or  in  a  favourable  Ught,  He  is  represented  by  an  author,  ^  qkoted  in  Wood^s  Athene, 
u  **  giving  too  large  a  swing  to  his  own  wit,  and  suffering  his  lust  to  have  the  full  reins, 
means  he  fell  to  that  outrage  and  extremity  as  Jodelle,  a  French  tragical  poet  did,  (being 
"e  and  atheist,)  that  he  denied  God  and  his  Son  Christ,  and  not  only  in  word  blasphemed 
ity,  but  also,  as  was  credibly  reported,  ivrote  divers  discourses  against  it,  affirming  our  So- 
be  a  deceiver,  and  Moses  to  be  a  conjuror;  the  Holy  Bible  also  to  contain  only  vain  and  idle 
nd  all  religion  but  a  device  of  policy!*  ^  A  late  writer  ^  is  willing  to  believe,  that  the  whole 
w*s  offence  was  daring  to  reason  on  matters  of  religion  ;  than  which  nothing  could  be  a 
rime,  in  the  opinion  of  thou  who  did  not  dare  to  think  for  Jhemselves,  But  the  opinion  of 
lemon  will  have  leu  weight,  when  the  violence  <f  his  prejudices  against  every  kind  of  religi^' 
lishment  are  considered.  Mar  low  was  most  probably  a  diuipated,  abandoned  man  ;  and  the 
inces  of  his  death,  as  related  by  Wood,  sufficiently  prove  it :  **  Being  deeply  in  lave  with  a 
Toman,  he  had  for  his  rival  a  tawdy  serving-man,  one  rather  Jit  to  be  a  pimp,  than  an  ingc^ 
Tretto,  as  Marlow  conceived  himself  to  be.  Whereupon  Marbw,  taking  it  to  be  a  high  af- 
shed  in  upon,  to  stab  him  with  his  dagger ;  but  the  serving-man,  being  very  quick,  so  avoid'- 
rohe,  that  withal  catching' hold  of  Marlow*s  wrist,  he  stabbed  his  own  dagger  into  his  oirn 
sitch  sort,  that  notwithstanding  all  the  means  of  surgery  that  could  be  wrought,  he  shortly 
i  of  his  wound  before  the  year  1593.^ 

Titer,  Marlow's  character  stands  in  a  much  fairer  light,  Langbaine  '  observes,  that  he  was 
i  an  excellent  poet  by  Jonson  ;  ^  and  Heywood,  his  fellow-actor,  stiles  him  the  best  of  poets, 
flames  him  with  Sidney,  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  Daniel,  Sfcfor  having  mightily  enriched  and 
ly  invested  in  rare  ornaments,  and  resplendent  habiliments,  the  English  tongue,  Carew  * 
uh  antiquary,  places  him  along  with  Shakespeare,  where  he  says,  **  Would  you  read  Catullus, 
kespeare  and  Marlow*s  fragments,"  Nash,^  speaking  of  Hero  and  Ijcander,  says,  **  Of 
ine  Mus^us  sung,  and  a  diviner  muse  than  he,  Kit  Marlow,**  The  author  of  The  Returue 
nassus  '^  characterizes  him  thus : 

•  **  Marlowe  was  happy  in  bis  binkia*d  mote, 
Alas  I  unhappy  in  hu  life  and  end  : 
Pity  it  is  that  wit  so  ill  should  dwell, 
Wit  lent  from  heav*n,  but  vices  sent  from  hell." 


Addition!  to  Langbaine.  *  Beard*s  Theatre  of  God*s  Judjrnients. 

ig  the  papers  of  Lord  Keeper  Puckering,  in  the  British  Museum,  are  some  which  give  an  ac- 

hiarlow  s  principles  and  tenets.  *  Berkenhout*s  ilistoria  Literaria,  Vol.  I.  p.  :j5B. 

*•  *  -6  Verses  to  the  memory  of  Shakespeare. 

Dd  Part  of  Wit's  Commonwealth,  p.  280.  •  Excellencies  of  the  English  Tonnie.  n.  13. 

»  Stuff, 4fo.  1699, p.  12.  •  !«  1606,  A.  I.  8.^.  ^ 


158  EDWARD  11.  [Mablow* 

J)rmft<m  "  t»  f toe  Urwu : 

"  Next  Marlow,  bathed  in  the  Thetplan  springSy 
Had  in  him  those  brave  sublunary  things. 
That  yoar  first  poets  had ;  his  raptures  were 
All  air  and  fire,  which  made  his  verses  clear : 
For  that  fine  madness  still  he  did  retain, 
Which  rightly  shonld  possess  a  poet*6  brain." 

And  George  Peekf  in  The  Honour  of  the  Garter,  4to,  1593,  or  99,  mentions  him  in  this  manner : 

— ^  *'  Unhappy  in  thy  end, 
Marlow,  the  muses  darling  n^r  tliy  verse. 
Fit  to  write  passions  fo^the  souls  below. 
If  any  wretched  souls  in  passions  speak.'^ 

His  Dramatic  Works  are  as  follow  : 

1.  The  Tragedie  of  Dido,  gueene  i^  Carthage*  Flayed  hy  the  children  of  her  Mi^esties  ehappeL 
Written  by  Christopher  Mdrtowe  and  Thomas  Nash,  gent,  1594, 4to. 

2.  The  troublesome  Raigneand  lamentable  Death  ^Edmarde  tht  Secpid,  ifc, 

d.  Tamberlaine  the  Greaie.  Who,fr^omtk$  sltmte  ^  a  Shepherd  in  ^hia,  bt  his  raramtdwon' 
ierful  Conquetts,  became  a  moetjnustant  and  mightie  Monarque,  1€QS,  4to^  Ut  Pari,  B.  L^ 

4.  Tamberlaine  the  Greate.  With  his  impattianatefnricfor  the  death  iff  hU  Ltody  and  Uitejtkft 
^Senoerate :  his  Jorme  of  exhortation  and  diedpUme  to  his  three  tgmnes,  and  the  mtmner  ^his  avna 
death.    The  second  Part,  4/0. 1606, 4to.  B.  L. 

5.  The  Maseacre  (f  Paris,  mth  the  Death  of  the  Dkhe  ^  GtuMO.  A  Trugedy  pk^'d  ky  ih»  JE^ 
honourable  the  Lord  AdmiraTs  Servants,  Sto.  N.  D. 

6.  Thefamous  Tragedy  of  the  rich  Jew  of  Malta. 

7.  The  Tragicaa  Hietorie  tf  the  J^fe  amd  Death  ofj}oetor  FmutmSf  wkh  new  aidkiom,  1651, 
i/o.  fi.  JL  1663, 4/0.  B.  L. 

8.  Luefs  Dominion  ;  or,  the  Laedvious  Queen.    A  Tragedy,  ISmo.  1661. 
Besides  these,  he  mas  the  Author  of 

1.  Hero  and  Leander,  tranthted  from  Mus^us,  with  the  first  Book  of  Lacan,  4fo.  1600.  This 
translation,  or  at  least  Marloa/s  part  of  it,  nmst  have  been  published  before  1599,  being  mentioned  by 
eteeral  writers  earlier  than  that  year.  It  was  entered  at  Stationef's  Uali,  in  1598  and  1597 ;.  and 
■*  Henry  Petow^s  Second  fart  qjt'it  ajppeared  in  1598.    Marlue/s  part  woe  l^  ni^imihid,  andau 


"  Censure  of  Poets,  p.  ISM. 

**  llib  author  exceeds  all  the  paoegyristi  of  Bfatlow  in  tlie  exthmgance  of  his  eulogiuii.    Tke  M^ 
lowing  lines  are  taken  from  his  poem  :-^ 

*^  Marlow  admirM,  whose  honey  fiowlng  talneii 
No  finglbh  writer  can  as  yet  attaine. 
Whose  name  in  Fame's  immortall  treasuries 
Truth  shall  lecord  to  endles  memorie. 
Mario  late  mortall,  now  fram*d  all  divine, 
M'hat  soule  more  happy,  than  that  soule  of  thiqe  I 
Live  still  in  heaven  thy  soule,  th  v  fame  on  earth 
(Thoa  dead)  of  M#rlo^s  hero  findes  a  dearth.** 


J^^ 


<<  What  mortall  soule  with  Marlow  might  centcsri^  i  r, 

That  could  against  reason  force  him  stoope  or  bend;^  1^ 

Whose  silver  charming  toimg  mov*d  such  delight. 

That  men  would  shun  their  sleepe  in  still  dark  night,  . 

To  meditate  upon  his  goulden  lynes,  1. 

Hb  rare  conceyts  and  swcete  acconling  rimes.  *  ^ 

But  Mario  still  admired  Mario's  gon. 

To  live  with  beautie  in  Elyzinm, 

Immortal  beautie  who  desires  to  heare. 

His  sacred  poesies  sweete  in  every  eare  : 

Mariow  must  frame  to  Orpheus  melodic, 

Himnes  all  divine  to  make  heaven  hannoaie»  • 

There  ever  live  the  prince  of  poetrie, 

Uve  whh  the  living  in  etemitlc,** 
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Ud  iy  Ckofrntm.  AUitmgk  tkt  Vint  Book  of  Luean  it  mtntUmed  in  the  tUh-pagef  not  m 
'flua  tmthor  u  to  be  found  wUh  3iarhn/$  Work, 

^ertmime  of  OouTm  Elegiee;  by  C.  Mtirlpv,  i^mo.  at  Middieburgkf  no  dote,  Aftermordt  pub- 
wnik  nddkiinuy  under  the  title  ofAU  OvMff  Elegies,  Three  Books  ;byC.ILot  Middleburgkf 
<. 

Stnmnee^if  (firU  voiume  of  ShakespeorOy  p.  ^)  that^  in  theforip-Jirst  of  Queen  EUeohethf 
trmnelntions  from  Ovid  wore  commanded  by  the  Archbishop  qf^ Canterbury  and  the  Bishop  tf 
mtobe  buhst  at  Statioaot^s  Hall. 

was  alto  the  author  of  that  beauttful  Sonnet,  quoted  in  The  Merry  Wives  of  Wiodior,  A,  SL 
ailed  The  Posftiotiate  Shepherd  to  bis  Love ;  to  which  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  wrote  a  Reply.  Both 
neees  are  printed  in  Dr  rerctfs  Beliqaes  of  Andeiit  Fo€trj,VoL  L  p,  91& 
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EDWARD  II. 


Hter  Oavestov,  reading  a  letter  that  was 
brought  him  from  the  King. 

IV.  My  father  is  deceased :  come,  Gaoeston, 
share  tie  kingdom  with  thy  dearest  friend. 
words  that  make  me  surfeit  with  delight ! 
t  njteater  bliss  can  hap  to  Gavcston, 
live  and  be  the  favourite  of  a  king ! 
t  prince,  I  come ;  these,  these  thy  amorous 

lines 
t  have  enforced  me  to  have  swum  from 

France, 
like  I^ander,  gasped  upon  the  sand, 
Ml  wouldst  smife,  and  take  me  in  thiqe  arms. 
%ht  of  London  to  my  exil'd  eyeS| 


Is  as  Elysium  to  a  new-come  soul ; 
Not  that  I  love  the  city,  or  the  men. 
But  that  it  harbours  him  I  hold  so  dear. 
The  kins,  upon  whos^  bosom  let  me  lie. 
And  with  the  world  he  still  at  enmity. 
What  need  the  artick  people  love  star-ligh^ 
To  whom  the  sun  shines  both  by  day  and  night? 
Farewell  base  stooping  to  the  lordly  peers ; 
My  knee  shall  bow  to  none  but  to  the  king. 
As  for  the  multitude,  they  are  but  sparks^ 
Raked  up  in  embers  of  their  poverty, 
Taiiti :  I'll  fan  first  on  thennnd, 
Tkat.glanoeifa  at  my  lips,  and  flieth  away. 
But  how  now,  what  are  these? 
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[MabloiT^ 


.   Enter  three  Poor  Afen. 

Poor  men.Sucli  as  desire  your  worsbip*s  service. 
Gav.  What  caos^  thou  do  ? 

1  Poor.  I  can  ride. 

Oav,  But  I  liave  no  horse  -^What  art  thou  ? 

2  Poor.  A  traveller. 

Gav,  Let  me  see — thou  wouldst  do  well 
To  wait  at  my  trencher,  and  tell  me  lies  at  din- 
ner-time ; 
And  as  I  like  your  discoursing,  I'll  have  you. — 
And  what  art  thou  ? 

3  Poor,  A  soldier,  that  hath  ser\'ed  against 

the  Scot 

Gav,    Why  there  are  hospitals  for  such  as 
you; 
I  have  no  war,  and  therefore,  sir,  be  ^e. 

SoL  Farewell,  and  parish  b^  a  soldier's  hand. 
That  would'st  reward  thVin  with  an  hospital ! 

Gav,  Ay,  ay,  these  words  of  his  move  me  as 
much, 
As  if  a  goose  should  play  the  porcupine, 
And  dart  Jier  plumes,  thinking  to  pierce  my 

breast. 
But  yet  it  is  no  pain  to  speak  men  fair ; 
ni  flatter  these,  and  make  them  live  in  hope. 

lAside, 
You  know  that  I  came  lately  out  of  France, 
And  yet  I  have  not  viewed  my  lord  the  king ; 
If  I  speed  well.  Til  entertain  you  all. 

Omnes.  We  thank  your  worship. 

Gav.  I  have  some  business.      Leave  me  to 
myself. 

Omnes.  We  will  wait  here  about  the  court. 

[Exeunt. 

Gav.  Do: — these  are  not  men  for  me; 
I  must  have  wanton  poets,  pleasant  wits, 
Musiciaus,  that  with  touching  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  king  which  way  I  please: 
'^  Musick  and  poetry  are  his  delight ; 
Therefore  1*11  have  Italian  masks  by  night, 
Sweet  speeches,  comedies,  and  pleasing  shows; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  abroad, 
Like  Sylvan  nymphs  my  pages  shall  be  clad  ; 
My  men,  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the  lawn% 
Shall  with  their  goat- feet  dance  the  an  tick  hay. 
Sometimes  a  lovely  boy  in  Dian's  shape, 
With  hair  that  gilds  the  water  as  it  glides, 
Crownets  of  pearl  about  his  naked  arms, 
And  in  his  sportful  hands  nii  olive- tree, 
To  hide  those  parts  which  iiicu  delight  to  see, 


Shall  bathe  him  in  k  spring;  and  there  hard-faj/  •. 
'^One,  like  Acteon  peeping  through  the  grove^ 
Shall  by  the  angry  goddess  be  transform^, 
And  running  in  the  likeness  of  an  hart, 
By  yelping  hounds  puU'd  doivn,  shall  seem  to  Sty 
Such  tilings  as  tliese  best  please  hia  majesty. 
My  lord  here  comes ;  the  king  and  the  nobles^ 
From  the  parliament.    I'll  stand  aside. 

Enter  the  King,  Lancaster,  Mortimer  tenwr, 
Mortimer  /unior,  Edmund  Earl  of  Kent, 
Guy  Uar/o/' Warwick,  SfC, 

Edw,  Lancaster. 

Lan.  My  lord. 

Gav,  That  earl  of  Lancaster  da  I  abhor.  [Anth^ 

Edw.  Will  you  not  grant  me  this?  la  spite  of 
them 
111  have  my  will;  and  these  two  Mortimers, 
That  cross  me  thus,  shall  know  I  am  displeased. 

Mort.  ten.  If  you  love  us^  my  lord,  hate  Gave- 
ston. 

Gav.  That  villain,  Mortimer,  FU  be  bis  death. 

[Atide^ 

Mort.jun.  Mine  unde  here,  this  earl,  and  I 
myself. 
Were  sworn  unto  your  father  at  his  death. 
That  he  should  nc  er  return  into  the  realme : 
And  know,  im*  lord,  ere  I  will  break  my  oath. 
This  sword  of  mine,  that  should  ofTend  your  foes. 
Shall  sleep  within  the  scabbard  at  thy  need. 
And  underneath  thy  baancrs  march  who  will. 
For  Mortimer  will  hang  his  armour  up. 

Gav.  Mort  dieu  /  [Jsidr, 

Edw.  Well,  Mortimer,  Til  make  thee  rue  these 
words. 
Beseems  it  thee  to  contradict  thy  king?* 
Frown*st  thou  thereat,  aspiring  Lancaster  ? 
The  sword  shall  plain  the  furrows  of  thy  brows 
And  hew  these  knees  that  now  are  grown  so  stiffs 
I  will  have  Gaveston ;  and  you  shall  know 
What  danger  'lis  to  stand  againiit  your  king. 

Gap.  Well  done,  Ned.  ^  [Mide, 

Lan,  My  lord,  why  do  yon  thus  incense  your 
peers. 
That  naturally  would  love  and  honour  you. 
But  for  that  base  and  obscure  Gaveston  } 
Four  earldoms  have  I,  besides  Lancaster; 
Derby,  Salisbury,  Lincolo,  Leicester : 
These  will  I  sell,  to  give  my  soldiers  pay. 
Ere  Gaveston  shall  stay  within  the  realm; 
Therefore,  if  he  be  come,  expel  him  straigTif. 


''  Mtuie  and  poetry^  &c.— How  exactly  the  author,  as  the  learned  Or  Hurd  observes,  has  painted  iKe 
humour  of  the  time^,  whirh  esteemed  m.i5ks  and  shows  as  the  highest  indulgence  that  could  be  prbvidrd 
for  a  luxurious  and  happy  monarch,  we  may  see  from  the  entertainment  provided,  not  many  yean  after, 
fur  the  reception  of  King  James  at  Altbrop,  ia  Mortbamplonshire;  where  this  very  design  of  SiUn 
Ntfmpks^  Satiirsy  and  Acteuny  was  executed  iu  a  masque  by  Ben  Jomon, — Moral  aud  Political  Diaiogurs 
Vol.  I.  p.  11)4. 

'*  Ont  like  Acteon,  &c. — Sec  Orim  the  Culier  of  Ooyden. 
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£dw.  Barons  and^earlsy  joor  pride  hath  made 
me  mute; 
But  now  ni  speak,  and  to  the  proof,  I  hope. 
I  do  remember,  in  my  father's  dajs, 
Lord  Piercy  of  the  North,  being  highly  moved, 
Braved  Moubery  in  presence  of  the  king; 
For  which,  had  not  his  highness  loved  him  well, 
lie  should  have  lost  his  head ;  but  with  his  look 
The  undaunted  spirit  of  Piercy  was  appeased, 
And  Moubery  and  he  were  reconciled. 
Yet  dare  you  brave  the  king  unto  his  face : — 
Brother,  revenge  it,  and  let  these  their  heads 
Preach  upon  poles,  for  trespass  of  their  tongues. 
War,  O,  our  heads ! 
Edv.  Ay,  yours ;  and  therefore  I  would  wish 

you  grant — 
War,  Bridle  thy  anger,  gentle  Mortimer. 
Mor,  jun.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not;  .1  must 
•peak. 
Cousin,  our  bands  I  hope  shall  fence  our  heads. 
And  strike  off  his  that  makes  you  threaten  us. 
Come,  uncle,  let  us  leave  the  brainsick  king, 
And  henceforth  parley  with  our  naked  swords. 
Mar,  sen.  Wiltshire  hath  men  enough  to  save 

our  heads. 
War.  All  Warwickshire  will  love  him  for  my 

sake. 
Ian,  And,  northward,  Gavestoo  hath  many 
friends. 
Adieo,  my  lord,  and  either  change  your  mind. 
Or  look  to  see  the  throne,  where  you  should  sit, 
To  float  in  blood ;  and  at  thy  wanton  head, 
The'^glozing  head  of  thy  base  minion  thrown. 

[Exeunt  Nobles, 
Edv,  I  cannot  brook  these  haughty  menaces; 
And  I  a  king,  and  must  be  over-rul'd  ?— 
^tber,  display  my  ensigns  in  the  field ; 


ni  *«  bandy  with  the  barons  and  the  earls, 
Aud  either  die  or  five  with  Gaveston. 

Gave.  I  can  no  longer  keep  me  from  my  lord. 

Eda).  What,  Gaveston!  welcome — Kiss  not  my 
hand ; 
Embrace  me,  Gaveston,  as  I  do  thee. 
Why  should'st  thou  kneel  ? 
Know*st  thou  not  who  I  am  ? 
Thy  friend,  thyself,  another  Gaveston ! 
Not  Hilas  was  more  oiourned  for  Hercules, 
Than  thou  hast  been  of  me  since  thy  exile. 

Gave.  And  since  I  wcut  from  hence,  no  soul 
in  hell 
Hath  felt  more  torment  than  poor  Gaveston. 

Edw.  I  know  \t — Brother,  \velcome  home  my 
friend. 
Now  let  the  treacherous  Mortimers  conspire. 
And  that  high-minded  earl  of  Lancaster : 
I  have  uiy  wish,  in  that  I  joy  thy  sight ; 
And  sooner  shall  the  sea  overwhelm  my  land. 
Than  bear  the  ship  that  shall  transport  thee  hence. 
I  here  create  thee  lord  high  chamberlain, 
Chief  secretary  to  the  state  and  me, 
Earl  of  Cornwall,  king  and  lord  of  Man. 

Gave,  My  lord,  these  titles  far  exceed  my 
worth. 

Kent,  Brother,  the  least  of  these  may  well 
suffice 
For  one  of  greater  birth  than  Gave|ton. 

Edw,  Cease,  brother;  for  I  caunot  brook  theso 
words. — 
Thy  worth,  sweet  friend,  is  far  above  my  gift!^ 
Therefore,  to  equal  it,  receive  my  heart ; 
'^  If  for  these  dignities  thou  be  envied, 
ni  give  thee  more ;  for  but  to  honour  thee, 
Is  Edward  pleased  with  kingly  regiment.  '* 
Fear'st  thou  thy  person?  thou  shalt  have  a  guard 


*'  Ghting — Flattering.    See  Note ^  to  AUxandsr  and  Campaspe,  p.  I II. 

'^  Baiufy---Oppose  with  all  my  force,  toii$  viribut  se  opponere^  says  skinner,  voce  handy, 

'^  If  for  the»4  dijpiUieM  thou  be  envied — That  is,  hated;  in  this  sense  the  word  is  frequently  used. 

Green's  Thieves  falling  out : — '<  The  mayd  reply  ed,  that  she  spake  not  of  envj;  to  him,  but  of  meere  love 
•^  bare  unto  him.** 

Lily's  EuphucM,  p.  47  : — "  Although  I  have  bene  bolde  to  invay  against  many,  yet  am  I  not  so  brutish 
^M0M  them  all." 

Ben  Jooson*s  Devil  it  an  Jtty  A.  S*  S.  5  :— 


"  And,  I  am  justly  pay'd. 


That  might  have  made  my  profit  of  his  service; 
But  by  mistaking  have  drawn  on  hii  envy. 
And  done  the  worst  defeat  upon  myself.** 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  Merchant  of  Veniee,  A.  4.  S.  I* 

"  Kingly  regiment — Kingly  government. 

Mt^pkmet  and  his  England,  p.  Ill : — The  regiment  that  they  have  dependeth  upon  statute  laW|  and  thal^ 
it  by  parliament,  &c.*' 
Again,  Antony  and  CUopaira,  A.  3.  8.  6  :— 

'*  And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull.*' 

See  Mr  Steerens's  Note  on  the  last  postage. 
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Want'st  thou  gold  ?  go  to  my  treasury. 
Would'st  thou  be  loved  and  feared?  receive  my 

seal, 
Save  or  condemn,  and  in  our  name  command 
What  so  thy  mind  affects,  or  fancv  likes. 

Gave,  It  shall  suffice  me  to  enjoy  your  love, 
Which  whiles  I  have,  I  think  myself  as  great 
As  Cesar  riding  in  the  Roman  street, 
W*ith  captive  kings  at  his  triumphant  car. 

Enter  the  Bishop  of  Coventey. 

Edw,  Whither  goes  my  lord  of  Coventry  so 

fast? 
Bish,  To  celebrate  your  father's  exequies. 
But  is  that  wicked  Gaveston  returned  ? 

Edw.  Ay,  priest,  and  lives  to  be  revenged  on 
thee, 
Thnt  wert  the  only  cause  of  his  exile. 

Gave,  Tis  true;  and  but  for  reverence  of  these 

robes,  j    i . 

Thou  should'st  not  plod  one  foot  beyond  this 
place. 
BUh   I  did  no  more  than  T  was  bound  to  do; 
And,  Gaveston,  unless  thou  be  reclaimed, 
As  then  I  did  inCense  the  parliament. 
So  will  I  now,  and  thou  shalt  back  to  France. 
Gave*  Saving  your  reverence,  you  must  pardon 

me. 
Edw.  Thrt)w  oflF  his  golden  mitre,  rend  his 

stole, 
And  in  the  channel  christen  him  anew. 

Kent,  Ah,  brother,  lay  not  valiant  han^s  on 
him. 
For  hell  complain  unto  the  see  of  Rome. 

Gave.  Let  him  complain  unto  the  see  of  hell, 
m  be  revenged  on  him  for  my  exile. 

Edw.  No,  spare  his  life,  but  seize  upon  his 
goods ; 
Be  thou  lord  bishop,  and  receive  his  rents. 
And  make  him  serve  thee  as  thy  chaplain: 
J  give  him  thee — here,  use  him  as  thou  wilt. 
Gave.  He  shall  to  prison,  and  there  die  in  bolts. 
Edw.  Ay,  to  the  Tower,  the  Fleet,  or  w  here  thou 

wilt. 
Bish.  For  this  oflfenee,  be  thou  accurst  of  God. 
Edw.  Who's  there?  Convey  this  priest  to  the 

Tower. 
Bith.  Do,  do. 

Edw   But  in  the  mean  time,  Gaveston,  away, 
And  take  possession  of  his  house  and  goods. 
Come,  follow  me,  and  thou  shalt  have  my  guard 
To  see  it  done,  and  bring  thee  safe  again. 

Gave.  What  should  a  priest  do  with  so  fair  a 
house? 
A  prison  may  best  beseem  bis  holiness. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  both  the  Mortimers,  Warvitick,  and 

Lancaster. 


War,  Tis  true !  the  bishop  is  in  the  Tower, 
And  goods  and  body  g^veo  to  Gaveston. 

Lan,  What!   will  they  tyrannize  upon   the 
church  ? 
Ah,  wicked  king !  accursed  Gaveston  I 
This  ground,  which  is  corrupted  with  their  steps, 
Shall  be  their  timeless  sepulchre,  or  mine. 

Mor.jun.  Well,  let  that  peevish  Frenchmao 
guard  him  sure ; 
Unless  his  breast  be  sword-proof,  he  shall  die. 
Mor.  sen.  How  now  !  why  droops  the  carl  of 

Lancaster  ? 
Mor.jun,  Wherefore  is  Guy  of  Warwick  dis- 
content ? 
Lan.  That  villain  Gaveston  is  made  an  earl. 
Mor.  ten.  An  earl ! 

War.  Av,  and  besides,  lord  chamberlain  of 
the  realm. 
And  secretary  too,  and  lord  of  Man. 

Mor.  ten.  We  may  not,  nor  we  will  not  suflfer 

this. 
Mor.jun.   Why  post  we  not  from  hence  to 

levy  men  ? 
Lan.  My  lord  of  Cornwall  now,  at  evenr  word! 
And  happy  is  the  man  whom  he  vouchsaU», 
'^  For  vailing  of  his  bonnet,  one  good  look. 
Thus,  arm  in  arm,  the  king  and  he  doth  march : 
Nay  more,  the  guard  upon  his  lordship  waits; 
And  all  the  court  begins  to  flatter  him. 

War.  Thus  leaning  on  the  shoulder  of  the  kin^ 

He  nods,  and  scorns,  and  smiles  at  those  that  pass. 

Mor.  ten.  Doth  no  man  take  exceptions  at  the 

slave  ? 
Lan,  All  stomach  him,  but  none  dare  speak  a 

word. 
Mor,  jun.  Ah,  that  bewrays  their  baseness, 
Lancaster. 
Were  all  the  earls  and  barons  of  my  mind, 
WeMl  hale  him  from  the  bosom  of  the  king. 
And  at  the  courtrgate  hang  the  peasant  up ; 
Who,  swoln  with  venom  of  ambitious  pridie, 
Wtk  be  the  ruin  of  the  realm  and  us. 

Enter  the  Archbithop  ^Canterbury. 

Ifcr.  Here  comes  my  lord  of  Canterbury^ 

grace. 
Lan.  His  countenance  bewrays  he  is  displeased. 
^rcA.  First  were  his  sacred  garments  rent  and 
torn, 
Then  laid  they  violent  hands  upon  him ;  next 
Himself  impnsoned,  and  his  goods  asseized : 
This  certify  the  pojye ;— away,  take  horse. 
Lan.  My  lord,  will  you  take  arms  against  die 

king  ? 
Arch,  What  need  I?  God  himself  is  up  ui 
arms. 
When  yiolence  is  ofiered  to  the  churdu 
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Mor.jun,  Then,  will  you  join  with  us,  that  be 
bis  peers, 
To  banish  or  behead  that  Gaveston  ? 

Arch.  What  else,  mj  lords  ?  for  it  concerns  me 
near; 
The  bishopric  of  Coventry  is  his. 

Enter  the  Queen. 

Mor.jutL  Madam,  whither  walks  your  ma- 
jesty so  fast  ? 
Qu^eii.  Unto  the  forest,  gentle  Mortimer, 
To  li«*e  in  grief  and  baleful  discontent ; 
For  now  my  lord  the  king  regards  me  not, 
But  doats  upon  the  love  of  Gaveston. 
He  claps  his  cheeks,  and  hangs  about  his  neck, 
Smiles  m  his  face,  and  whispers  in  his  ears ; 
And  when  I  come  he  frowns,  as  who  should 

say. 
Go  whither  thou  wilt,  seeing  I  have  Gaveston. 
Afor.  un.  Is  it  not  strange,  that  he  is  thus  be- 
witched ? 
Mar.jun.  Madam,  return  unto  the  court  again : 
THat  sly  inveigling  Frenchman  weMl  exile, 
Or  lose  oar  lives :  and  yet  ere  that  day  come. 
The  king  shall  lose  his  crown ;  for  we  have  pMwer, 
And  courage  too,  to  be  revenged  at  full. 
Arch,  But  yet  lift  not  your  swords  against  the 

king. 
Lan,  No ;  but  well  lift  Gaveston  from  hence. 
War,  And  war  must  be  the  means,  or  he'll 

stay  still. 
Queen.  Then  let  him  stay ;  for  rather  than  my 
lord 
Shall  be  oppressed  with  civil  mutinies, 
I  will  endure  a  melancholy  life,        •  - 
And  let  him  frolic  with  his  minion. 
Arch,  My  lords,  to  ease  all  this,  but  hear  roe 
speak. 
We  ind  the  rest,  that  are  his  counsellors, 
Will  meet,  and  with  a  general  consent 
Confirm  his  banishment  with  our  hands  and  seals. 
Lan.  What  we  confirm,  the  king  will  frustrate. 
Mor.jun,  Then  may  we  lawfully  revolt  from 

him. 
War.  But  say,  my  lord,  where  shall  this  meet- 
ing be? 
Arch.  At  the  new  Temple. 
Mor.jun,  Content 

ilrcA.  And,  in  the  meantime,  111  intreat  you 
all 
To  cross  to  Lambeth,  and  there  stay  with  me. 
Lan.  Come  then,  letV  away. 
Mor.jun.  Madam,  farewell ! 
Queen.  Farewell,  sweet  Mortimer;  and,  for 
my  sake. 
Forbear  to  levy  arms  against  the  king. 
Mor.jun,  Aye,  if  words  will  serve ;  if  not,  I 
must  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Gaveston,  and  the  Earl  o/'Kent. 

Gave,  Edmund,  the  mighty  prince  of  Lan- 
oaster. 


That  hath  more  earldoms  than  an  ass  can  bear, 
And  both  the  Mortimers,  two  goodly  men, 
With  Guy  of  Warwick,  that  redoubted  knight, 
Are  gone  towards  Lambeth — there  let  them  re- 
main. [Exeunt. 

Enter  Nobles. 
Lan.  Here  is  the  fonn  of  Gaveston's  exile : 
May  it  please  your  lordship  to  subscribe  your 
name. 
Arch.  Give  me  the  paper. 
iMn.  Quick,  quick,  my  lord ; 
I  long  to  write  my  name. 

War.  But  I  long  more  to  see  him  banished 

hence. 
Mor.jun.  The  name  of  Mortimer  shall  fright 
the  king. 
Unless  he  be  declined  from  that  base  peasant 

Enter  the  King  and  Gaveston. 
Edw.  What !  are  you  moved  that  Gaveston  sits 
here  ? 
It  is  bur  pleasure,  we  will  have  it  so. 
Lan,  Your  grace  doth  well  to  place  him  by 
your  side. 
For  no  where  else  the  new  earl  is  so  safe. 
Mor.  ien.  What  man  of  noble  birth  can  brook 
this  sight ! 
Quam  male  conveniunt  / 
See  what  a  scornful  look  the  peasant  casts ! 
Fern.  Can  kingly  lions  fawn  on  creeping  ants? 
War.  Ignoble  vassal !  that,  like  Phaeton, 
Aspircst  unto  the  guidance  of  the  sun. 
Mor.jun.  Their  downfall  is  at  hand,  their  for- 
ces down : 
We  will  not  thus  be  faced  and  over-peered. 
Edw.  Lay  hands  on  that  traitor  Mortimer ! 
Mor.  sen.  Lay  hands  on  that  traitor  Gaveston  ! 
Kent,  Is  this  the  duty  that  you  owe  your  king? 
War.  We  know  our  duties, — let  him  know  ms 

peers. 
Edw.  Whither  will  you  bear  him  ?  Stay,  or  ye 

shall  die. 
Afor.  ten.  We  arc  no  traitors,  therefore  threat- 
en not. 
Gave  No !  threaten  not,  my  lord,  but  pay  them 
home! 
Were  I  a  king-^ 
Mor.jun.  Thou  villain !  wherefore  talk'st  thou 
of  a  king. 
That  hardly  art  a  gentleman  by  birth? 

Edw.  Were  he  a  peasant,  heing  my  minion, 
I'll  make  the  proudest  of  you  stoop  to  him. 

Lan,  My  lord,  you  may  not  thus  disparage  us.— 
Away,  I  say,  with  hateful  Gaveston. 

Mor.  ten.  And  with  the  earl  of  Kent,  that  fa- 
vours him. 
Edw,  Nay,  then  lay  violent  hands  upon  your 
king. 
Here,  Mortimer,  sit  thou  in  Edward's  throne ; 
Warwick  and  Lancaster,  wear  you  my  crown : 
Was  ever  king  thus  over-ruled  as  I  ? 
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Lan,  Learn  then  t6  rule  us  better^  and  the 
realm. 

Mar.  jun.  What  we  have  done, 
Our  hearc-blood  shall  maintain. 

War,  Think  you  that  we  can  brook  this  up- 
start pride  f 

Edw.  Anger  and  wrathful  fury  stops  my  speech. 

Arch.  Why  are  you  moved  ?  be  patient,  my 
lord, 
And  see  what  we,  your  counsellors,  have  done. 

AI(v  jun.  My  lords,  now  let  us  all  be  resolute, 
And  either  have  our  wills,  or  lose  our  lives. 

Edw.  Meet  you  for  this?  proud  over-daring 
peers ! 
Ere  my  sweet  Gaveston  shall  part  from  me, 
This  isle  shall  *°  fleet  upon  the  ocean. 
And  wander  to  the  unfrequented  Inde ! 

Arch,  You  know  that  I  am  leg:ate  to  the  pope; 
On  your  allegiance  to  the  see  of  Rome, 
Subscribe,  as  we  have  done,  to  his  exile. 

Mor.jun.  Curse  him,  if  he  refuse ;  and  then 
may  we 
Depose  him,  and  elect  another  king. 

Edw.  Ay,  there  it  goes,  but  yet  1  will  not  yield  : 
Curse  me,  depose  me,  do  the  worst  you  can ! 

Lan,   Then  linger  not,  my   lord,  but  do  it 
straight. 

Arch.  Remember  how  the  bishop  was  abused ! 
Either  banish  him  that  was  the  cause  thereof, 
Or  I  will  presently  discharge  these  lords 
Of  duty  and  allegiance  due  to  thee. 

Edw.  It  boots  me  not  to  threat — I  must  speak 
fair: 
The  legate  of  the  pope  will  be  obeyed. — [Aside. 
My  lord,  you  shall  be  chancellor  of  the  realm; 
Thou,  Lancaster,  high  admiral  of  our  fleet; 
Young  Mortimer  and  his  uncle  shall  be  earls; 
And  you,  lord  Warwick,  president  of  the  North; 
And  thou  of  Wales.    If  this  content  you  not,   . 
Make  several  kingdoms  of  this  monarchy. 
And  share  it  equally  amongst  you  all ; 
So  I  may  have  some  nook  or  corner  left, 
To  frolic  with  my  dearest  Gaveston. 

Arch.  Nothing  shall  alter  us — we  are  resolved. 

Lan.  Come,  come,  subscribe. 

Mor.  jun.  Why  should  you  love  him, 
Whom  the  world  hates  so  r 

Edw.  Because  he  loves  me  more  than  all  the 
world. 
Ah  !  none  but  rude  and  savage-minded  men, 
Would  seek  the  ruin  of  my  Gaveston  ; 
You,  that  be  noble  born,  should  pity  him. 

War.  You,  that  are  princely  bom,  should  shake 
him  off; 
For  shame,  subscribe  !  and  let  the  loon  depart. 

Mor,  sen.  Urge  him,  my  lord.  i 

Arch.  Are  you  content  to  banish  him  the  J 
realm?  I 


Edw.  I  see  I  must,  and  therefore  am  content. 
Instead  of  ink,  I'll  write  it  with  my  tears. 

Mor.jun,  The  king  is  love-sick  for  his  minioit. 
Edw.  n^'is  done— aud  now,  accursed  band  !  fall 

off"! 
Lan,  Give  it  me— I'll  have  it  published  in  the 

streets. 
Mor.  jun,  TU  see  him  presently  dispatched 

away. 
Arch.  Now  is  my  heart  at  case. 
War.  And  so  is  mine. 
Pern,  This  will  be  good  news  to  the  common 

sort. 
Mor.  sen.  Be  it  or  no,  he  shall  not  linger  here. 

[Exeunt  Nobles. 
Edw.  How  fast'  they  run  to  banish  him  I  love ! 
They  would  not  stir,  were  it  to  do  me  good. 
Why  should  a  king  be  subject  to  a  priest  ? 
Proud  Rome  !  that  hatchesc  such  imperial  grooms. 
For  these  thy  superstitious  taper-lignts, 
Wherewith  Uiy  Antiphristian  churches  blaze, 
ril  fire  thy  crazed  buildings,  and  enforce 
Thy  papal  towers  to  kiss  the  lowly  ground  ! 
With  slaughtered  priests  may  Tyber*s  channel 

swell, 
And  banks  rise  higher  with  their  sepulchres ! 
As  for  the  peefs,  that  back  the  clergy  thus, 
If  I  be  king,  not  one  of  them  shall  live. 

Enter  Gaveston. 

Gave.  My  lord,  I  hear  it  whispered  every-wber^ 
That  I  am  banished,  and  must  fly  the  land. 

Edw,  M'is  true,  sweet  Gaveston— Oh  !  nycrc  it, 
were  it  false ! 
The  legate  of  the  pope  will  have  it  so. 
And  thou  must  hence,  or  I  shall  be  deposed. 
But  I  will  reign  to  be  revenged  of  them ; 
And  therefore,  sweet  friend,  take  it  patiently. 
Live  where  thou  wilt,  Til  send  thee  gold  enough; 
And  long  thou  shalt  not  stay,  or,  if  thou  do'st, 
ril  come  to  thee ;  my  love  shall  ne'er  decline. 

Gave.  Is  all  my  hope  turned  to  this  bell  of  grief? 

Edw.  Rend  not  my  lieart  with  thy  too  piercing 
words : 
Thou  from  this  land,  I  from  myself  am  banished. 

Gave,  To  go  from  hence  grieves  not  poor  Gare- 
ston ; 
But  to  forsake  you,  in  whose  gracious  looks 
The  blessedness  of  Gaveston  remains; 
For  no  where  else  seeks  he  feficity. 

Edw.  And  only  this  torments  my  wretched  soul, 
That,  whether  I  will  or  no,  thou  must  depart. 
Be  governor  of  Ireland  in  my  stead, 
And  there  abide  till  fortune  call  thee  borne. 
Here  take  my  picture,  and  let  me  wear  thine* 
O,  might  I  keep  thee  here,  as  I  do  this, 
Happy  were  I !  but  now  most  miserable ! 

Gave.  Tis  something  to  be  pitied  of  a  kiag. 


«*  Fleet,'^Fleet  Is  tbe  old  word  for  float  .See  Notes  by  Mr  SteeTtiis.  Mr  Toilet,  and  Mr  Tyrwhit*,* 
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Edw.  Thoa  slialt  not  hence— HI  hide  thee, 

Gaveslon. 
Gave.  I  shall  be  found,  and  then  'twill  grieve 

me  more. 
£dm.  Kind  words,  and  mutual  talk,  makes  our 
f^nef  greater : 
TWrcforc,  with  dumb  embracement,  let  us  part — 
Stay,  Gaveston,  I  cannot  leave  thee  thus. 

Gave.  For  every  look,  my  love  drops  down  a 
tear: 
Seeing  I  must  go,  do  not  renew  my  sorrow. 

Eihc.  The  time  is  httle  that  thou  hast  to  stay. 
And  therefore  gi%e  me  leave  to  look  my  fill : 
But  coiTie,  sweet  friend,  Til  bear  thee  on  thy  way. 
Gave.  The  peers  will  frown. 
Edw.  I  pass  not  for  trieir  anger — Come, let's  go; 
O  that  we  might  as  well  return  as  go ! 

Enter  Edmund  and  Queen  Isabel. 

Queen.  Whither  goes  my  lord  ? 

Edw.  Fawn  not  on  roe,  French  strumpet!  get 

thee  gone. 
Queen.  On  whom  but  on  my  husband  should  I 

fawn? 
Cave.  On   Mortimer!    with  whom,  ungentle 
queen — 
I  «T  no  more — ^judge  you  the  rest,  my  lord. 
Qfieen,  In  saymg  this,  thou  wrong'st  me,  Gave- 
stun : 
Kt  not  enough  that  thou  corrupt'st  my  lord. 
And  art  a  bawd  to  his  affections, 
But  thou  mast  call  mine  honour  tlius  in  question  ? 
Gave.  I  mean  not  so ;  your  grace  must  pardon 

me. 
Edw.  Thou  art  too  familiar  with  that  Mortimer, 
And  by  thy  means  is  Gaveston  exiled ; 
fiat  I  would  wish  thee  reconcile  the  lords, 
Or  thou  shalt  ne'er  be  reconciled  to  me. 
Qii€en.  Your  highness  knows  it  lies  not  in  my 

power. 
Edw.  Away  then !  touch  me  not — Come,  Gave- 
ston. 
Queen.  Villain !  'tis  thou  that  rob'st  me  of  my 

lord. 
Gave.  Madam !  'tis  you  that  robs  me  of  my  lord. 
Edw.  Speak  not  unto  her;  let  her  droop  and 

pine. 
Queen,  Wherein,  my  lord,  have  I  deserved  these 
words  ? 
Witness  the  tears  that  Isabella  sheds, 
Witness  thi^  heart,  that,  sighing  for  thee,  breaks. 
How  dear  mv  lord  is  to  poor  IsabeL 
Edw.  And  witness  heayen  how  dear  thou  art  to 
me! 
There  weep;  for  till  my  Gaveston  be  repealed, 
Aseore  thyself  ihou  com'st  not  in  my  sight 

[Exeunt  Edward  and  Gaveston. 
Queen.  O  miserable  and  distressed  queen ! 
Would,  when  I  left  sweet  France,  and  was  em- 
barked, 
That  charming  Circe,  walking  on  the  waves, 
Had  changed  my  shape,  or  at  the  marriage-day 
The  cup  of  Hymen  had  been  full  of  poison. 
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Or  with  those  arms  that  twined  about  my  neck^ 

1  had  been  stifled,  and  not  lived  to  see 

The  king  my  lord  thus  to  abandon  me ! 

Like  frantic  Juno  will  I  fill  the  earth 

With  ghastly  murmur  of  my  sighs  and  cries; 

For  never  doated  Jove  on  Ganymede 

So  much  as  he  on  cursed  Gaveslon. 

But  that  will  more  exasperate  his  wrath! 

I  must  intreat  hi/n,  I  must  speak  him  fair. 

And  be  a  means  to  call  home  Gaveston : 

And  yet  he'll  ever  doat  on  Gaveston ; 

And  so  am  I  for  ever  miserable. 

Enter  the  Nobles. 

Lan.  Look  where  the  sister  of  the  king  of 
France 
Sits  wringing  of  her  hands,  and  beats  her  breast ! 
War.  I'lie  king,  I  fear,  hath  ill-treated  her. 
Tern.  Hard  is  the  heart  that  injures  such  a  saint, 
Mor.jun.  I  know  'tis  'long  of  Gavestou  sba 

weeps. 
Mor.  sen.  Why,  he  is  gone. 
Mor.jun.  Madam,  how  lares  your  grace? 
Queen,  Ah  !  Mortimer !  now  breaks  the  kingV 
hate  forth. 
And  he  confcsseth  that  he  loves  me  not. 
Mor.jun.  Cry  c|nittance,  madam,  then,  and 

love  not  him. 
Queen.  No,  rather  will  I  die  a  thousand  deaths; 
And  yet  I  love  in  vain — he'll  ne'er  love  me. 
Lan.  Fegr  ye  not,  madam :  now  his  minion's 
gone, 
His  wanton  humour  will  be  quickly  lefir. 

Queen.  Oh  never,  Lancaster !  I  atn  enjoined 
To  sue  unto  you  all  for  his  repeal ; 
This  wills  my  lord,  and  this  must  I  perform, 
Or  else  be  banislied  from  his  highness'  presence. 
Lan.  For  his  repeal,  madam !  he  comes  not 
back, 
Unless  the  sea  cast  up  his  shipwrecked  body. 

War.  And  to  behold  so  sweet  a  sight  as  that. 
There's  none  here  but  would  run  his  horse  to  death. 
Mor.jun.  But,  madam,  would  you  have  us  call 

him  home? 
Queen.  Ay,  Mortimer;  for,  till  he  be  restor'd. 
The  angry  king  bath  banished  me  the  court; 
And  therefore,  as  thou  lov'st  and  tender'st  me^ 
Be  thou  my  advocate  unto  these  peers. 

Mor.ji4n.  What  I  would  you  have  me  plead  for 

Gaveston  ? 
Mor.  ten.  Plead  for  him  he  that  will,  I  am  re- 
solved. 
Lan.  And  so  am  I,  my  lord ;  dissuade  the  queen. 
Queen.  O  Lancaster !  let  him  dissuade  the  king, 
For  'tis  against  my  will  he  should  return. 

War.  Then  speak  not  for  him,  let  the  peasant  go. 
Queen.  Tis  for  myself  I  speak,  and  not  for  him. 
.  Pern.  No  speaking  will  prevail,  and  therefore 
cease. 
Mor.jun.  Fair  queen,  forbear  to  angle  for  the 
nsh. 
Which,  being  caught,  strikes  him  that  takes  it 
dead; 
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I  mean  that  vile  torpedo,  Graveston, 
That  now,  I  hope,  floats  on  the  Irish  seas. 

Queen.  Sweet  Mortimer,  sit  down  by  me  a  while, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  reasons  of  such  weight, 
As  thou  wilt  soon  subscribe  to  his  repeal. 

Mor,jun.    It  is  impossible;  but  speak  your 
'  mind. 

Queen.  Then  thus ;  but  none  shall  hear  it  but 
ourselves. 

Lan,  My  lords,  albeit  the  aueen  win  Mortimer, 
IVili  you  be  resolute,  and  hold  with  me? 

JHor.  ten.'  Not  I,  against  my  nephew. 

Fern,  Fear  not,  the  queen's  words  cannot  alter 

him. 
War.  No  ?  do  but  mark  how  earnestly  she  pleads. 

Lan.  And  see  how  coldly  his  looks  make  denial. 

War,  She  smiles;  now  for  my  life  his  mind  is 
charged. 

Lan.  rU  rather  lose  his  friendship  I,  than  grant. 

Mor.  jun.  Well,  of  necessity  it  must  be  so. — 
My  lorris,  that  I  abhor  base  Gaveston, 
I  hope  your  honours  make  no  question; 
And  therefore,  though  I  plead  for  his  repeal, 
Tis  not  for  his  sake,  but  for  our  avail: 
Nay,  for  the  realms  behoof,  and  for  the  kinsfs. 

Lan.  fie,  Mortimer,  dishonour  not  thyself ; 
Can  this  be  true,  'twas  good  to  banish  him  ? 
And  is  this  true,  to  call  him  home  again? 
Such  reasons  make  white  black,  and  dark  night  day. 

Mor.  jun.  My  lord  of  Lancaster,  mark  the  re- 
spect. 

Lan.  In  no  respect  can  contraries  be  true. 

Queen.  Yet,  good  my  lord,  hear  what  he  can 
alledge. 

War,  All  that  he  speaks  b  nothing,  we  are  re- 
solved. 

Mar.  jun.  Do  you  not  wish  that  Gaveston  were 
dead? 

Pern.  I  would  he  were. 

Mor.  jun.  Why  then,  my  lord,  give  me  but  leave 
to  speak. 

Mor,  sen.  But,  nephew,  do  not  play  the  sophister. 

Mor,  jun.  This  which  I  urge  is  of  a  burning  zeal. 
To  mend  the  king,  and  do  our  country  good. 
Know  you  not  Gaveston  hath  store  of  gold. 
Which  may  in  Ireland  purchase  him  such  friends. 
As  he  will  front  the  mightiest  of  us  all  ? 
And  whereas  he  shall  live  and  be  beloved, 
rris  hard  for  us  to  work  his  overthrow. 

War.  Mark  you  but  that,  my  lord  of  Lancaster. 

Mor.  jun.  But  were  he  here  detested  as  he  if. 
How  easily  might  some  base  slave  be  suborned. 
To  greet  his  lordship  with  a  poynard. 
And  none  so  much  as  blame  the  murderer. 
But  rather  praise  him  for  that  breve  attempt. 
And  in  the  chronicle  enrol  his  name, 
(or  purging  of  the  realm  of  such  a  plague  ? 

Pern,  He  saith  true. 

Lan.  Ay,  but  how  chance  this  was  not  done  be* 
fore? 

Mor.  jun.  Because,  my  lords,  it  was  not  thought 
upon: 
Naji  morei  when  he  shall  know  it  lic9  io  at 


To  banish  hiro,  and  then  to  call  him  home ; 
Twill  make  him  vail  the  top-flag  of  his  pride. 
And  fear  to  offend  the  meanest  nobleman. 

Mor,  ten.  But  how  if  he  do  not,  nephew  ? 

Mor.  jun.  Then  may  we  with  some  colour  rise 
in  arms : 
For,  howsoever  we  have  borne  it  out, 
Tis  treason  to  be  up  against  the  king; 
So  shall  we  have  the  people  on  r»ur  side,^ 
Which  for  his  father's  sake  lean  to  the  king. 
But  cannot  brook  a  night-grown  mushrump^ 
Such  a  one  as  my  lord  of  Cornwal  is, 
Should  bear  us  down  of  the  nobility. 
And  when  the  commons  and  the  nobles  join, 
Tis  not  the  king  can  buckler  Gaveston, 
We'll  pull  him  from  the  strongest  hold  he  hath. 
My  lords,  if  to  perform  this  I  be  slack. 
Think  me  as  base  a  groom  as  Gaveston. 

Lan.  On  that  condition,  Lancaster  will  grant. 

War.  And  so  will  Pembroke  and  I. 

Mor.  sen.  And  I. 

Mor.  jun.  In  this  I  count  roe  highly  gratified, 
And  Mortimer  will  rest  at  your  command. 

Queen.  And  when  this  favour  Isabel  forgets. 
Then  let  her  live  abandoned  and  forlorn. 
But  see  in  happy  time,  my  lord  the  king. 
Having  brought  the  Earl  of  Cornwal  on  his  war. 
Is  new  returned.  This  news  will  glad  him  much ; 
Yet  not  so  much  as  me ;  1  love  him  more 
Than  he  can  Gaveston.    Would  he  loved  me 
But  half  so  much !  then  were  I  treble  blessed. 

Enter  King  Edward,  mourning. 

Edxc.  He's  gone,  and  for  his  absence  thus  I 
mourn. 
Did  never  sorrow  go  so  near  my  heart, 
As  doth  the  want  of  my  sweet  Gaveston ! 
And  could  my  crown's  revenue  bring  him  back, 
I  would  freely  give  it  to  his  enemies, 
And  think  I  gained,  having  bought  so  dcarafriend. 

Queen.  Hark!  how  he  harps  upon  his  minion. 

Edw.  My  heart  is  as  an  anvil  unto  sorrow. 
Which  beats  upon  it  like  the  Cyclops  hammers, 
And  with  the  noise  turns  up  my  giddy  brain. 
And  makes  roe  frantic  for  my  Gaveston. 
Ah !  had  some  bloodless  fury  rose  from  hell. 
And  with  my  kingly  sceptre  struck  me  dead. 
When  I  was  forced  to  leave  my  Gaveston  ! 

Lan.  Diablo,  what  passions  call  you  these? 

Queen.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  to  bring  yoa 
news, 

Edw.  That  you  have/parlyed  with  your  Morti- 
mer r         V 

Queen.  That-^OoiVeston,  my  lord,  shall  be  re- 
pcaPd. 

Edw.  Repealed !  the  news  is  Coo  sweet  to  be 
true! 

Queen.  But  will  you  love  me,  if  you  find  it  so? 

Edw.  If  it  be  so,  what  will  not  Edward  do  ? 

Queen,  For  Gaveston,  but  not  for  Isabel. 

Edw,   For   thee,  fair  queen;   if  thou  lov^ 
Gaveston, 
111  hang  a  golden  toogue  about  thy  necki 
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Seeing  thoa  hast  pleaded  with  so  good  success. 
Queen,  No  other  jewels  hang  about  my  neck 
Than  these,  my  lord :   nor  let  me  have  more 

wealth 
Than  I  may  fetch  from  this  rich  treasure— 
O  how  a  kiss  revives  poor  Isabel ! 

£dw.    Once  more  receive  my  hand;  and  let 
diis  he 
A  second  marriage  'twixt  thyself  and  me. 

Queen.  And  may  it  prove  more  happy  than  the 
first! 
My  gentle  lord,  bespeak  these  nobles  fair. 
That  wait  attendance  for  a  gracious  look, 
And  on  their  knees  salute  your  Majesty. 

Edw,  Courageous  Lancaster,  embrace  thy  king, 
And  as  gross  vapours  pensh  by  the  sun, 
Even  so  let  hatred  with  thy  sovereign's  smile ! 
live  thou  with  me  as  my  companion. 
Lan.  This  salutation  overjoys  my  heart. 
Edw.  Warwick  shall  be  my  chiefest  counsellor : 
These  silver  hairs  will  more  adorn  my  court, 
Than  gaudy  silks,  or  rich- embroidery. 
Chide  me,  sweet  Warwick,  if  I  go  astr^. 
War,  Slay  mc,  my  lord,  when  I  ofltend  your 

grace. 
EiUc.  In  solemn  triumplis,  and  in  public  shows, 
Pembroke  shall  bear  the  sword  before  the  king. 
Peat.  And  with  this  sword  Pembroke  will  fight 

for  you. 
Edw.   But  wherefore  walks  young  Mortimer 
aside? 
Be  thou  commander  of  our  roval  fleet; 
Or,  if  that  lofty  office  *'  like  thee  not, 
I  inake  thee  here  lord  marshal  of  the  realm. 
Mor.jun.  My  lord,  Y\\  marshall  so  your  ene- 
mies, 
As  England  shall  be  quiet,  and  you  safe. 

Ei»,  And  as  for  you,  lord  Mortimer  of  Chirke, 
Whose  great  achievements  in  our  foreign  war 
Deserve  no  common  place,  nor  mean  reward ; 
Be  you  the  general  of  the  levied  troops, 
That  now  are  read^  to  assail  the  Scots. 
Mor,  sen.  In  this  your  grace  hath  highly  hon- 
oured me, 
for  with  my  nature  war  doth  best  agree. 
Quttn.  Now  is  the  king  of  England  rich  and 
strong. 
Having  the  love  of  his  renowned  peers. 


Edw.  Ay,  Isabel,  ne*er  was  my  heart  so  light. 
Clerk  of  the  crown,  direct  our  warrant  forth, 
For  Gaveston  to  Ireland :  Beaumont,  fly. 
As  fast  as  Iris,  or  Jove's  Mercury ! 

Beau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  gracious  lord. 

Edw.  Lord  Mortimer,  we  leave  you  to  your 
charge. 
Now  let  us  in  and  feast  it  royally. 
Against  our  friend  the  Earl  of  Comwal  comes : 
We'll  have  a  general  tilt  and  tournament; 
And  then  his  marriage  shall  be  solemnized. 
For  wot  you  not  that  I  have  made  him  sure 
Unto  our  cousin,  the  Earl  of  Glou Wr's  heir  ? 

Lan.  Such  new^  we  hear,  my  lord. 

Edw,  That  day,  if  not  for  him,  yet  for  my  sake. 
Who  in  the  triumph  will  be  challenger, 
Spare  for  no  cost,  we  will  requite  your  love. 

War,  In  this,  or  aught,  your  highUess  shall  com- 
mand us. 

Edw,  Thanks,  gentle  Warwick :  come,  let's  in 
and  revel.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Mortxii ers. 

JIfor.  ten.  Nephew,  I  must  to  Scotland ;  thoa 

sta/st  Here. 
Leave  now  to  oppose  thyself  against  the  kin& 
Thou  see'st  by  nature  he  is  mild  and  calm : 
And,  seeing  ms  mind  so  doats  on  Gaveston, 
Let  him  without  controlment  have  his  will. 
The  mightiest  kings  have  had  their  minions : 
Great  Alexander  loved  Hephestion ; 
The  conquering  **  Hercules  for  his  Hilas  wept ; 
And  for  Patrodus  stem  Achilles  drooped. 
Aud  not  kings  only,  but  the  wisest  men ; 
The  Roman  Tully  loved  Octavius; 
Grave  Socrates,  wild  Alcibiades. 
Then  let  his  grace,  whose  youth  is  flexible, 
And  promiseth  as  much  as  we  can  wbh, 
Freely  enjoy  that  vaiu  light-headed  earl ; 
For  nper  years  will  wean  him  from  such  to^rs. 
Mor.jun.  Uncle,  his  wanton  humour  grieves 

not  me ; 
But  this  I  scorn,  that  one  so  basely  bom 
Should  by  his  sovereign's  favour  grow  so  pcr^ 
And  riot  with  the  treasure  of  the  realm. 
While  soldiers  mutiny  for  want  of  pay, 
He  wears  a  lord's  revenue  on  his  back. 
And,  Midas  like,  ^'  he  jets  it  in  the  cOuct^ 


**  Like  thee  Mol^See  the  Note  to  C^mdia,  p.  S4^. 

**  HercuUM^Mi  the  edition  read  UecUr.    S.  P. 

*i  HtjeU  it  m  the  court — To  jet  is  to  strut  about ^  or  walk  in  a  eupereiliouMj  affected,  or  hauf^hiy  mamer. 

So  in  Greeoe*s  Quip  for  an  upstart  Courtier ,  &c.  1502 :— **  To  see  in  tliat  pUce  such  a  strange  headless* 
€Ourtier  jettinge  up  aiid  downe  like  the  usiier  of  a  fense-scboole  about  to  play  his  prise."' 

Ibid — ^*  Was  he  not  called  to  be  dictatorfrom  the  plough,  and  after  many  victories,  what,  did  he  jet  up 
and  down  the  court,  in  costly  garments  and  velvet  breeches  ?" 

Cbnrcbyard's  ChaUengCy  \h93,  p.  »d: 

«  Some  in  their  ruffe  woold  jsl  about  the  hall.** 
Deckkar's  BeUmwn  of  London,  B.  S  :— *«  How  villainy  jeHes  in  silks,  and  like  a  god  adorde ! 


»» 


Dcckkar's  Bel-aMM't  JSight-waiketj  H.  4.«.*«  They  jetted  up  and  dowae  like  proud  trBgediuk** 
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With  base  outlandtth  ^  enilHons  at  his  heels , 
Whose  proud  fantastic  liveries  make  soch  show, 
Ab  if  that  Proteus,  god  of  shapes,  appeared. 
I  have  not  seen  a  dapper  jack  so  brisk ; 
He  wears  a  short  Italian  liooded-doak. 
Larded  with  pearl,  and,  in  his  Tuscan  cap, 
A  jewel  of  more  value  than  the  qrown. 
While  others  walk  below,  the  king  and  he, 
From  out  a  window,  laugh  at  such  as  we, 
And  flout  our  train,  and  jet  at  our  attire. 
Uncle,  'tis  this  that  makes  me  impatient. 

Mor,  ten.  But,  nephew,  now  you  see  the  king  is 
changed. 

Mor.  jun.  Then  so  am  I,  and  live  to  do  him 
service; 
But  whilst  1  have  a  sword,  a  hand,  a  heartj, 
I  will  not  yield  to  any  such  upstart. 
You  know  my  mind :  come,  uncle,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Spekcer  and  Baldock. 

BaL  Spencer,  seeing  that  our  lord  the  carl  of 
Glou'ster's  dead. 
Which  of  the  nobles  dost  thou  mean  to  serve? 

Spen,  Not  Mortimer,  nor  any  of  his  side; 
Because  the  king  and  he  are  enemies. 
Baldock,  learn  this  of  me ;  a  factious  lord 
Shall  hardly  do  himself  good,  much  less  us^ 
But  he  that  hath  the  favour  of  a  king 
May  with  one  word  advance  us  while  we  live: 
The  liberal  earl  of  Comwal  is  the  man, 
On  whose  good  fortune  Spencer's  hope  depends. 

Bal,  What !  mean  you  then  to  be  his  follower  ? 

Spen,  No,  his  companion;  for  he  loves  me  well, 
And  would  have  once  preferred  me  to  the  king. 

BaL  But  he  is  banished,  there's  small  hope  of  him. 

Spen.  Ay,  for  awhile:  but,  Baldock,  mark  the  end. 
A  friend  of  mine  told  me  in  sccresy, 
That  he's  repealed,  and  sent  for  back  again ; 
And  even  now  a  post  came  from  the  court 
"With  letters  to  our  lady  from  the  king ; 
And  as  she  read'she  smiled,  which  makes  me  think 
It  is  about  her  lover  Gaveston. 

BaL  Tis  like  enough ;  for  since  he  was  exiled, 
She  neither  walks  abroad,  nor  comes  in  sight. 
But  I  had  thought  the  match  had  been  broke  off, 
And  that  his  l^nishment  had  changed  her  mind. 

Spen.  Our  lady's  first  love  is  not  wavering  ; 
My  life  for  thine,  she  will  have  Gaveston. 

BaL  Then  hope  I  by  her  means  to  be  preferred. 
Having  read  unto  her  since  she  was  a  child. 

Spen.  Then,  Baldock,  you  must  cast  the  scholar 
ofl^^ 
And  learn  to  court  it  like  a  gentleman. 


Tis  not  a  black  coat  and  a  little  band, 

A  velvet-cap*d  cloak,  faced  before  with  serge^ 

And  smelling  to  a  nosegay  all  the  day, 

Or  holding  of  a  napkin  in  your  hand,* 

Or  saying  a  long  grace  at  a  table's  end, 

^'  Or  making  low  legs  to  a  nobleman. 

Or  looking  downward  witb  your  eye-lids  close, 

And  saying,  "Truly,  an't  may  please  your  hdnour," 

Can  get  you  any  favour  with  great  men  : 

Vou  must  be  proud,  bold,  pleasant,  resolute, 

And  now  and  then  stab,  as  occasion  serves. 

BaL  Speiicer,  thou  know'st  I  hate  such  formal 
toys, 
And  use  them  but  of  mere  liypocrisy. 
Mine  old  lord,  while  lie  lived,  was  so  precise, 
That  he  would  take  exceptions  at  my  buttons, 
And,  being  like  pins*  heaas,  blame  me  for  the  big^ 

ness; 
Which  made  me  curate-like  in  mine  attire, 
Though  inwardly  licentious  enough, 
And  apt  for  any  kind  of  villainy. 
^  I  am  none  of  these  common  pedants,  I, 
That  cannot  speak  without  propterea  quod. 

Spen.  But  one  of  those  that  saith,  guandoqui' 
denif 
And  hath  a  special  gift  to  form  a  verb. 

BaL  Leave  off  this  jesting,  here  my  lady  comes. 

Enter  the  Lady. 

Lady.  The  grief  for  his  exile  was  not  so  mudif 
As  is  the  joy  of  his  returning  home. 
This  letter  came  from  my  sweet  Gaveston ; 
What  nced'st  thou,  love,  thus  to  excuse  thyself? 
I  know  thou  could'st  not  come  and  visit  me : 

[Readi^ 
I  will  not  long  he  from  thee  though  I  die. 
This  argues  the  entire  love  of  my  lord  :    [Readt, 
When  I  forsake  thee,  death  seize  on  wy  heart. 
But  stay  thee  here  where  Gaveston  shall  sleep. — 
Now  to  the  letter  of  my  lord  the  king. 
He  wills  me  to  repair  unto  the  court. 
And  meet  my  Gaveston :  why  do  I  stay. 
Seeing  that  he  talks  thus  of  my  marriage-day? 
Who's  there,  Baldock  ? 
See  that  my  coach  be  ready,  I  must  hence. 

BaL  It  shall  be  done,  madam.  [Eiit. 

Lady.  And  meet  meat  the  Park-pail  presendy.— 
Spencer,  stay  you  and  bear  me  company, 
For  I  have  joyful  news  ip  tell  thee  of; 
My  lord  of  Cornwall  is  a  coming  over, 
And  will  be  at  the  court  as  soon.as  we. 

Spen.  I  knew  the  king  would  have  him  booe 
again. 

Lady,  If  all  things  ^^sort  out,  as  I  hope  they  will. 


1 


^  CulU<n»'~See  Note  87  to  Gammer  Gurton's  Needle. 

^s  Or  making  low  /r^s^See  Note  SO  to  The  Parson's  Wedding, 

^  I  am  none  of  these  common  pedants,  I — Dr  Fanner  observes,  that  this  duplication  of  the  pronoini  wai 
formerly  very  common.  See  several  instances  of  it  by  him^  Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr  Malooe,  in  note  to  fe- 
rood  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  A.  «.  $.  4. 

»7  Sort  9ur— Succeed,  or  take  effect.    Sortir  effect,    Cotgrave^ 
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vice,  Spencer,  shall  be  thoaght  upon. 
I  hambly  thank  your  iady^ip. 
.  Come,  lead  the  way ;  I  long  till  I  am 
there.  [Exeunt. 

Edward,  Edmund,  the  Queen,  Lancas* 
MoRTiiiER,    Warwick,    Pembroke, 
fT,  AUcndanU. 

.  The  wind  is  good,  I  wonder  why  he  stayi; 

ae  he  is  wrecked  upon  the  sea. 

R.*  Look,  Lancaster,  how  passionate  he  is, 

<U  his  mind  runs  on  his  mioiou ! 
My  lord. 

.  How  now!  nhat  news?  b  Gaveston  ar- 
rived? 

.  j'ttn.  Nothing  but  Gaveston  !  what  means 

yoor  grace? 

ve  matters  of  more  weight  to  think  upon ; 

ig  of  France  sets  foot  in  Normandy. 

.  A  trifle !  we'll  expel  him  when  we  please; 

1  me,  Mortimer,  wnat's  thy  device, 

t  the  stately  triumph  we  decreed  ? 

,jun,  A  homely  one,  my  lord,  not  worth 
the  telling. 

.  Pray  thee  let  me  know  it 

.  Jiifi.  But  seeing  yoa  are  so  desirous,  thus 

.    it  is  : 

'  cedar-tree  fair  flourishing, 

ose  top-branches  kingly  eagles  perch, 
the  bark  a  canker  creeps  me  np^ 

ts  unto  the  highest  bougn  of  all : 

>tto,  M^ue  tandem. 

.  And  what  is  yours,  my  lord  of  Lancaster? 
M^  lord,  mine's  more  obscure  than  Mor- 
tmiei^t. 

pports,  there  is  a  *^  flyine  fish, 

all  the  other  fishes  deadly  hate^ 

erefore  being  pursued,  it  takes  the  air  s 

ner  is  it  up,  but  there's  a  fowl 

izetb  it :  this  fish,  my  lord,  I  bear, 

)tto  this :  Vndique  man  est, 

.  Prond  Mortimer !  ungentle  Lancaster ! 

he  love  you  bear  your  sovereign  ? 

the  froit  vonr  reconcileroent  bears  ? 

a  in  words  make  show  of  amity, 

jrour  shields  display  your  rancorous  minds? 

all  you  this  but  pnvate  libelling, 

:  the  earl  of  Comwal  and  my  brother  ? 

«.  Sweet  husband !  be  content,  they  all 
love  you. 

rhcy  love  me  not,  that  hate  my  Gaveston. 

at  cedar,  shake  me  not  too  much ; 

u  the  eagics ;  soar  ye  ne^er  ft>  high> 

the  gresscs  ^  that  will  pull  you  down, 

que  tandem  shall  that  canker  cry 

te  proudest  peer  of  Britainy. 

thou  comparest  him  to  a  flying  fish, 


And-threat'nest  death  whether  h6  rise  br  fall, 
'Tis  not  the  hugest  monster  of  the  sea. 
Nor  foulest  barpy*  that  shall  swallow  him. 
Mor,  jun.  If  in  his  absence  thus  he  favours 
him. 
What  will  he  do  when  as  he  shall  be  present  ? 
Lan,  That  shall  we  see ;  look  where  his  lord* 
ship  comes. 

l^nter  Gaveston. 

Eda,  My  Gaveston  !  welcome  to  Tinmoulh ! 
welcome  to  thy  friend  ! 
Thy  absence  made  me  droop,  and  pine  away ; 
For  as  the  lovers  of  fair  Danoe^ 
When  she  was  lockt  up  in  a  brazen  tower. 
Desired  her  morev  and  waxt  outrageous. 
So  did  it  fare  with  me  :  and  now  thy  si^ht 
Is  sweeter  far,  than  was  thy  parting  hence 
Bitter  and  irks^ime  to  my  sobbing  heart. 

Gav,  Sweet  lord  and  king,  your  speech  pre^ 
venteth  mine. 
Yet  have  I  words  left  to  express  my  joy  : 
The  shepherd,  nipt  with  bititig  winter's  rage, 
Frolicks  not  more  to  see  the  painted  bpringi 
Than  I  do  to  behold  your  majesty. 

Edw,  Will  none  of  you  salute  my  Gaveston  ? 
Xan.  Salute  him  ?  yes$ — welcome,  lord  chanv> 

berlain. 
Mor,jun^  Welcome  is  the  good  earl  of  Com* 

waL 
War.  Welcome,  lord  Governor  of  the  Isle  of 

Mao. 
Pem.  Welcome,  master  secretary. 
Edm.  Brother,  do  you  hear  them  ? 
Edw,  Still  will  these  earls  and  baroos  use  me 

thus? 
(joD,  My  lord,  I  cannot  brook  these  injuries. 
Queen,  Ah !  me,  podr  soul !  when  these  begin 

to  jar. 
Edw,  Return  it  to  their  throats.  111  be  thy  war- 
rant. 
Gov.  Base,  leaden  earls,  that  gl6ry  in  your  birth, 
Oo  sit  at  home  and  eat  your  tenants'  beef ; 
And  come  not  here  to  scoff  at  Gaveston, 
Whose  mounting  thoughts  did  never  crec  p  so  low, 
As  to  bestow  a  look  on  such  as  you. 
Lan,  Yet  I  disdain  not  to  do  this  for  you. 

[Dratrs. 
£(/v.  Treason!  treason!  where's  the  traitor? 
Pern,  Here  !  here !  king :  convey  hence  Gave- 
ston, they'll  murder  liim. 
Gov.  The  life  of  thee  shall  salve  this  foul  dis- 
grace. 
Mor.  jun.  Villain !  thy  life,  unless  I  miss  mine 

aim. 
Queen,  Ah  !  furious  Mortimer,  what  hast  thou 
done? 


fitfing  JUh^The  Ex^eiUuM.    Set  Plinil  Nat.  Hist.  lib.  ix.  19. 

(Ufs— Or,  as  it  is  more  commooly  written,  Jes^t,  which,  Latham  says,  *'  are  those  short  straps  of 

whick  are  fastcaed  to  tlie  hawk*s  Irgget,  and  so  to  the  lease  by  vanrelS|  amlets,  or  such  like." 
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jifor.  No  more  thm  I  woiilid  mogwetp  w<pe  he 

slain. 
Edw.    Yen,  more   thaa  tfaou   canst  answer, 
though  be  live ; 
Dear  shall  you  both  abide  this  riotous  deed. 
Out  of  m^  presence !  coase  not  near  the  court  I 
Mor.  jun.   Til  not  be  barr'd  the  court  for 

Gaveston. 
Lan,  We*ll  hale  him  by  the  ears  unto  die  block. 
Edw.  Look  to  your  own  heads;  his  is  sore 

enou^. 
War.  Look  to  your  own  crowa^  if  you  back  him 

thus. 
Edm,  Warwick,  these  words  do  iH  beseem  thy 

years. 
Edw.  Nay,  all  of  them  conspire  to  cross  me 
thtts ; 
But,  if  I  live,  I'll  tread  upon  th^ir  heads. 
That  think  with  high  looks  thus  to  ti^ead  me  down. 
Come^  Edmund,  let's  away  and  levy  men ; 
rris  Kar  that  must  abate  these  barons'  pride. 

[Esit  the  King. 
War,  Let's  to  our  castles,  for  the  king  is  moved, 
Mor.jun.  Moved  may  he  be,  and  perish  in  his 

wrath! 
Lan.  Cousin,  it  is  no  deaKng  wkh  him  now. 
lie  means  to  make  us  stoop  by  (brce  of  aimsf 
And  therefore  let  us  jointly  here  protest, 
To  prosecute  that  Gaveston  to  the  death. 

Mor.jun.  By  heaven !  the  abject  villain  shall 
.  not  lite.  "^ 

'  War.  ril  have  his  blood,  or  die  in  seeking  it^ 
Pern.  The  like  oath  Pembroke  takes. 
Lan.  And  so  doth  Lancaster. 
Now  send  our  heralds  to  defy  the  king ; 
And  make  the  people  swear  to  put  him  down. 

Enter  a  Poit, 

Mor.jun.  Letters !  from  whence  ? 

Metsen.  From  Scotland,  xnj  lord. 

Jan.  Why,  how  now,  cousin,  how  fiu'e  all  our 

friends  ? 
Mor.  jun.  My  uade's  taken  prisoier  by  the 

Scots. 
Lan.   We'll  have  him  raasom*d,  matt;  be  of 

good  cheer. 
Mor.jun.  They  rate  his  ransom  at  five  thou- 
sand pound. 
Who  should  defray  the  money  but  die  king, 
Seeing  he  is  taken  prisoner  In  his  wars? 
ril  to  the  king. 
Lan,  Do,  cousin ;  and  111  bear  thee  company. 
War,  Mean  time,  my  lord  of  Pembroke  and 
myself 
Will  to  Newcastle  here,  and  gather  head. 


Mgr,ji$n,  Abopt  it  then,  and  wt  will  kOem 

you. 
Xan.  Eie  resolute  and  full  of  secrecy. 
War,  I  warrant  you. 

Mor.jun.  Cousin,  and  if  he  will  not  ransom 
hinv 
ril  thnnder  such  a  peal  into^his  ears. 
As  never  subject  did  unto  his  king. 

Lea.  Content,  111  bear  asy  pari— Holla  I  wlio's 

there  ? 
Mor.jun.  Ay,  many,  such  aguaid  at  this  doth 

well. 
Lan.  Lead  on  the  way. 
Oumrd.  Whither  will  your  lordships } 
Mor.jun.  Whither  else  but  to  the  king  ? 
Guard.  His  highness  is  disposed  to  be  alone. 
Lan.  Why,  so  1^  may;  but  we  wiU  speak  to  him. 
Ouard,  Yoa  may  not  in,  piy  iord. 
Mor.jun.  May  we  not? 

Enter  Edward. 

Edw.  How  new !  what  noise  as  this ! 
Who  have  we  there  ?  is't  you? 

Mor.jun,  Nay,  stay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring 
you  news; 
Mine  uncle  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Soots. 
Edw,  Then  ransom  him. 
Lan,  Twas  in  your  wars,  you  should  ranioei 

him. 
Mor.jun.  And  you  shall  ransom  him,  or  ela^— 
Edm.  What!  Mordmtfr,  you  will  not  threaten 

him? 
Edw.  Quiet  yoarself ;  you  shall  have  the  heoad 
oeai, 
To  gather  for  him  throughout  the  tealm. 
Lan.  Your  minion  Gaveston  hath  taught  yoe 

this. 
Mor.jun.  My  lord,  the  family  of  the  Morti- 
moa 
Are  not  so  |>ooi^  kmx^  would  they  sell  their  land. 
Could  levy  men  enough  to  angjer  yon. 
W«  sever  begt  but  use  such  prayers  as  these. 
Edw,  ShalTl  still  be  hauated  thus  ? 
Mor.jun.  Nay^  now  you  are  here  alone,  IH 

speak  mv  aaind. 
Lan.  And  so  will  I,  and  then,  my  lord,  iarewelL 
Mor.jun.  The  idle  triumphs^  mask%  lasdvises 
shews, 
And  prodigal  pSts  bestowed  on  Gaveston, 
Have  drawn  thy  treasure  dry,  and  made  thee  w^ ; 
The  murmuring  commons,  overstretched,  break. '° 
Lan.  Look  for  rebellion,  look  to  be  deposed; 
Thy  garrisons  are  beaten  out  of  France, 
And,  lene  nnd  poor,  lie  groaning  at  the  gales. 
The  wild  Qneyl^  wkh  swarms  of ''  Irish  kcras, 


3^  Breoil— All  the  edItliMM  read  AflM. 

3'  Jruh  Kenu^^*  Kern  hi  Ireland  is  a  kind  of  foot  soaldier  lightly  armed  with  a  dart  or  Atyn, 
Blount's  GloBsary,     '«  The  kerne,"  says  Bnmdhy  R^dke,  in  hfs  DtKrifUanxf  /reknd,  lilO,  p.  ST.  sre 
**tbe  very  drowe  ane  scorn  of  tlie  coontiey,  a  gcneiatioa ef  vUlataa  not  worthy  to  live:  Iheie  be 
they  that 4ive  by  roMnag  aad  ip<nUlagShepoDse  eeaatreyman,  Ihat.asakcliijbim  many  ttOKS  io  boy  bfsei 
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live  mutanutitd  wilhiii  tlie  ^  EnglMi  |ift1«. 
UotD  the  walls  of  ToHc  the  Scots  male  road^ 
And  aaresisted  draw  %way  rich  spoils. 

Mar,jtin,  The  haughty  Dane  cofMnands  the 
narrow  seas, 
While  in  the  harbour  ride  thj  ships  nntigged. 
LmH.  What  foreign  prince  sends  thee  embassa- 
dors? 
Mar.  Who  loves  thee  f  bot  a  ''  sort  of  flatterers. 
Lam.  Thj  gentle  queen,  sole  sister  to  Valojs, 
Cooiplains  that  thou  hast  left  ber  all  forlorn. 
Mor,  jun.  Tbj  court  is  naked,  being  bereft  pf 
tbose^ 


That  male  a  king  seem  glorious  to  the  world; 
I  mean  the  peers,  whom  thou  shouM'st  dearly  love : 
Libels  are  cast  against  thee  in  the  street ; 
Ballads  and  rhimes  made  of  thy  overthrow. 
Lan.  The  Northern  Borderers,  seeing  their 

houses  burnt, 
Tbcir  wives  and  children  slain,  run  up  and  down. 
Cursing  the  name  of  thee  and  Oaveston. 

Mor.  jun.  When  wert  thou  in  the  field  with 

banner  spread  ? 
But  once:  and  then  thy  soldiers  marched  like 

players. 


to  five  wAo  them,  tbongli  he  want  for  hiaiielfe  and  his  poere  childreQ.  These  are  they,  that  are  ready 
t»  ran  oat  with  everie  rebell ;  and  these  are  the  verle  hagt  of  bell,  fit  for  nothing  but  for  the  j^allows.'* 
The  fbOowiag  description  of  the  Irish  in  general,  and  of  the  dress  of  the  hem  in  particalar,  is  extracted 
from  the  Second  Part  of  The  Image  of  Irtlmtde^  by  John  Derrir]^,  4to,  B.  L.  12^1 : 

''  This  bride  it  Is  the  9oUe» 

The  brideg roaie  is  the  kame, 
l/V&th  writhed  glibbes  like  wicked  sprits, 

With  visage  rough  and  steame. 
With  scuUes  upon  their  ponies. 

Instead  of  ciyill  cappes : 
With  speares  hi  hand,  and  iwordes  by  sides, 

To  beare  of  after  clapfes: 
With  jacekettes  long  and  large, 

Whicbe  throade  simplicitie ; 
Though  spitfall  dartes  which  tbei  do  bcare 

Iniporte  iniquitie, 
Their  skirtes  be  verie  strange, 

Not  reacbiB^  paste  the  tb&e : 
With  pleates  on  plcates  they  pleated  are. 

As  thicke  as  pleates  may  lye. 
Whose  sieves  hang  trailing  doune 

Almost  unto  the  shoe: 
And  with  a  mantle  commonlie, 

The  Irish  kame  doe  goe. 
Kow  some  emoagst  the  reste. 

Doe  nse  an  other  weede : 
A  coate  I  meane  of  strange  device. 

Which  foncie  first  did  breede. 
His  skirtes  be  verle  shorte, 

With  pleates  set  thicke  about. 
And  Irish  trouzes,'*  &c. 


The  MBne  writer  hafh  gHren  a  long  detail  of  the  manners  of  the  Irish  kemi.   See  alio  Dr  Watburton's 
Koee  ea  JfacMA,  A.  I,  S.  9. 

3^  EagiiMk  paU--**  The  EnglUh  pale^'*  says  Boate,  hi  hto  Jrfl«id*s  Naiwral  HUtory^  16117,  p.  7.  '<  com- 
prehendeth  onlie  four  counties,  one  whereof  is  in  Ulster,  viz.  Louth,  and  the  other  three  in  Leinster,  to 
wH^  Meath,  Dublin,  and  Klldare :  the  original  of  which  divbion  is  this.    The  EngliA  at  the  first  con- 
^aest,  under  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Second,  having  within  a  little  time  conquered  great  part  of  Ireland, 
did  aflerwardsi  hi  the  space  of  not  very  many  yeares,^ake  themselves  masten  of  almost  all  the  rest,  ha- 
vfa^  expelled  the  natives  (called  the  Wild  Irish,  l>ecanse  that  in  all  manner  of  wlldness  they  may  be  com- 
pared with  the  most  barbanms  nations  of  the  earth)  Into  the  desart  woods  and  mountains.  But  afterwards 
heln^  fallen  at  odds  among  themselves,  and  making  several  great  warres  the  one  upon  the  other,  the  Irish 
thereby  got  the  opportonitie  to  recover  now  this,  and  then  that  part  of  the  land;  whereby,  and  through 
the  dci^eneratiag  of  a  great  many  from  tioie  to  time,  who,  joining  themselves  with  the  Iruh,  took  upon 
them  their  wild  fashions  and  their  language,  the  Engltoh  in  length  of  time  came  to  be  so  much  weakened, 
that  at  last  nothing  remained  to  them  of  the  whole  kingdome  worth  the  speaking  of,  but  the  great  citiej 
and  the  forenamed  four  counties ;  %k  whom  the  name  of  Pale  was  given,  because  that  the  authority  and 
government  of  the  kings  of  Enghuid,  and  the  Englbh  colonies  or  plantations,  which  before  had  been 
spread  over  the  whole  land,  now  Were  redaced  to  so  small  a  compass,  and  as  it  were  impaled  within  the 
same.** 
*  •  31  5or«— See  Note  4.  to  Qamner  Qwrton*i  Iftedh, 
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With  ^^ garish  robes,  not  armour;  and  thyselfy 
3edaub'd  with  gold,  rode  laughiog  at  the  rest. 
Nodding  and  shaking  of  thy  spangled  crest. 
Where  women's  favours  hung  like  labels  down. 

Lan.  And  thereof  came  it,  that  (he  fleering 
Scots, 
To  England's  high  disgrace^  ^^  have  made  this  jig; 
^^  Maids  of  England^  sore  may  you  tnoom, 
Tor  your  lemwontyou  have  ioMt,  at  Bennocki  kom, 
With  a  heave  and  a  ho, 
What  weeneth  the  king  of  England^ 
So  soon  to  have  won  Scotland, 
With  a  rowbelow  f 

Mor.  Wiffoaotf  shall  fly,  to  set  my  uncle  free. 

Lan,  And  when  'tis  gone,  our  swords  shall  pur- 
chase more. 
If  Yje  be  moved,  revenge  it  as  you  can ; 
Louk  next  to  see  us  with  our  ensigns  spread. 

[Exeunt  Nobles. 

Eduf,  My  swelling  heart  for  very  anger  breaks ! 
How  oft  have  |  been  baited  by  these  peers, 
A  nd  dare  not  be  revenged,  for  their  bower  is  great ! 
•  Yet,  sluiU  the  crowing  of  these  cocaerels 
Afii'igiit  a  lion  ?  Edward,  unfold  thy  paws. 
And  let  their  lives'  blood  slake  thy  fury's  hunger. 
If  1  be  cruel  and  grow  tyrannous, 
Mow  let  rhem  thank  themselves,  and  rue  too  late. 

Kent.  My  lord,  I  see  your  love  to  Gaveston 
Will  be  the  ruin  of  the  reahn  and  you ; 
For  now  the  wrathful  nobles  threaten  wars ;  ^ 
And  therefore,  brother,  banish  him  for  ever. 


Edw,  Art  thou  an  enemy  to  iny  Gavatton  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  and  it  grieves  me  that  I  favoured  him^ 

Edw,  Traitor,  be  gone !  whine  thou  with  Mor- 
timer. 

Kent,  So  will  I,  rather  than  witli  Gaveston. 

Edw,  Out  of  my  sight,  and  trouble  n»e  no  more  I 

Kent,  Na  marvel  that  thou  scorn  tby  noble 
peers, 
Wlien  I,  thy  brother,  am  rBJected  thus.        VEteitm 

Edw,  Away  1; — ^Poor  Gaveston,  that  hast  no  friend 
but  me ! — 
Do  what  they  can,  we'll  live  in  Tinmouth  h^re. 
And,  to  I  walk  with  him  about  the  walls. 
What  care  I  thoo^  the^arls  begirt  us  round  !— 
Here  cometh  she  that's  cause  of  all  these  jars. 

Enter  the  Queen,  three  Ladies,  Baldock,  and 

Spencer. 

Queen,  My  lord,  'tis  thought  the  earls  are  up  in 

arms. 
Edw,  Ay,  and  'tis  likewise  thought  you  favour 

them. 
Queen,  Thus  do  you  still  suspect  me  without 

cause  ?  ■ 
Ladies,  Sweet  uncle !  speak  more  kindly  to  the 

queen. 
Gave,  M^  lord,  dissemble  with  her,  speak  her 

fair. 
Edw.  Pardon  me,  sweet !  I  forgot  nnrself. 
Queen.  Your  pardon  is  quickly  got  of  Isabell. 
Edw,  The  younger  Mortimer  is  grown  so  brave^ 


^^  Garish — Splcpdid,  gaudy.    A  word  used  by  Shakespeare,  Richard  IlL  A.  4.  S  4  :  * 

. "  a  garish  flag*" 

Momeo  and  Juliet,  A.  3.  S,  4 1 

**  all  the  world  shall  be  In  love  with  night. 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun*" 

And  by  Milton,  /I  PenserotOy  1. 141 : 

**  Hide  me  from  day's  garish  eye." 

3'  Have  made  this  jig : — A  jig,  in  Blarlow's  time,  was  not  a  dance  on\y,  if  at  all,  but  a  ballad.    lo  Ih^ 
Jlarleian  Collrctipn  of  Old  Ballads,  now  in  the  possession  of  Thomas  Pearson,  Esq., are  several  onderthi* 
title,  as,  **  >f  Northemejige,  called  Vaintie  come  thou  to  me.**  *<  ji  merry  new  jigge,  or  the  pleatmd  wwmg' 
bettcixt  Kit  and  PeggeJ'  **  The  West  Comtry  Jigg,  or  A  J)reHchmore  Galliardr  and  several  othc^ 

Again,  in  The  Fatall  Contract,  by  Uemmings,  A.  4.  S.  4 : 


« 


Wcc'l  hear  yonrjigg, 

I • «._ff I  aI.I«J   f$ 


How  is  year  ballad  titl*d.* 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Hamlet,  A.  S.  S.  9. 

3^  Maids  of  England,  &c.— In  Fabian^s  Chronicle,  p.  155.  Vol.  11.  these  verses  are  given  with  soaie 
variation.  **  Than  the  Seottcs  enflamed  with  pryde  in  derysyon  of  the  Knglisbmen,  made  thys  rymea* 
folowcth  I 

"  Mayden»  of  Englande  sore  may  ye  mome. 

For  your  jemmans  ye  have  lost  at  Banockys  borne, 

Wyth  heve  a  lowe. 
WM  weneth  the  king  of  England, 
So  soooe.  to  have  wone  Scotlande, 
**  Wyth  rambylowe. 

*'  Thys  songe  was  nr(ern>a|iy  daies  song  in  dnunces  in  the  rarols  of  the  maydens  and  roynstrello  <^ 
Scotland,  to  the  reprole  and  disdnync  pf  Engly^bcq^cn,  ^  ilb  d\vcrb  other  wbycb  1  o^cr  pasac.*' 
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That  to  nqr  iace  he  threatens  dvil  wan. 

G^ve.  Why  do  you  not  commit  him  to  the 
Tower? 

Edw.  I  dare  not,  for  the  people  love  him  well. 

Gave,  Why  then  we'll  have  dim  privily  made 
away. 
.   JEdv.  Woold  Lancaster  and  he  had  both  ca- 
roused 
A  bowl  of  poison  to  each  other's  health  ! 
But  Jet  them  go ;  and  tell  me  what  are  these. 

1  Lady.  Two  of  my  father's  servants  whilst  he 
lived: 
May't  please  your  grace  to  entertain  them  now, 

Edw.  Tell  me,  where  wast  thou  born  ? 
What  is  thine  arms? 

BaL  My  name  is  Baldock ;  and  my  gentry 
I  fetch  from  Oxford,  not  from  heraldry. 

£dw.  The  fitter  art  thou,  Baldock,  for  my  turn. 
Wait  on  me,  and  I'll  see  thou  shak  not  want. 

BaL  I  humbly  thank  your  majesty. 

lldw.  Knowest  thou  him,  Gavestou  ? 

Gave,  Ay,  my  lord,  his  name  is  Spencer,  he  is 
well  allied; 
For  my  sake  let  him  wait  upon  your  grace ; 
Scarce  shall  you  find  a  man  of  more  deserL 

Edw,  Then,  Spencer,  wait  upon  me;  for  his  sake, 
111  grace  thee  with  a  higher  stile  ere  long. 

Spen,  No  greater  titles  happen  unto  me, 
Than  to  be  Uvonred  of  your  majesty. 

Edw,  Cousin,  this  day  shall  be  your  marriage- 
feast 
And,  Gaveston,  think  that  I  love  thee  well. 
To  wed  thee  to  our  niece,  the  only  heir 
Unto  the  earl  of  Glo'ster  late  deceased. 

Guve.  1  know,  my  lord,  many  will  stomach  me; 
But  I  respect  neither  their  love  nor  hate. 

Edw.  The  head-strong  barons  shall  not  limit 
me;. 
He  that  I  list  to  favour  shall  be  great 
Qome,  Jefs  away ;  and  when  the  marriaee  ends. 
Have  at  the  rebels,'  and  their  'complices ! 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Lancaster,  Mortimer,  Warwick,  Pem- 
broke, and  Kent^ 

Kent.  My  lords,  of  love  to  this  our  native  land, 
I  come  to  join  with  you,  and  leave  the  king; 
And  in  your  quarrel  and  the  realm's  behoof 
Will  be  the  first  th!it  shall  adventure  life. 
Lan,  1  fear  me,  yuu  arc  sent  of  policy, 
To  undermine  us  with  a  sliew  of  love. 

War,  He  is  your  brother,  therefore  have  we 
cause 
To  cast  the  worst,  and  doubt  of  your  revolt 
Kent.  Mine  honour  shall  be  hostage  of  my 
truth : 
If  that  will  not  suffice,  farewell,  my  lords. 

Mor,jun,  Sta^,  Edmund ;  never  was  Planta- 
(;cnet 
Talse  of  his  word,  and  therefore  trust  we  thee. 
Fern.  Ihit  what's  the  reason  you  should  leave 

him  now  ? 
^tnt.  I  have  informed  the  earl  of  Lancaster. 


Lan,  And  it  sufficeth.    Now,  ny  lordi^  know 
this, 
That  Gaveston  is  sexzretly  arrived. 
And  here  in  Tinmouth  frolics  with  the  king. 
Let  us  with  these  our  followers  scale  tlie  walls. 
And  suddenly  surprise  them  unawares. 

Mor.jun,  I'll  give  the  onset   . 

War.  And  I'll  follow  thee. 

Mor.jun.  This  tattered  ensign  of  my  anceslyirs, 
Which  swept  the  desert  shore  of  that  dead  sea. 
Whereof  we  got  the  name  of  Mortimer, 
Will  I  advance  upon  this  castle's  walls. — 
Drums,  strike  alarum,  raise  them  from  their  sport, 
And  ring  aloud  the  knell  of  Gaveston ! 

Lan.  None  be  so  hardy  as  to  touch  the  king ; 
But  neither  spare  you  Gaveston  nor  his  friends. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  and  Spencer,  Queen,  Ladies, 
&c.  to  them  Gaveston. 

Edeo.  O  tell  me,  Spencer,  where  is  Gaveston  ? 

Spen,  I  fear  ntc  he  is  slain,  my  gracious  lord. 

Edw.  No,  here  he  comes ;  now  let  then)  spoil 
and  kill. 
Fly,  fiy,  my  lords,  the  earls  have  got  the  hold,  , 
Take  shipping  and  away  to  Scarlrarough  ; 
Spencer  and  I  will  post  away  by  land. 

Gav.  O  stay,  my  lord,  they  will  not  injure  you. 

Edw,  I  will  not  trust  them ;  Gaveston,  away ! 

Gav.  Farewell,  my  lord. 

Edw.  lAdy,  farewell. 

Ladif.  Farewell,    sweet  uncle,  till  we  meet 
again. 

Edw.  Farewell,  sweet  Gaveston ;  and  farewell, 
niece. 

Queen.  No  farewell  to  poorlsabell  thy  queen? 

Edw^  Yes,  yes,  for  Mortimer,  your  lover^  sake. 
[Exeunt  omnes, prater  IskHZhL a. 

Queen.  Heavens  can  witness,  I  love  none  but 
you. 
From  my  embracements  thus  he  breaks  away. 
O  that  mine  arms  could  close  this  isle  about, 
That  I  might  pull  him  to  me  where  I  would  T 
Or  that  these  tears,  that  drissel  from  mine  eyes^ 
Had  power  to  mollify  his  stony  heart, 
That,  when  I  had  him,  we  might  never  part ! 

Enter  the  Barons,   Alarums, 

Lan.  I  wonder  how  he  'scaped. 

Mor.jun.  Who's  this,  the  Queen? 

Queen.  Ay,  Mortimer,  the  miserable  Queen, 
Whose  pining  heart  her  inward  sij§;hs  have  blasted. 
And  body  with  continual  mourning  wasted  : 
These  hands  are  tired  with  halitig  of  my  lord 
From  Gaveston,  from  wicked  Gaveston, 
And  all  in  vain;  for,  when  I  speak  him  fair. 
He  turns  away,  and  smiles  upon  his  minion. 

Mor.jun.  Cease  to  lament,  and  tell  us  where's 
the  king. 

Queen.  What  would  you  witli  the  king  ?  is't  him 
you  seek  ?  v 

Lan.  No,  madam,  but  that  cursed  GavestQn. 
far  be  it  from  the  thought  of  Lancaster, 
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To  offer  violcfice  tf;  htf  sorerekii. 

We  would  but  rid  the  realm  of  Gafesfon : 

Tell  us  where  be  remains,  and  tie  shall  die. 

Queen.  He's  fcmie  by  water  unto  Scarboroogb ; 
Pursue  him  cmickly,  and  he  cannot  'scape ; 
The  king  ImtN  left  him,  and  his  train  is  small. 

War.^^''  Forslow  no  time,  sweet  Lancaster,  let's 
march.  • 

Mor,  How  comes  it  tbat  the  king  and  be  are 
parted? 

Quefn.  That  thus  foot  army,  going  several 
ways, 
lligbt  be  of  lesser  force ;  and  with  the  power 
That  he  intendeth  presently  to  raise. 
Be  easily  suppressed ;  therefore  be  gone. 

31or.  Here  in  the  river  rides  a  Flemish  hoy ; 
Let's  atll  aboard,  and  follow  him  amain. 

Lmn,  The  wind  that  bears  him  benOe  will  fill 
our  aaiU : 
Come,  come  aboard,  'tis  but  an  hour's  sailing. 

Mor,  Madam,  stay  yon  within  this  castle  liere. 

Queen,  No,  Mortimer,  I'll  to  my  lord  the  king. 

JMor.  Nay,  rather  sail  with  us  to  Scarborough. 

Queen.  You  know  the  kipg  is  so  suspicious, 
As,  if  he  hear  I  have  but  talked  with  yoU| 
Mine  honour  will  be  called  in  question ; 
And  therefore,  gentle  Mortimer,  be  gone. 

Mor,  Madam,  I  6annot  stay  to  aiisvrer  you^ 
But  th'mk  of  Mortimer  as  be  deserves. 

Queen,  So  well  hast  thou  deservec^  sweet  Mor- 
timer, 
As  Isabell  could  live  with  thee  for  ever. 
In  vain  I  look  for  love  at  Edward's  hand, 
IVhose  eyes  are  fixed  on  none  but  Gavcston: 
Yet  once  more  1*11  importune  him  with  prayer ; 
If  he  be  strange,  and  not  regard  my  words, 
My  son  and  I  will  over  into  France, 
And  to  the  king  my  brother  there  complain. 
How  Graveston  hath  robb'd  me  of  his  love : 
But  yet  I  hope  my  sorrows  will  l\ave  end. 
And  Gaveston  this  blessed  day  be  slain.  [Exeumi, 

Enter  Gavestom  pursued. 

Oav,  Yet,  lusty  fords,  I  have  escaped  your 
hands^ 
Your  threats,  your  larums,  and  yotrr  hot  pursuits; 
And,  though  divorced  from  king  ^ward's  eyes, 
Yet  liveth  Pierce  of  Gaveston  unsurprised. 
Breathing,  iu  hope  C*  malgrado  all  your  beardi^^' 


That  tDBgUn  rebels  thus  ttgtanai  yoor  lln^ 
To  see  bis  royal  sovereignr  oaoe  again. 

Enter  the  NMei. 

War.  Upon  him,  soldiers,  take  away  bis 
pons. 

Mor,  jun.  Thou  prootl  Astnfber  of  thy  oood- 
try's  peace. 
Corrupter  of  th;^  king,  cans^  of  tfiese  broils^ 
Base  flatterer,  vield  !  and  were  it  not  for  sfaam^ 
Shame  and  dishonour  to  a  soldier'ii  name. 
Upon  my  weapon's  point  here  shouM'st  thoa  faUg^ 
And  wdtcr  i^  thy  eofe. 

Lotn.  Monster  of  men !  that,  Ifte  the  Greeldsh 
strumpet, 
Traineth  to  arras  and  bibody  wars 
So  many  valiant  knights ; 
Look  for  no  other  fortune,  w^Ccb,  than  deaA ; 
King  Edward  is  not  here  to  buckler  thee. 

War.  Lancaster,  why  talk*st  thou  to  the  slav6^ 
Go,  soldiers,  take  him  hence; 
For  by  my  sword  his  head  sbaH  oiF: — 
Gaveston,  hlM>rt  warning  shidl  serve  diy  turn. 
It  is  our  country's  cause, 
That  here  severely  we  will  execute 
Upon  thy  person : — hang  him  upon  a  bougb. 

Oat,  My  lords ! — 

War,  Soldiers,  have  him  away; — 
But  for  thou  wert  the  favourhe  of  a  kine, 
TKou  shalt  have  so  much  honour  at  our  bands. 

Qav.  I  thank  you  all  my  lords :  then  I  percdre^ 
That  heading  is  one,  and  hanging  is  tf«e  other, 
And  death  is  all. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Auvkdzu 

Lan,  How  now,  my  lord  of  Anmdel  f 

Aran.  My  lords,  king  Edward  greets  yoo  all 
by  me. 

War.  Anmdel,  say  your  message. 

Arun.  His  majesty,  hearing  that  you  bad  takfi^ 
Gaveston, 
Intreateth  you  by  me,  but  that  he  may 
See  bim  before  he  dies ;  for  why,  he  laiys. 
And  sends  you  word,  he  knows  that  die  be  dnll; 
And,  if  you  gratify  his  grace  so  far. 
He  will  be  mindful  of  the  courtesy. 

War,  How  now  ? 

Gav.  Renown^  Edward,  bow  tby  name 
Revives  poor  Gaveston ! 


37  Fartlam  mo  Maw,  tmeei  LamoaaUr^  teC$  monk — L  e.  Lmc  me  time^  do  mot  dttm§* 
So,  in  Bca  Joomb's  Every  ^^^^  out  ofhia  Humour^  A.  6. 9.  B  i— "  Mow  therefore,  if  ypa  can  thii|dl  ipos 
any  present  neant  for  bis  delivery,  do  moifortdom  it**' 
L>1>*8  £«pAjief,  p.  52 :— **  Let  ber/orectow  no  occasion  that  may  bring  the  cbilde  to  qayetMSK." 
The  Curtain  Dramtrof  the  Worlds  by  W.  Parkes,  I61«,  p.  8 ;— "  How  comes  it  then  that  prevciUo«| 
never  comes  ?  that  men  see  this,  yet  foresee  it  not  ?  that  men  know  this,  yet  forestow  it  not  J** 
•   ^cc  also  the  Ihlrd  Part  of  King  Henry  VI,  A.  9.  S.  3.  and  Mr  Steevens^s  Mote  thereon. 
^*  Malgrado— Una.  maugre^  in  detpUe  of^  Florlo*s  Dictionary,  1998. 
^9  All  your  beard$^-To  beard  a  person,  ts  to  oppose  bin  to  his  foce* 
Again,  p.  965} 

**  These  barons  thus  to  heard  me  in  Iny  Uuid**'    S.  P. 
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IFor.  Np»  it  aeotehaot: 
Arandel,  we  will  muff  tbe  king 
In  other  matters,  he  miut  pmrdcm  at  io  this.— 
Soldiers,  awaj  with  hixo. 

Gov.  Why,  my  lord  of  Warwick, 
Will  these  delays  beget  me  any  ho^? 
I  know  it,  lords,  it  is  this  life  yod  aim  at, 
Tet  srant  kine  Edward  this^ 

JUor.TiM.  Shalt  thou  appfHot  what  we  sllali 
grant? — 
Soldiers,  away  with  him : 
Tims  we'll  gratify  the  king, 
Well  send  his  head  by  thee,  let  him  bestow 
His  tears  cm  that,  for  tliat  is  all  he  gets 
Of  Gaveston,  or  else  his  senseless  truhk. 

Lan,  Not  so,  mr  lords,  lest  he  bestow  more  cost } 
In  burying  him,  than  he  hath  ever  earned. 

Amu.  My  lords,  it  is  his  majesty's  request, 
And  on  the  hoooar  of  a  king  he  swears, 
ile  will  but  talk  with  him,  and  send  hiui  back. 

War.  When,  can  you  tell?  Arundel,  no;  w^ 
wot, 
He  that  the  care  of  his  realih  remits, 
And  drives  his  nobles  to  these  exigents 
For  Gaveston,  will,  if  he  seize  him  once. 
Violate  any  promise  to  possess  him. 

Arun.  Then,  if  you  will  not  trust  his  grace  in 
keepi 
My  lords,  I  ^^^  ^  pledge  for  his  return. 

Mor.jun,  It  is  honourable  in  thee  to  oflfer  this ; 
But  for  we  know  thou  art  a  noMe  gentleman, 
We  "will  not  wronj?  thee  so. 
To  make  away  a  tme  man  for  a  thief. 

Gav»  How  meanest  thou,  Mortimer?  this  is 
over  base. 

Jfor.  Away,  base  groom,  robber  of  king's  re- 
nown. 
Question  with  thv  companions  and  thy  mates. 

Fern.  My  lord  Mortimer,  and  you  my  lords, 
eadiojfie. 
To  gratify  the  king's  request  therem, 
Toochiag  the  semung  of  this  Gaveston, 
Because  his  majesty  so  earnestly 
Desires  to  see  the  man  before  his  death, 
I  will  upon  mine  honour  undertake 
To  carry  him,  and  bring  him  back  again ; 
Provided  this,  that  you,  my  lord  of  Aniadel,- 
Will  join  with  me* 

War.  Pembroke,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Cause  yet  more  bloodshed  ?  is  it  not  enough 
That  we  have  taken  him,  but  must  we  now 
Leave  him  onliad  1  wist,  and  let  htm  go? 

Fern.  My  lords,  I  will  not  over-woo  your  ho- 


nour*. 


But,  if  yon  dare  thist  Pembroke  with  the  prisoner. 
Upon  my  oath  I  will  return  him  bade, 
^rvfi.  My  lord  of  Lancaster^  what  say  you  m 

this?    . 
Jjgm.  Why  I  say,  let  him  go  on  Pembroke's 

word. 
Fern.  And  you,  lord  Mortimer  ? 
Mor.jun,  How  say  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 
War,  Nay,  do  your  pleasures, 


1  Vno^  how  ^twill  prove^ 

Fern,  Then  give  him  me. 

Gav.  Sweet  sovereign,  yet  I  cdoU^ 
To  see  thee  ere  I  die. 
,    War,  Not  yet,  perhaps. 
If  Warwick's  wit  and  policy  prevaiK      .   [A*ide. 

Mor.  j«fi.  My  lord  of  Pembrokie,  we  deliver 
him  you  i 
Retuin  him  on  your  Kdnoar,  sound.   Away. 

[Ejeeuni. 

Manent  PcMBRCfKE^  MAtitEVrs,  Gaveston,  aad 
PembroIle's  Men,fotw  SoldUrt, 

Fern.  My  lofd,  you  shall  go  with  me. 
My  house  is  not  far  hrnce,  out  of  the  way 
A  little ;  but  ouf  men  shall  go  along* 
We  that  have  pretty  wenches  to  our  wives. 
Sir,  must  not  come  so  near  to  baulk  their  llpa. 

Mat.  Tis  very  kindly  spoke,  my  lord  of  PeniF- 
broke; 
Your  honour  hath  an  adamant  of  power 
To  draw  a  prince. 

Fern.  So,  my  lord.-p-Come  hitber,  James; 
I  doi  commit  this  Ganyston  to  diee. 
Be  thou  this  night  his  keeper;  in  tbe  momtog 
We  will  dischaige  thee  of  thy  charge ;  be  gone. 

Gav.  dohappy  GmveitDn,  wluther  goest  dioa 
DOW  ?  I  EmU  cum  mro.  Vtu, 

Horse»be^,  My  lord,  we'll  quickly  be  at  Cobham. 

[Ereun^  aud 

EMtcr  GaVestox  niocif*S4ftg,  and  the  Etfrl  of 

Pembroi^e's  men, 

Gav,  O  treacherous  Warwiok !  thus  to  wrong 

thy  friend. 
Jamet.  I  see  it  is  your  life  these  arms  pursue. 
Gav.  Weaponless  must  I  fall?   and  die  itt 
bands? 
G  must  this  day  be  period  of  my  life ! 
Center  of  all  my  bliss  !-^and  ye  be  men, 
Spaed  to  the  king. 

Enter  W  4Rwicc  and  hit  Company, 

War.  My  lord  of  Pembroke's  men. 
Strive  you  no  more«  I  will  have  that  Gaveston.    ' 
James*  Your  Lordship  doth  dishonour  to  youf^ 
self. 
And  wrong  our  lord,  your  honourable  friend. 
Wan  No,  James,  it  is  my  cot^ntrj's  cause  t 
follow. 
Go,  take  the  villain ;  soldiers,  come  away, 
We'll  make  quick  work.     Commend  mc  to  yout^ 

master. 
My  friend,  and  tell  him  that  I  watched  it  well. 
Come  let  thy  shadow  parley  with  king  Edward, 
Gav.  Treacherous  earl!  shall  not  I  see  th^ 

king? 
War.  The  king  of  heaven  perhaps,  no  other 
king. 
Away: 

[E»emut  WAmwTCK  and  hia  Mm^  wiih  Ga ve- 
STOir.     Manent  5 kMVif  turn  emtorit. 
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Jame$.  Come,  fellows,  It  booteth  not  for  us  to 
strive ; 
We  will  ID  haste  go  certifj  our  lord.      [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  EovfAKTi  and  Spencer,  with  Drums 

and  Fifeg. 

Edw,  I  long  to  hear  an  answer  from  the  barons, 
Touching  my  friend,  my  dearest  Gaveston. 
Ah !  Spencer,  not  the  riches  of  my  reatm 
Can  ransom  him !  all,  he  is  marked  to  die  ! 
I  know  the  malice  of  the  younger  Mortimer, 
Warwick  I  know  is  rough,  and  Lsncaster 
Inexorable,  and  I  shall  never  sec 
My  lovely  Pierce  of  Gaveston  again. 
The  barons  overbear  me  with  their  pridte. 

Spen.  Were  I  kins  Edward,  En^land'ssovereign, 
Son  to  the  lovely  Eleanor  of  Spam, 
Great  Edward  Longshank*s  issue,  would  I  bear 
These  braves,  this  rage,  and  suffer  undontrou4'd 
These  barons  thus  to  beard  me  in  my  land, 
In  miqe  own  realm  ?  my  lord,  pardon  my  specchy 
Did  you  retain  your  fathei^s  magnanimity, 
Did  you  regard  the  honour  of  your  name^ 
You  would  not  suffisr  thus  yDur  majesty 
Be  counterbuft  of  your  nobuity, 
Stfikeoff  their  head3,and let  them  preach  on  poles ; 
No  doubt,  such  lessons  they  will  teach  the  rest. 
As  by  their  preachments  they  will  profit  much, 
And  learn  ooedience  to  their  lawful  king. 

Edw.J^eti,  gentle  Spencer,  we  have  been  too 
mild. 
Too  kind  to  them ;  bat  now  have  drawn  our 

sword. 
And,  if  ihey  send  roe  not  my  Gaveston,  ^ 
We'll  steel  it  on  their  crest,  and  poll  their  tops. 

B^  This  haughc  resolve  becomes  your  Ma- 

You  ought  not  to  be  tied  to  their  affection. 

As  though  your  highness  were  a  school-boy  still. 

And  must  be  awed  and  governed  like  a  child. 

Enter  Hugh  Spencer  an  Old  Man,  Father  to  the 
Young  Spencer,  with  his  Trunchion  and 

Soldiers, 

» 

'  Spen.  sen.  Long  live  my  sovereign,  the  noble 

Edward, 
In  peace  triumphant,  fortunate  in  wars ! 

Edw,  Welcome,  old  man :  com'st  thou  in  Ed- 
ward's aid  ? 
Then  tell  the  prince  of  whence,  and  what  thou  art. 
Spen,  sen.  Lo,  with  a  band  of  bowmen  and  of 

pike^ 
f^  Brown-bills,  aud  targiteersy  four  hundred 
strong,  I 


Sworn  to  defend  king  Edward's  royal  righ^ 
I  come  in  person  to  yoat  majesty ; 
Spencer,  the  father  of  Hugh  Spencer  there. 
Bound  to  your  highness  everlastingly^  - 
For  favour  don^  in  him  unto  us  all. 

Edw.  Thy  father,  Spencer  ? 

Spen.jun:  True,  and  it  like  your  grace. 
That  pours  in  lieu  of  all  your  goodness  shown. 
His  life,  my  lord,  before  your  princely  feet. 

Edw.  Welcome  ten  thousand  times,  old  man, 
again. 
Spencer,  this  love,  this  kindness  to  tliy  king, 
Argues  thy  noble  mind  and  disposition. 
Spencer,  I  here  create  thee  earl  of  Wiltshire, 
And  daily  will  enrich  thee  with  our  favour. 
That,  as  the  sun-shine,  shall  reflect  o'er  thee. 
Besides,  the  more  to  manifest  our  love, 
Becal^se  we  henr  lord  Bruce  duth  sell  his  land. 
And  that  the  Mortimers  arc  in  hand  withal. 
Thou  shalt  have  crowns  of  ns  t'odtbid  the  barons: 
And,' Spencer,  spare  them  not,  lay  it  on. 
Soldiers,  a  largess  and  thrice  welcome  all. 

Spen.  My  tord,  here  comes  the  queen. 

Enter  the  Queen  and  her  Son^  and  Levumi  « 

Frenchman, 

Edw,  Madam,  what  news  ? 

Queen.  Newsof  dishonour,  lord,  and  disconteDt. 
Our  friend  Levune,  faithful  and  fall  of  trusty 
Inforroeth  us,  by  letters  and  by  words. 
That  Valois  our  brother,  king  of  France, 
Because  your  highness  bath  been  slack  in  hom^e^ 
liath  seized  Nonnandy  into  his  hands. 
These  be  the  letters,  this  the  messenger. 

Edw.  Welcome,  Le\iine^ — ^Tush,  Sb,  if  this  be 
all, 
Valois  and  I  will  soon  be  friends  again. 
But  to  my  Gaveston :  shall  I  never  see. 
Never  behold  thee  more  ?  Madam,  in  this  mattef' 
We  will  employ  you  and  your  little  son ; 
You  shall  go  parley  with  the  king  of  France.^ 
Boy,  see  you  near  you  bravely  to  the  king. 
And  do  your  message  with  a  majesty. 

Prince.   Commit  not  to  my  youth  things  of 
more  weight 
Than  fits  a  prince  so  young  at  I  to  bear. 
And  fear  not,  lord  and  father,  heaven's  great  besnif 
On  Atlas^  shoulder  shall  not  lie  more  safe, 
Than  shall  your  charge  committed  to  my  trust 

Queen.  Ah,  boy !  this  towardoess  makes  diy 
mother  fear 
Thou  art  not  marked  to  many  days^on  eatth. 

FaIw,  Madam,  we  will  that  you  with  speed  be 
shipped, 


^^  Bromn-bilU'^**  The  old  weapon  of  the  English  Infantry,  which,  says  Temple,  ^«ve  ihe  most  ghwtl§ 
MMd  ^plorahU  wounds.    It  may  be  called  the  falcata  securU.     Dr  Johnson's  Note  on  Muchad«  Hout  Nt' 

thing,  A.  S.  S.  8. 
In  the  last  edition  of  Shakespcarei  the  reader  will  And  rrpresentations  of  the  several  kinds  of  Wb 

which  were  formerly  in  use. 
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And  this  our  son ;  Lefime  shall  follow  joo 
With  all  the  haste  we  can  dispatch  him  hence. 
Chuse  of  our  lords  to  bear  you  company. 
And  go  in  peace;  leave  us  in  wars  at  home. 
Queen,  Unnatural  wars,  where  subjects  brave 
their  king ; 
Cod  end  them  once. — My  lord,  I  take  my  leave. 
To  make  my  pfepamtion  for  France. 

Enter  Lord  Matreyis. 

Edm*   What,  lord  Matrevis,  dost  thou  come 
alone? 

Mat.  Yea,  mj  good  lord,  for  Gaveston  is  dead. 

Edw.  Ah,  traitors !  have  they  put  my  friend  to 
death? 
Tell  noe,  Matrevis,  died  he  ere  thou  earnest, 
Or  did'st  thou  see  my  friend  to  take  his  death  ? 

Mat.  Neither,  my  lord;  for  as  he  was  surprisedi 
Bef^rt  with  weapons,  and  with  enemies  round, 
I  did  your  hif^hness'  message  to  them  all ; 
Demanding  hmi  of  them,  entreating  ratlier. 
And  said,  upon  the  honour  of  my  name. 
That  I  would  undertake  to  carry  him 
Unto  yoqr  bigness,  and  to  bring  him  back. 

Edm,  And  tell  me,  would  the  rebels  deny  me 
that? 

Spen.  proud  recreants  I 

Edm.  Yea,  Spencer,  traitors  all. 

Mat,  I  found  ihem  at  the  first  inexorable : 
The  earl  of  Warwick  would  not  bide  the  hearing, 
Mortimer  hardly,  Pembroke  and  Lancaster 
-Spake  least :  and  when  they  flatly  had  denied, 
Refusing  to  receive  me  pledge  for  ham. 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  mildly  thus  bespake : 
My  lords,  because  our  sovereign  sends  for  him, 
And  promiseth  he  shall  be  safe  vetunied, 
I  will  this  nodertake,  to  have  him  henoe, 
And  see  him  re-delivered  to  your  hands. 

Edmu  Well,  and  bow  fortunes  that  he  came  not^ 

Speu.  Some  treasoo,  or  some  villainy,  was  the 
canse. 

MmL  The  earl  of  Warwick  seiMd  him  on  hit 
way. 
For  bejof  delivered  unto  Pembroke's  men, 
Their  lord  rode  home,  thinking  his  prisoner  safe ; 
But  ere  he  caie,  Warwick  iniambush  lay, 
And  bare  him  to  his  death,  and  in  a  trendy 
Struck  off  his  head,  and  roardi'd  ynto  die  camp. 

Spen,  A  bloody  part,  flatly  'gainst  law  of  arms. 

Edm.  O  shaU  I  speak !  or  shall  I  sigh  and  die ! 

Spen,   My  lord,  refer  your  vengeance  to  the 
sword 
UpoQ  these  barons :  beasCtn  up  your  men ; 
Let  thena  not  nnrevenged  tnarder  your  friends ! 
Advanoe.your  staodai3,  Edward,  m  the  field. 
And  march  to  ^r^  them  from  their  starting  holes. 

[Edmard  kneels^  and  udth : 

Edm.  By  earth,  the  common  mother  of  us  all! 
By  hearcn,  and  all  the  faoving  orbs  thereof  > 


By  this  right  hand  !  and  by  my  father's  reword 
And  all  the  hooours  'longing  to  my  crown  I 
I  will  have  heads,  and  lives  for  him,  as  many 
As  I  have  manors,  castles,  towns,  and  towersj 
Treacheroui  Warwick  !  traitorous  Mortimer  ! 
If  I  be  England's  king,  in  lakes  of  gore 
Your  headless  trunks,  your  bodies  will  I  trail. 
That  you  may  drink  your  fill,  and  quaff  in  blood, 
And  stain  mv  royal  standard  with  the  same ; 
That  so  my  bloody  colours  may  suggest 
Remembrance  of  revenge  immortally. 
On  your  accursed  traitorous  progeny. 
You  villains,  that  have  slain  my  Gaveston. 
And  in  this  place  of  honour  and  of  trust, 
Spencer,  sweet  Spencer,  I  adopt  thee  here ; 
And  merely  of  our  love  we  do  create  thee 
Earl  of  Glo'ster,  and  lord  chamberlain, 
Despite  of  times,  despite  of  enemies. 

Spen.  My  lord,  here  is  a  messenger  from  the 
barons. 
Desires  access  unto  your  Majesty^ 

Edw,  Admit  him  near. 

Enter  the  Herald frem  the  Boiwim,  wUh  hi$  coat 

ofarmi. 

Meuen.  Long  live  king  Edward,  England's  law- 
ful lord ! 

Edw,  So  wish  not  they  I  ^  wis  that  sent  the« 
hither. 
Thou  comest  from  Mortimer  and  his  accomplices  ; 
A  ranker  root  of  rebels  never  was. 
Well,  say  thy  message. 

Meuen,  The  barons  up  in  arms,  by  me  salute 
Your  highness  with  long  life  and  happiness ; 
And  bid  me  say,  as  plamer  to  your  grace, 
That  if,  without  effusion  of  blood, 
You  will  this  grief  have  ease  and  remedy; 
That  ^m  your  princely  person  you  remove 
This  Spencer,  as  a  putrefying  branch* 
That  deads  the  royal  vine,  whose  golden  leaves 
Empale  your  princely  head,  ^ur  diadem ; 
Whose  brightness  such  pernicious  upstarts  dim. 
Say  the^,  and  lovingly  advise  your  grace, 
To  cherish  virtue  and  nobility, 
And  have  old  servitors  in  hi^  esteem* 
And  shake  off  smooth  dissembling  flatterers : 
This  granted,  they,  their  honours,  and  their  livcfn 
Are  to  your  highness  vowed  and  conse  rate. 

Spen.  Ah,  traitors !  will  they  still  display  their 
pride? 

Eda,  Ay^tiY^  tarry  no  answer,  but  be  gone! 
Rebels,  will  they  appoint  their  sovereign 
His  sports,  his  pleasures,  and  his  company  ? 
Yet  ere  ^9u  go,  see  how  I  do  divorce 

t  Embraces  Spencer, 
^_ _     ^        ee  to  thy  lords. 

And  tell  them  I  will  come  to  chastise  them 
For  murthering  Gaveston:  hie  thee!  gel  thee 


gone 
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Edwardy  with  fire  and  sword,  follows  at  thy  heels.— 
My  lord,  perceive  you  how  these  rebels  swell  ? 
Soldiers,  good  hearts,  defend  y«ur, sovereign's  right, 
For  now,  even  now,  we  inarch  to  make  them  stoop. 
Away  !  [Exeunt. 

Alarums f  Excurtiont,  a  great  Eight,  and  a 
Retreat, 

Enter  ike  King,  Spencsr  the  Father,  Spencer 
the  Son,  and  the  Noblemen  of  the  Kin^s  side. 

Edw.  Why  do  we  sound  retreat  ?  upon  them, 
lords ! 
This  ;ay  1  shall  pour  vengeance  with  my  sword 
On  those  proud  rebels  that  are  up  in  arms, 
And  do  confront  and  countermand  their  king. 
Spen,jun.  1  doubt  it  not,  my  lord,  right  will 

prevail. 
Spen,  un.  Tis  not  amiss,  my  liege,  for  either 
part 
To  breathe  a  while ;  our  men,  with  sweat  and  dost 
All  choked  well  near,  begin  to  faint  for  heat. 
And  this  retire  refresheth  horse  and  man. 
Spen,jun,  Here  come  the  rebels. 

Enter  the  Barons,  Mortimbr,  Lancaster, War- 
wick, Pembroke,  4^. 

JIfor.  Look,  Lancaster,  yonder's  Edward  'mong 

his  flatterers. 
Lan.  And  there  let' him  be,  till  be  pay  dearly 

for  their  company. 
War,  And  shall,  or  Warwick's  sword  shall 

smite  in  vain. 
Edw.  What,  rebels,  do  you  shrink,  and  sound 

retreat? 
Mor,jun,  No,  Edward,  no,  thy  flatterers  faint 

and  fly. 
Lan.  Th*ad  best  betimes  forsake  thee,  and  their 
trains. 
For  they'll  betray  thee,  traitors  as  they  are. 
Spen.jun,  Traitor  in  thy  face,  rebellious  Lan- 
caster! 
Pern,  Away,  base  upstart !  brarest  thou  nobles 

thus? 
Spen.  sen.  A  noble  attempt !  and  honourable 
deed! 
Is  it  not,  trow  ye,' to  assemble  aid, 
AnH  levy  arrasagainst  your  lawful  king? 

Ed9,  For  which  ere  long  their  heads  shall  sa- 
tisfy. 
To  appease  the  wrath  of  their  offended  king. 
Mor.jun.  Then,  Edwfud,  thou  wilt  fight  it  to 
the  last, 
And  rather  bathe  thy  sword  in  subjects'  blood, 
Than  banish  that  pernicious  codopany? 

Edw,   Ay,  traitors  all,  rather  than  thus  be 

braved, 
^ake  Eiiglancrs  civil  towns  hnge  heaps  of  atones,  I 
And  plows  to  go  about  our  palace-gates.  | 


War,  A  desperate  and  unnatural  reiolutioo ! 
Alarum  to  the  fight,  ^  St  George  for  England, 
And  the  barons'  right 

Edw,  St  George  for  England,  and  king  Ed- 
ward's right !  [£miiii/. 

Re-enter  Edward,  with  the  Barons^  a^ticet, 

Edw,  Now,  lusty  lords,  now,  not  bj  cbanoe  of 
war, 
But  justice  of  the  quarrel,  and  the  cause. 
Vailed   is  your  pride;  methinks  you  hang  the 

heads, 
But  well  advance  them,  traitors ;  now  'tis  tioia 
To  be  avenged  on  you  for  all  your  braves, 
And  for  the  murder  of  my  dearest  friend. 
To  whom  right  well  you  knew  our  soul  was  knit, 
Good  Pierce  of  Gaveston,  my  sweet  favourite. 
Ah,  rebels  !  recreants !  you  made  him  away. 

E(hn,  Brother,  in  re^^  of  thee^  and  of  thy 
land. 
Did  they  remove  that  flatterer  from  thy  throne. 

Edw,  So,  sir,  you  have  spoke ;  away,  avoid  our 
presence  !-^ 
Accursed  wretches,  was't  in  regard  of  us, 
When  we  had  sent  our  messengers  to  request 
He  might  be  spared  to  come  to  speak  with  us, 
And  Pembroke  undertook  for  his  return. 
That  thou,  proud  Warwidc,  watched  the  priaooer^ 
Poor  Pierce,  and  headed  him  'eainst  law  of  arms^ 
For  whidi  thy  head  shall  overlook  the  rest, 
As  much  as  thou  in  rage  outweot'st  the  rest 

War.  Tyrant !  I  scorn  thy  threats  and  ncoaoes ; 
It  is  but  temporal  that  thou  canst  inflict 

Lan.  The  worst  is  death,  and  better  die  than 
live. 
To  live  in  infamy  under  such  a  king. 

Edw.  Away  widi  them,  my  lord  of  Winches- 
ter! 
These  lusty  leaders,  Warwick  and  Lancaster, 
I  charge  you  roundly,  off  wkh  both  their  httds ! 
away. 

War,  Farewell,  vain  worid  I 

Lan,  Sweet  Mortimer,  farewell 

Mor.jun.  England,  unkind  to  thy  nobility, 
Groan  for  this  gnef,  behold  how  thou  artnuumed  ? 

Edw,  Go,  take  that  haughty  Moftioier  to  the 
Tower, 
There  see  him  safe  bestowed;  and  for  the  rest. 
Do  speedy  execution  on  them  all.    Begone. 

Mor.jun,  What,  Mortimer  I  can  ra^ed  stooj 
walb 
Immure  thy  virtue  that  aspires  to  heaven  ? 
No,  Edwaitl,  England's  sooor^  it  may  not  bet 
Mortimer's  hope  surmounts  his  fortune  far. 

Edw,  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  march  with 
me,  my  friends; 
Edward  tbis  day  hath  crowned  lum  king  anew. 


^  St  George  for  £n^<«id-*See  Note  t*  The  Fkmer  of  Wok^UL 
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Mmnent  Srt,sc%t.  JtBmif  Lewen,  mui  Baldock. 

^^€H.  LeweOy  the  trust  that  we  repose  in  thee. 
Begets  the  qaiet  of  king  Edward's  land. 
Therefore  begone  in  haste,  and  with  advice 
Bestow  that  treasure  on  the  lords  of  France, 
That  therewith  all  enchanted,  like  the  guard 
That  suffered  Jove  to  pass  in  showers  of  gold 
To  Danae,  all  aid  may  be  denied 
To  (sabel  the  queen,  that  now  in  France 
Makes  friends,  to  cross  the  seas  with  her  young  son, 
And  step  unto  his  father's  regiment. 

Ltwtn,  That's  it  these  butuis  and  the  subtile 
queen 
Long  levied  at 

&L  Yea ;  but  Lewen,  thou  seest. 
These  barons  lay  their  heads  on  blocks  together; 
What  they  intend,  the  hangman  frustrates  clean. 

Lewen*  Have  you  no  doubt,  my  lord ;  I'll  clap 
so  close 
Among  the  lords  ef  France  with  England's  gold, 
That  Isabel  shaH  make  her  plaints  in  vain, 
And  France  shall  be  obdurate  with  her  tears. 

Spen.  Then  make  far  France,  amain — ^Lewen, 
away ! 
ProdaiM  king  Edward's  wars  and  victories. 

\Estunt, 

Enter  Enif  und. 

Edm.  Fair  blows  the  wind  for  France ;  blow, 
gentle  gale. 
Till  Edmund  be  arrived  for  England's  good  ! 
Nature,  yield  to  my  country's  cause  in  this. 
A  brotherl  no,  a  butcher  of  thy  friends. 
Proud  Edward,  do'st  thou  banish  roe  thy  presence? 
But  111  to  France,  and  cheer  the  wronged  queen. 
And  certify  what  Edward's  looseness  is. 
Vnnatural  king  !  to  slaughter  noble  men, 
And  cherish  flatterers !  Slortimer,  I  stay 
Thy  sweet  escape ;  stand  gracious,  gloomy  night, 
To  his  device. 

Enter  Moiltikeii  dU^piitecL 

Mor.jun,  Holla !  who  walketh  there  ?  is't  you, 

mjlord? 
Edm,  Mmtimer,  'tis  I ;  but  hath  thy  potion 

wrought  so  happily  ? 
Mor,jun.  It  hath,  tny  lord;  the  warders  all 
asleep, 
I  thank  thero,  give  me  leave  to  pass  in  peace. 
Bat  hath  your  grace  got  shipping  unto  France  ? 
Edm.  rear  it  not. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Queen  and  her  Son. 

Queen.  Ah,  boy,  our  friends  do  fail  us  all  in 
France; 
The  lords  are  cruel,  and  the  king  unkmd; 
What  shall  we  do? 

Primce.  Madam,  return  to  England, 
And  please  my  father  well ;  and  then  a  fig 
For  sJI  my  uncle's  friendship  here  in  France. 
I  warrant  you,  I'll  win  his  mghness  quickly; 


He  loves  me  better  than  a  thousand  Spencers. 
Quefn.  Ah,  boy,  thou  art  deceived,  at  least  in 
this, 
To  think  that  we  can  yet  be  tuned  together ; 
No,  no,  we  jar  too  far.    Unkind  V alois  ! 
Unhappy  Isabel !  when  France  rejects. 
Whither,  O  whither  dost  thou  bend  thy  steps? 

Enter  Sir  John  o^Henault. 

Sir  John.  Madam,  what  cheer  ? 
Queen.  Ah,  good  Sir  John  of  Henault, 
Never  so  cheerless,  nor  so  far  distrcst. 
Sir  John,  I  bear,  sweet  lady,  of  the  king's  unkind- 
ness; 
But  droop  not,  madam ;  noble  minds  contemn 
Despair:  will  your  grace  with  me  to  Henault, 
And  there  stay  lime's  advantage  with  your  sou  ? — 
How  say  you,  my  lord,  will  you  go  with  your 

friends. 
And  shake  oflf  all  our  fortunes  equally  ? 
Prince,  So  pleaseth  the  queen  my  mother,  me 
it  likes. 
The  king  of  England,  not  the  court  of  France, 
Shall  have  me  from  my  gracious  mother's  side, 
Till  I  be  strong  enough  to  break  a  staff; 
And  then  have  at  the  proudest  Spencer's  head. 
Sir  John.  Well  said,  my  lord. 
Queen.  Oh,  my  sweet  heart !  how  do  I  moan 
thy  wrong,   . 
Yet  triumph  in  tlie  hope  of  thee,  my  Joy ! 
Ah,  Sweet  sir  John,  even  to  the  utmost  verge 
Of  Europe,  or  the  shore  of  Tauaise, 
Will  we  with  thee  to  Henault,  so  we  will. 
The  marquis  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
His  grace  I  dare  presume  will  welaime  me. 
But  who  are  these  ? 

Enter  Edmund  and  Mortimer. 

Edm,  Madam,  long  may  you  live. 
Much  happier  than  your  /riends  in  England  do  ! 
Queen.  Lord  Edmund  and  lord  Mortimer  alive ! 
Welcome  to  France  !  the  news  was  here,  my  lord. 
That  you  were  dead,  or  very  near  your  death. 
MorjuH.   Lady,  the  last  was  truest  of  the 
twain : 
But  Mortimer,  reserved  for  better  hap. 
Hath  shaken  off  the  thraldom  of  the  Tower, 
And  lives  to  advance  your  standard,  good  my  lord. 
Prince.  How  mean  you,  and  the  king  my  father 
lives? 
No,  my  lord  Mortimer,  not  I,  I  trow. 

Queen,   Not,  son  ? — why  not  ?  I  would  it  were 
no  worse. 
But,  gentle  lords,  friendless  we  are  in  France. 
Mor.jun.  Monsieur  le  Grand,  a  noble  friend 
of  yours. 
Told  us,  at  our  arrival,  all  the  news ; 
How  hard  the  nobles,  how.  unkind  the  king 
Hath  shew'd  himself:  but,  madam,  right  makes 

room. 
Where  weapons  won't;  and  though  so  many  fricndt 
Are  made  ai^ay,  as  Warwick,  £uicaster| 
And  others  of  our  party  and  faction; 
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^  ( t  have  we  friends,  assure  join  pkc^  in  Eng- 
land, 
Would  cast  up  caps,  and  clap  their  hands  /or  joy, 
To  FCC  us  there,  appointed  for  our  foes. 

Edm,  Would  all  were  well,  and  Edward  well 
reclaimed, . 
For  England's  honour,  peace,  and  quietness ! 
Mor,  But  by  tlie  sword,  my  lord,  it  must  be  de- 
served; 
The  king  will  ne*er  forsake  his  flatterers. 

Sir  John,  My  lords  of  England,  sith  the  un- 
gentle king 
Of  France  riefuseth  to  give  aid  of  arms 
To  this  distressed  queen  his  sister  here. 
Go  you  with  her  to  Henautt ;  doubt  ye  not. 
We  will  find  comfort,  money,  men,  and  friends, 
Ere  long,  to  bid  the  Enelish  king  abase. — 
How  say,  young  prince?  what  think  you  of  the 
match  ? 
Prince,  I  think,  king  Edward  will  outrun  us  all. 
Queen,  Nay  son,  not  so ;  and  you  must  not  dis- 
courage 
Your  friends,  that  are  so  forward  in  your  aid. 

Edm.  Sir  John  of  Hensult,  pardon  us,  I  pray ; 
These  comforts  that  you  give  our  woeful  queen 
Bind  us  in  kindness  fill  at  your  command. 

Queen.  Yetiy  gentle  brother;  and  the  God  of 
heaven 
Prosper  your  happy  motion,  good  sir  John  ! 
Mor,jun,  This  noble  gentleman,  forward  in 
arms. 
Was  bom,  I  see,  to  be  our  anchor-hold; 
Sir  John  of  Henault,  be  it  thy  renown, 
That  England's  queen,  and  nobles  in  distress. 
Have  been  by  thee  restored  and  comforted. 
Sir  John.    Madam,  along,  and  you,  my  lord, 
with  me. 
That  England's  peers  mfiy  Renault's  welcome  see. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Kiko,  Matrcvis,  the  two  Spencirs, 

with  others. 

Edw.  Thus  after  many  threats  of  wrathful  war, 
Triumpheth  England's  Edward  with  his  friends, 
And  triumph  Edward  with  his  friends  uncoo- 

trouled ! — 
My  lord  of  Glo'ster,  do  you  hear  the  news  ? 
Spen.jun.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 
Edw.  why,  man,  they  say  there  is  great  execu- 
tion 
Done  through  the  realm;  my  lord  of  Arundel| 
You  have  the  note,  have  you  not  ? 


Mat.  From  the  lienteirant  of  the  Tower,  mf 

lord. 
Edw.  I  pray  let  as  seek.  What  have  we  there? 
Read  it,  Spencer.      [SpcNcta  reads  their  names. 
Why  so ;  they  bark'd  apace  a  month  ago. 
Now,  on  my  life,  they'll  neither  bark  nor  bite. 
Now,  sirs,  the  news  from  France?  Glo'ster,  I  trow, 
'  The  lords  of  France  love  England's  gold  so  well. 
As  Isabel  gets  no  aid  from  thence. 
What  now  remains?  have  you  proclaimed,  my  lord. 
Reward  for  them  can  brine  in  Mortimer? 
Spen.jun,  My  lord,  we  nave ;  and,  if  he  be  io 
.  En.%land, 
He  will  be  had  ere  long,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Edw.  If !  do'st  thou  say  ?  Spencer,  as  true  a* 
death. 
He  is  in  England's  ground ;  our  portmasters 
Are  not  so  careless  of  their  king's  commaod. 

Enter  a  Post. 

How  now,  what  news  with  thee?  from  wbcooe 
come  these  ? 
Post.  Letters,  my  lord,  and  tidings  forth  of 
France, 
To  you,  my  lord  of  Glo'ster,  from  Lewen. 
Edw.  Read. 

Sfevce^  reads  the  Letters, 

**  My  duty  to  your  honour  premised,&c.  I  have, 
according  to  instructions  in  that  behalf,  dealt  with 
the  king  of  France,  his  lords,  and  effected  that 
the  queen,  all  discontented  and  discomforted,  is 
gone.  Whither,  if  you  ask ;  with  Sir  John  of 
Henault,  brother  to  the  marquiss,  into  Flanders: 
with  them  are  gone  Lord  Edmund,  and  the  Lord 
Mortimer,  having  in  their  company  divers  of  your 
nation,  and  others ;  and,  as  constant  report  goeti^ 
they  intend  to  pve  King  Edward  battle  in  Ens- 
land,  sooner  than  he  can  look  for  them  :  this  if 
all  the  news  of  import  Your  honour's  in  all  se^ 
vice,  Lewkn.* 

Edw.  Ahf  villains !  hath  that  Mortimer  escaped  ? 
With  him  is  Edmund  gone  associate  f 
And  will  Sir  John  of  Henault  lead  the  foand  ? — 
Welcome  a  God's  name,  madam,  and  your  sod; 
England  shall  welcome  you,  and  all  your  rout-^ 
^'  Gallop  a-fwce  bright  Phoebus  throogh  the  iky^ 
And  dusky  nieht,  in  rusty  iron  car, 
Between  you  ooth,  shorten  the  time,  I  pray^ 
That  I  may  see  that  most  desired  day. 
When  we  may  meet  these  traitors  in  the  field  ! 
Ah,  nothing  grieves  me,  but  my  Uttie  boy 


^'  OaUop  a-^^auf  ftc«— Shakespeare  has  imitated  these  lines  in  lUnuo  andJuUsif  A.  S.  8,2 : 

'<  Gallop  apace,  yba  fleryfooted  steeds. 
Towards  Pnoebus  nansioo ;  such  a  waggooer 
As  Phactoo  would  whip  yon  to  the  west, 
And  bring  in  doady  night  immediately**' 
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b  tlMM  misM  to  coanteiMDoe  their  illg.— 
Cone,  friends,  to  Bristol,  there  id  make  us  strong ; 
And  «iiids,  as  equal  be  to  brine  them  in, 
As  jott  iDjurious  were  to  bear  wm  forth. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Quexn,  ker  Son,  EDMUNDy  Mobtiii £B, 

andSirJoRV, 

Qaeem,   Now,  lords,  our  loving  friends,  and 
coontijmen, 
Weloooie  to  England  all,  with  prosperous  winds ; 
Oar  kindest  friends  in  Belgia  faftYewe  left, 
To  cope  with  friends  at  home ;  a  heavy  case. 
When   force  to  force  b  knit,  and  sword  and 

'♦♦gleave 
lu  civil  broils  make  kin  and  countrymen 
Slaughter  themselves  in  others,  and  their  sides 
With  their  own  weapons  gore !  But  what's  the 

help? 
Misgoverned  kings  are  cause  of  all  this  wreck; 
And,  Edward,  thou  art  one  among  ttiem  all. 
Whose  looseness  hath  betrayed  thy  land  to  spoil. 
And  made  the  channel  overfldw  with  blood 
Of  thine  own  people ;  patron  should'st  thou  be^ 
Bee  thou-i- 

Mor.jun,  Nay,  madam,  if  you  be  a  warrior. 
Ye  most  not  grow  so  passionate  in  speeches. — 
Lords,  sith  tluit  we  are,  by  sufierance  of  heaven, 
Arrived  and  armed  in  this  prince's  right. 
Here  for  our  country's  cause  swear  we  to  him 
All  homage,  fealty,  and  forwardness ; 
And  for  the  open  wrongs  and  injuries 
Edward  hath  done  to  us,  his  queen,  and  land. 
We  come  in  arms  to  wreck  it  with  the  sword ; 
That  En^and's  queen  in  peace  may  repossess 
Her  dignities  and  hononrs :  and  withall 
We  may  remove  these  flatterers  from  the  king^ 
That  havock  England's  wealth  and  treasury. 

Sir  John,  Sound  trumpets,  my  lord,  and  forward 
let  us  march. 
Edward  will  think  we  come  to  flatter  him. 

Edm,  I  would  he  never  had  been  flattered 
^         more !  [Exeunt, 

JBmter  tke  King,  3aldock,  mnd  Spencib  the 
&m,  flying  about  the  Stage. 

^em.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord,  the  queen  is  overttrong, 


Her  friends  do  maltiply,  and  yonrs  do  fail 
Shape  we  our  course  to  Ireland,  there  to  breathe* 

Edw,  What !  was  I  bom  to  fly  and  run  away. 
And  leave  the  Mortimers  conquerors  behind  ? 
Give  me  ray  horse,  let's  reinforce  our  troops^ 
And  in  this  bed  of  hcmour  die  with  fame. 

BaL  O  no,  my  lord,  thi^  princely  resolution 
Fits  not  the  time ;  away,  we  are  pursued. 

Edmund  ahne,  with  a  Sword  and  Target. 

This  way  he  fled,  but  I  am  come  too  late. 
Edward,  alas !  my  heart  relents  for  thee.    « 
Proud  traitor,  Mortimer,  why  dost  thou  chase 
Thy  lawful  king,  thy  sovereign,  with  tbv  sword  ?— 
Vile  wretoh !  and  why  hast  thou,  of  all  unkind. 
Borne  arms  against  thy  brother  and  thy  king  ? 
Rain  showers  of  vengeance  on  ray  cursed  head. 
Thou  God,  to  whom  injustice  it  belongs 
To  punish  this  unnatural  revolt ! — 
Edward,  this  Mortimer  aims  at  tbv  life : 
O  fly  him  then ! — but,  Edmund,  calm  this  rag^ 
Dissemble,  or  thou  diest ;  for  Moi  timer 
And  Isabel  do  kiss,  while  they  conspire : 
And  yet  she  bears  a  face  of  love,  forsooth. 
Fie  on  that  love  that  hatchetb  death  and  hate ! 
Edmund,  away ;  Bristol  to  Longshauks^  blood 
Is  false;  be  not  found  single  for  suspect : 
Proud  Mortimer  pryes  near  into  thy  walks. 

Enter  the  Queen^  Mortimer,  the  young  Prince, 
and  Sir  J oun  ofHenault. 

Queen.  Successful  battle  gives  the  God  of  king^ 
To  them  that  fight  in  right,  and  fear  his  wrath. 
Since  then  successfully  we  have  prevailed. 
Thanked  be  heaven's  great  architect,  and  you  ! 
Ere  farther  we  proceed,  my  noble  lords^ 
We  here  create  our  well-beloved  son. 
Of  love  and  care  unto  his  royal  person. 
Lord  warden  of  the  realm ;  and,  sith  the  fates 
Have  made  his  father  so  unfortunate, 
Deal  you,  my  lords,  in  this,  my  loving  lords, 
As  to  your  wisdoms  fittest  seems  in  all. 

Edm,  Madam,  without  offence,  if  [  mav  ask» 
How  will  you  d«d  with  Edward  in  his  fall? 

Prince,  Tell  me,  good  uncle,  what  Edward  do 
yon  mean? 


^  OfaRM— Or  f  Zmm,  a  weapon  like  a  halberd.    It  is  mentioned  In  Cborcbyardt  ChaXtmgt^  p«  44 1 

**  And  waatiag  wealth  to  pay  this  heavy  sum. 
With  billes  andf  li^yoef  from  prison  was  I  led." 


Ifaia*  Afdm  •J  FeUrikami 

Are  coming  towards  oar  house  with  glmoa  and  billt. 


'*  O  nlstris,  the  major,  and  all  the  watch, 
rards 
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[Hablow. 


Ednu  NepheWy  your  father;  I  dare  not  call 

him  king. 
Mar,  My  lora  of  Kent,  what  needs  these  ques- 
tions ? 
"Tis  not  in  her  controlment,  nor  in  ours^ 
But  as  the  realm  and  parliament  shall  please^ 
-So  shall  your  brother  be  disposed  of. 
I  like  not  this  relenting  mood  in  Edmund, 

tAtide^  to  the  Queen, 
Madam,  ^tis  good  to  look  to  nim  betimes. 

Queen.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  Bristol  knows 

our  xuind. 
Mor.  Yeiiy  madam,  and  they  'scape  not  easily 
That  fled  the  field. 
•    Queen,  BaUiock  is  with  the  king; 
>A  i^oodly  chancellor,  is  he  not,  my  lord  ? 

SirJoku,  So  are  the  Spencers,  the  father  and 

the  son. 
Edm,  This  Edward  is  the  ruin  of  the  realm. 

Enter  Rice  ap  Howexl,  and  the  Mayor  of  Brii" 
toly  with  Spencer  the  Father, 

"Bice.  Cod  save  Qoeen  Isabel,  and  her  pruice- 
ly  son! 
Madam,  the  mayor  and  citizens  of  Bristol, 
In  sign  of  love  smd  duhr  to  tfus  presence. 
Present  by  me  this  traitor  to  .the  state, 
Spencer,  the  father  to  that  ivanton  Spencer, 
That,  like  the  lawless  Catiline  of  Rome, 
Revelled  in  England's  wealth  And  trcasuiry. 
Qtief  n.  We  drank  ynu  all. 
Mor,jun,  Your  loving  care  in  this 
Deserveth  prinoelv  favours  and  rewards. 
But  where*s  the  king  and  the  other  Spencer  fied  ? 
Rice,  Speacer  the  son,  created  ean  of  Glo'ster, 
Is  with  that  smooth-tongued  scholax  Baldock 

pone, 
And  shipped  but  late  for  Ireland  with  the  king* 
Mor.jun,  Some  whirlwind  fetch  them  back, 
or  sink  them  all ! 
They  shall  be  started  thence,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Prince,  Shall  I  not  see  the  king  my  father  yet  ? 
Edm.  Unhappy  Edward!  chued  from  Eng* 

land's  bounds  ! 
Sir  John,  Madam,  what  resteth  ?  why  stand  ye 

in  a  muse  ? 
Queen,  I  rue  my  lord's  ill  fortune ;  but,  alas ! 
Care  of  my  country  called  me  to  this  war. 
ilfor.  Madam,  nave  done  mith  care  and  sad 
complaint. 
Your  king  liath  wronged  your  country  and  him- 
self; 


And  we  must  seek  to  ri^t  it  as  we  may. 
Meanwhile,  have  hence  this  rebel  to  the  block. 

Sven.  Rebel  is  he  that  fights  against  the  priaoe ; 
So  fought  not  they  that  fought  in  Edwarda  right. 

Mor.  Take  him  away,  he  prates. — You,  Eice 
ap  Howell, 
Shall  do  good  service  to  her  majesty. 
Being  of  countenance  in  your  country  here. 
To  follow  these  rebellious  runnagates. — 
We  in  mean  while,  madam,  must  take  advice. 
How  Baldock,  Spencer,  and  their  ooispUces^ 
May  in  their  fall  be  followed  to  their  end. 

[£rfifa/. 

Enter  the  Abbot,  Monkt,  Edward,  Spekckr, 

and  Baldock. 

Abbot,  Have  you  no  doubt,  my  lord ;  have  yoi 
no  fear; 
As  silent  and  as  careful  we  will  be, 
To  keep  your  royal  person  safe  wiih  us, 
Free  from  ^'suspect,  and  fell  invasion 
Of  such  as  have  your  majesty  in  chase. 
Yourself,  and  those  your  chosen  company. 
As  danger  of  this  stormy  time  requires. 

Edw,  Father,  thy  face  should  harbour  no  de- 
ceit 
O !  hadst  thou  ever  been  a  kin^  thy  heart. 
Pierced  deeply  with  a  sense  ofmy  distress, 
Could  not  but  take  compassion  of  my  state* 
Stately  and  proud,  in  riches  and  in  train. 
Whilom  I  was^  powerful,  aud  full  of  pomp: 
But  what  is  he,  whom  rule  and  empiry 
Have  not  in  life  or  death  made  miserable?— 
Come,  Spencer,  come,  Baldock,  come  sit  dowa 

b^  me ; 
M^e  trial  now  of  that  philosophy. 
That  in  our  famous  nurseries  of  arts 
Thou  suck'st  from  Plato  and  from  Aristode.— 
Father,  this  life  contemplative  is  heaven. 
O  that  I  might  thi^  life  iii  quiet  lead ! 
But  we,  alas !  are  chased;  and  you,  my  friend^ 
Your  lives,  and  my  dishonour,  they  pursue. 
Yet,  gentle  monks,  for  treasure,  gold,  nor  fee, 
Do  you  betray  us  and  our  company. 

Monks.  Your  grace  may  sit  secure,  if  none  bot 
we  do  ^  wot  of  your  abode. 

Spen.  Not  one  alive,  but,  shrewdly  I  suspect, 
A  gloomy  fellow,  in  a  mead  below ; 
He  gave  a  long  look  after  us,  my  lord ; 
And  all  the  land  I  know  is  up  in  arms ; 
Arms  that  pursue  our  lives  with  deadly  hate. 


^'  Siurpec/,— i.  e.  tusj^ion.    So,  in  Middleton^s  More  Diuemblen  betidu  Women,  A.  SI*  S.  1 : 


*'  what  a  fair  way 


Bad  I  made  for  my  love  to  the  general, 
And  cut  off  all  sutpect,  all  reprehension  i 


»» 


^  ;ro<— See  Note  85  to  Gammer  Ourton's  NeedU^ 
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s  were  embarked  for  Irdand,  wretch- 
re! 

ftrd  winds  and  sore  tempests  driven 
iiore,  and  here  to  piuc  in  fear 
if  and  his  confederates, 
^rtimer !  wlio  talks  of  Mortimer  ? 
Is  me  with  the  name  of  Mortimer  ? 
r  man ! — Good  father,  oa  thy  lap 
lead,  laden  with  mickle  care, 
leirer  ope  these  eyes  again  ! 
1  lifV  up  this  drooping  head ! 
»fe  lift  up  this  dying  heart ! 
ik  up,  my  lord. — Baldock,  this  drow- 

IS 

good ;  here  even  we  are  betrayed. 

k  Welch  Hook$y^^  Rice  ap  Howkl,  a 
*fr,  and  the  Earl  o^ Leicester. 

Upon  my  life,  these  be  the  men  ye 

.'Uow,  enough. — My  lord,  I  pray  be 

nission  warrants  what  we  do. 

'  queen's  commission,  urged  by  Morti- 

• 

ot  Mortimer  with  the  queen ! 
vhere  he  sits,  and  hopes  unseen, 
eir  hands  that  seek  to  reave  his  life, 
is,  guem  dies  vidit  venient  tuperhum^ 
oiditfugientjacentenL 
ter,  leave  to  grow  so  passionate.— 
d  Baldock,  by  no  other  narocs^ 

I  of  high  treason  here. 

m  titles,  but  obey  the  arrest ; 

name  of  Isabel  the  queen. — 

by  droop  you  thus? 

day !  the  last  of  all  my  bliss  on  earth ! 

II  misfortune !  O  my  stars ! 
u  low'r  unkindly  on  a  king  ? 
^ter  then,  in  Isabella's  name, 
f  life,  my  company  from  me  ? 

riu  up  this  panting  breast  of  mine, 
oy  neart  in  rescue  of  my  friends, 
way  with  them ! 
may  become  thee  yet, 
ike  our  farewell  of  his  grace. 
ly  hearty  with  pity  yearns  to  see  this 
t; 

bear  these  words  and  proud  corn- 
ids. 

en€er,  ah  jsweet  5>peDcer,  thus  then 
I  we  part? 


Spen,  We  most,  my  lord,  so  will  the  angry  hea« 
vens. 

Edw,  Nay,  so  will  hell  and  cruel  Mortimer; 
The  gentle  heavens  have  not  to  do  with  this. 

Bald,  My  lord,  it  is  in  vain  to  grieve  or  storau 
Here  humbly  of  your  grace  we  take  our  leaves; 
Our  lots  are  cast, — I  fear  me,  so  is  thine. 

Edw,  In  heaven  we  may,  in  earth  ne'er  shall 
we  meet : 
And,  Leicester,  say,  what  shall  become  of  us? 

Lei.  Your  majesty  must  go  to  Kiliingworth. 

Edw.  Must  I  'tis  somewhat  hard,  when  kings 
must  go. 

Lei,  Here  is  a  litter  ready  for  your  grace, 
That  waits  your  pleasure,  and  the  day  grows  old. 

Rice.  As  good  be  gone,  as  stay  and  be  benight* 
ed. 

Edw.  A  litter  hast  thou  ?  lay  me  in  a  hearse, 
And  to  the  gates  of  hell  convey  me  hence ; 
Let  Pluto's  bells  ring  out  my  fatal  knell. 
And  hags  howl  for  ray  death  at  Charon's  shore. 
For  friends  liath  Edward  none^  but  these ;  and 

these 
Must  die  under  a  tyrant's  sword. 

Hire.  My  lord,  be  going,  care  not  for  these, 
For  we  shall  see  them  shorter  by  the  heads. 

Edw.  Well,  that,  shall  be,  shall  be :  part  w» 
must ! 
Sweet  Spencer,  gentle  Baldock,  part  we  must ! 
Hence  feigned  weeds  !  unfeigned  are  my  woes ; 
Father,  farewell !  Leicester,  thou  stay'st  for  me. 
And  go  I  must.   Life,  farewell,  with  my  friends. 
[Exeunt  Edward  and  Leicester. 

Spen,  O  is  he  gone  I  is  noble  Edward  gone ! 
Parted  from  hence !  never  to  see  us  more  ! 
Rend,  sphere  of  heaven !  and,  fire,  forsake  thy 

orb ! 
Earth,  melt  to  air !  gone  is  my  sovereign ! 
Gone,  gone,  alas !  never  to  make  return. 

BaUL  Spencer,  I  see  our  souls  are  fleeticg 
lience; 
We  are  deprived  th&  sunshine  of  our  life ; 
Make  for  a  new  life,  man ;  throw  up  thy  eyes, 
And  heart,  and  hand,  to  heaven's  immortal  throne; 
Pay  nature's  debt  with  cheerful  countenance ; 
Reduce  we  all  our  lessons  unlo  this. 
To  die,  sweet  Spencer ;  therefore  live  we  all ; 
Spencer,  all  live  to  die,  and  rise  to  falL 

Bke.  Come,  come,  keep  these  preachments  till 
you  come 
To  the  place  appointed.  You,  aqd  such  as  you  are; 


Aoolet, — What  Und  of  weapons  these  were  is  not  precisely  known.  Mr  Steevens  is  of  opiaioa^ 
kh  hiok  and  the  brown  bill  are  no  more  than  varieties  of  the  tecuris  falcata,  or  probably  a 
be  iaaie  kind  with  the  Lochaberaxe,  which  was  used  in  the  late  rebellion  Colouel  Gacdoer 
Ml  with  such  a  one  at  the  battle  of  Prestonpans.  Mr  Toilet  imsLglkae^  a  weapon,  of  whirii  a 
a,  fnm  the  hooked  fomi  of  it,  to  be  tho  fFtieA  Aoo*,    See  Notes  in  the  FInt  Fart  of  Hatrjf 
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[Mablow. 


Have  mnde  wue  work  in  England. 
'Will  your  lordship  away  ? 

Moaner,  Your  lordship,  I  trust,  will  remember 
me? 

Hice,  Remember  thee,  fellow !  what  else  ? 
Follow  me  to  the  town.  [ExeunL 

Enter  the  King,  Leicesteb,  with  the  Bithop  of 
Winchester  for  the  Crown. 

Lei,  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament ; 
Imagine  Killingworth  castle  were  your  court. 
And  that  you  lay  for  pleasure  here  a  space, 
Not  of  compulsion  or  necessity. 

Edw.  Leicester,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort 
me, 
Thy  speeches  long  ago  had  eased  my  sorrows ; 
For  kind  and  loving  hast  thou  always  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  allayed, 
But  not  of  kings.    The  forest  deer,  being  struck, 
Runs  to  an  herb  that  closeth  up  the  wounds ; 
But,  when  the  imperial  lion's  flesh  is  gored. 
He  rends  ahd  tears  it  with  his  wrathful  paw, 
And,  highly  scorning  that  the  lowly  earth 
Should  drink  his  blood,  mounts  up  to  the  air. 
And  so  it  fares  with  me,  whose  dauntless  mind 
The  ambitious  Mortimer  woufd  seek  to  curb, 
And  that  unnatural  queen,  false  Isabel, 
That  thus  hath  pent  and  mewed  me  in  a  prison : 
For  such  outrageous  passions  cloy  my  soul, 
As  with  the  wings  of  rancour  and  disdain, 
Full  oft  am  I  soaring  up  to  high  heaven. 
To  plain  me  to  the  gods  against  them  both. 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  I  am  a  king, 
Methinks,  I  should  revenge  me  of  the  wrongs 
That  Mortimer  and  Isabel  have  done. 
But  what  are  kings,  when  ^regiment  is  gone. 
But  perfect  shadows  in  a  sunshine  day  ? 
My  nobles  rule,  I  bear  the  name  of  king ; 
^  wear  the  jcrown,  but  am  controuled  by  them, 
%y  Mortimer,  and  iny  junconstant  oueen. 
Who  spots  my  nuptial  bed  with  infamv. 
Whilst  I  ^ro  lodged  within  tliis  cave  of  care, 
Where  sorrow  at  my  elbow  still  attends. 
To  company  my  heart  with  sad  laments. 
That  bleeds  within  me  for  this  strange  exchange. 
But  tell  me,  must  I  now  resign  my  crown, 
To  make  usurping  Mortimer  a  king  ? 

Win,  Your  grace  mistakes;  it  is  for  England's 
good, 
^nd  pnncely  Edward's  right,  we  crave  the  crown. 

Edw,  No,*'tis  for  Mortimer,  not  Edward's  head; 
For  he's  a  lamb,  encompassed  by  wolves. 
Which  in  a  moment  will  abridge  his  life. 
But  if  proud  Mordmer  do  wear  this  crown. 
Heavens  turn  it  to  a  blaze  of  (quenchless  fire ! 
Or,  like  the  snaky  wreath  of  Jiaphon, 


Engirt  the  temples  of  his  hateful  head ; 

So  shall  not  England's  vines  be  perished. 

But  Edward's  name  survive,  though  Edward  diea. 
Leu  My  lord,  why  waste  you  thus  the  time 
away  ? 

They  stay  your  answer— will  you  yield  your  crown  f 
Edw.  Ah,  Leicester,  weigh  how  hardly  I  cio 
brook 

To  lose  my  crown  and  kingdom  without  cause; 

To  give  ambitious  Mortimer  my  right, 

That,  like  a  mountain,  overwhelms  my  bliss, 

In  which  extremes,  my  mind  here  murthered  ii. 

But  what  the  heavens  appoint,  I  must  obey ! 

Here,  take  my  crown ;  the  life  of  Edward  too; 

Two  kings  in  England  cannot  reign  at  once. 

But  stay  a  while,  let  me  be  king  till  night. 

That  I  may  gaze  upon  this  glittering  crown; 

So  shall  my  eyes  receive  their  last  content, 

My  head,  the  latest  honour  due  to  it, 

And  jointly  both  yield  up  their  wished  rigbt.— 

Contmue  ever,  thou  celestial  sun ; 

Let  never  silent  night  possess  this  clime; 

Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element; 

All  times  and  seasons,  rest  you  at  a  stay. 

That  Edward  may  be  still  fair  England'i  king! 

But  day's  bright  beam  doth  vanish  fast  away, 

And  needs  I  must  resign  my  wished  crown. 

Inhuman  creatures !  nursed  with  tyger's  milk ! 

WhyEape  you  for  your  sovereign's  overthrow  ? 

My  dmdem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 

See^monsters,  see,  I'll  wear  niv  crown  again ! 

What,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  your  king? 

But  hapless  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led. 

They  pasa  not  for  thy  frowns  as  late  tliey  did, 

But  seek  to  make  a  new-elected  king ; 

Which  fills  my  mind  with  strange  despairing 
thoughts. 

Which  thoughts  are  martyred  with  endless  tor- 
ments. 

And  in  this  torment  comfort  find  I  none. 

But  that  I  feel  the  crown  upon  my  head ; 

And  therefore  let  me  wear  it  yet  a  while. 
Trusty.  My  lord,  the  parliament  must  haia 
present  news. 

And  therefore  say,  will  you  resign  or  no  ? 
Edw.  rthe  King  ragetK)  111  not  resign !  but 
whilst  I  live,  be  king ! 

Traitors,  begone,  and  join  with  Mortimer. 

Elect,  ^  confirm,^  install,  do  what  yoa  will ; 

Their  blood  and  yours  shall  seal  these  treadie 


nes! 


f 


Win.  This  answer  we'll  return,  and  so  hf^ 

well. 
Leu  Call  them  again,  my  lord,  and  speak  them 

fair; 
For  if  they  go^  the  prince  shall  lose  his 


^ 
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all  dioa  them  back,  I  kave  no  power 
(peak. 

lord,  the  king  is  willing  to  resign, 
he  be  not,  let  him  choose. 
woaM  I  might !  but  heaven  and  earth 
spire 

ic  miserable !  here,  reoeire  my  crown ; 
!  no,  these  innocent  hands  of  mine 
e  guilty  of  so  foul  a  crime. 
aU,  that  most  desires  my  blood, 
5  <^led  the  murderer  of  a  king, 
^hat,  are  you  moved  ^  pity  you  me  ? 
for  unrelenting  Mortimer, 
,  whose  eyes,  Inring  turned  to  steel, 
r  sparkle  fire,  than  shed  a  tear. 
tr  rather  than  I  will  look  on  them, 
;  now,  sweet  God  of  heaven ! 
espise  this  transitory  pomp, 
aye  euthronized  in  heaven  ! 
h,'and  with  thy  fingers  close  my  eyes, 
t  let  me  forget  myself. 

lord. 

Jl  me  not  lord ; 

if  my  sight — ah,  pardon  me, 

I  roe  lunatic  I 

t  Mortimer  protect  my  son; 

'  there  is  in  a  tyger's  jaws, 

ibracementft — Bewc  this  to  the  (jueen, 

ly  tears,  and  dried  again  with  sighs; 

ni^t  thereof  she  be  not  moved, 

ck,  and  dip  it  in  my  blood. 

ae  to  my  son,  and  bid  him  rule 

I.   Yet  how  have  I  transgressed, 

with  too  much  clemency  I 

ind  thus^  most  humbly,  do  we  take  our 

#• 

"ewell;  I  know  the  next  news  that 

brii^ 

death;  and  welcome  shall  it  be  :— 

1  men,  death  is  felidty.     * 

ther  post,  what  news  brings  he  f 

h  news  as  I  expect— come,  Berkeley, 


9 

message  to  my  naked  breast, 
lord,  think  not  a  thought  so  villainous 
r  in  a  man  of  noble  birth, 
bighness  service  and  devoir, 
1  from  your  foes,  Berkeley  would  die. 
lord,  the  council  and  the  queen  com- 

I  my  charge. 

i  who  must  keep  me  now  ?  must  you, 

.rd? 

ny  most  gracious  lord,  so  'ds  decreed. 

dortimer,  whose  name  is  written  here, 

end  his  name  that  rends  my  heart ! 

venge  hath  something  eased  my  mind. 

mbs  be  torn,  as  is  this  paper  f 

mortal  Jove,  and  grant  it  too ! 

r  ^oe  matt  hence  with  me  to  Berk6> 

rught. 


Edw.  Wluther  you  will,  all  places  are  alike, 
And  every  earth  is  fit  for  burial. 

Lei.  Favour  him,  my  lord,  as  much  as  lieth  in 
you. 

Ber,  Even  so  betide  my  soul  as  I  use  him. 

Edw.  Mine  enemy  hath  pitied  my  estate, 
And  that's  the  cause  that  I  am  now  removed. 

Ber.  And  thinks  your  grace  that  Berkeley  will 
be  cruel ? 

Edw.  I  know  not,  but  of  this  am  I  assured, 

I  That  death  ends  all,  and  I  can  die  but  opce. 
Leicester,  farewell. 
LeL  Not  yet,  my  lord,  Fll  bear  you  on  your 
way.  [£rettnl. 

Enter  Mortimer, Jtifi.  and  Queen  Isabel. 

Mor.jun.  Fair  Isabel,  now  have  we  our  desire ; 
The  proud  corrupters  of  the  lighfr-brain'd  king 
Have  done  their  homage  to  the  lofty  gallows^ 
And  he  himself  lies  iu  captivity. 
Be  ruled  hy  me,  and  we  will  rule  the  realm. 
In  any  case  take  heed  of  childish  fear. 
For  now  we  hold  an  old  wolf  by  the  ears^ 
That  if  he  slip  will  seize  upon  us  both', 
And  grine  the  sorer,  being  gript  himself. 
Think,  therefore,  madam,  that  imports  us  much| 
To  erect  yonr  son  with  all  the  speed  we  may, 
And  that  I  be  protector  over  him. 
For  our  behoof;  'twill  bear  the  greater  sway 
When  as  a  kin^^s  name  shall  be  under  writ. 

Queen.  Sweet  Mortimer,  the  life  of  Isabel ! 
Be  thou  persuaded  that  I  love  thee  well ; 
And  therefore,  so  the  prince  my  son  be  safe. 
Whom  I  esteem  as  dear  as  these  mine  eyes, 
Conclude  against  his  father  what  thou  will, 
And  I  myself  will  willingly  subscribe. 

Mor.jun.  First  would  I  hear  the  news  he  were 
deposed; 
And  then  let  me  alone  to  handle  him. 

Enter  Meuenger  and  Winch estsr. 

Mor.jun.  Letters!  from  whence f 

JIfes.  From  Killingworth,  my  lord. 

Queen.  How  fares  my  lord  the  king  I 

Mei,  In  health,  madam,  but  full  of  pensiveness. 

Queen.  Alas !  poor  soul,  would  I  could  ease  his 
grief!    ^    [Winchester jare^ent^ papery 
Thanks,  gentle  Winchester;  sirnJ),  be  gone. 

[Exit  Messenger. 

Win,  The  king  hath  willingly  resigned  hb  crown. 

Queen.  O  happy  news !  send  for  the  prince,  my 
son. 

Win,  Further ;  or  this  letter  was  sealed,  lord 
Berkeley  came. 
So  that  he  now  is  gone  from  Killingworth : 
And  we  have  hea^  that  Edmund  laid  a  plot 
To  set  his  brother  free ;*-no  more  but  so;— 
The  lord  of  Berkeley  is  pitiful. 
As  Leicester,  that  had  charge  of  Mm  before. 

Queen.  Then  let  some  other  be  his  guardian. 

Mor.iun.  Letmc  alone,  here  is  the  privy  seat 
Who^  there  ?  call  hither  Gurney  and  Matrevis. 
To  dash  the  heavy-headed  Edmund's  drift, 

Sa 
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Berkeley  shall  be  discharged,  the  king  removed, 
And  none  but  we  shall  know  where  he  lieth. 

Queen,  But,  Mortimer,  as  long  as  he  survives, 
What  safety  rests  for  «s  or  lor  my  siin? 

Mor.jun.  Speak,  shall   he  presently  be  dis- 
patched and  die? 
Queen,  1  would  be  were,  so  'twere  not  by  my 
means. 

Enter  Matrevis  and  Gurn£y. 

Mor.jun,  Enough;    Matrevis,  write  a  letter 
presently 
Unto  the  lord  of  Berkeley  from  om-self. 
That  he  resign  the  king  to  thee  and  Gurney ; 
And  when  'tis  done  we  will  subscribe  our  name. 

Mat.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

Mor.jun.  Gurney? 

Cur,  My  lord. 

Mor.jun.  As  thou  intend'st  to  rise  by  Mortimer, 
Who  now  makes  fortune's  wheel  turn  as  he  please, 
Seek  all  the  means  thou  canst  to  make  him  droop, 
And  neither  give  him  kind  word  nor  good  look. 

Gur,  1  warrant  you,  my  lord. 

Mor,jun.  And  this  above  the  rest, — because 
hear 
That  Edmund  casts  to  work  his  liberty ; — 
Remove  him  still  from  place  to  place  by  ijight, 
Till  at  the  last  he  come  to  Killineworth, 
And  then  from  thence  to  Berkeley  back  again : 
And  by  the  way,  to  make  him  fret  the  more, 
^^  Speak  curstly  to  him ;  and  in  any  case 
Let  no  man  comfort  him  if  he  chance  to  weep. 
But  amplify  his  grief  with  bitter  words. 

Mat,  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we'll  do  as  you  com- 
mand. 

Mor.jun.  So,  now  away;  post  thitherwards 
amain. 

Queen.  Whither  goes  this  letter,  to  my  lord  the 
king? 
Commend  me  humbly  to  his  majesty, 
And  tell  him  that  I  labour  all  in  vain 
To  ease  his  grief,  and  work  his  liberty ; 
And  bear  him  this,  as  witness  of  my  love. 

Mat,  I  will,  madam. 

[Eteunt  Matrevis  and  Gurn£Y. 

Enter  the  young  Prince,  and  the  Earl  of  Kent 
talking  with  him. 

Mor.jun,  Finely  dissembled !  do  so  still,  sweet 
queen. 
Here  comes  the  young  prince,  with  the  earl  of 
Kent. 


Queen.  Somiething  he  whispers  in  hb  chikiisii 

ears. 
Mor.jun.  If  behave  such  access  unto  the  prince. 
Our  plots  and  stratagems  will  soon  be  dash*d. 
Queen.  Use  Edmund  friendly,  as  if  all  were  well. 
Mor.jun,  How  fares  my  honourable  lord  of 

Kent? 
^dm.  In  health,  sweet  Mortimer:  how  fares 

your  grace  ? 
Queen,  Well,  if  my  lord  your  brother  wer^  en- 

larged. 
Edm.  I  hear  of  late  he  hath  deposed  himself. 
Queen,  The  more  my  grief. 
Mor.jun,  And  mine. 

Edm.  Ah,  they  do  dissemble  \  [Ajude. 

Queen.  Sweet  son,  come  hither,  1  must  talk 

with  thee. 
Mor.jun.  Vou  being  his  uncle,  and  the  next  of 

blood, 
Do  look  to  be  protector  o'er  tlie  prince. 

Edm.  Not  I,  my  lord ;  who  should  protect  tbe 

son. 
But  she  that  gave  him  life,  I  mean  the  queen  ? 
Prince.  Mother,  persuade  me  not  to  wear  die 

crown ; 
Let  him  be  king,  I  am  too  young  to  reign. 
Queen.  But  1^  content,  seeing  it  is  bis  highness' 

pleasure. 
Prince,  Let  me  but  see  him  first,  and  theo  I 

will. 
Edm.  Ay  do,  sweet  nephew. 
Queen,  Brother,  you  know  it  is  impossible. 
Prince,  Why,  is  he  dead  ? 
Queen.  No,  God  forbid  ! 
Edm,  I  would  those  words  proceeded  from  yoor 

heart. 
Mor.jun,  Inconstant  Edmund,  dost  thou  fs* 

vour  him. 
That  wast  a  cause  of  hb  imprisonment  ? 

Edm,  The  more  cause  have  I  now  to  make 

amends. 
Mor,jun,  I  tell  thee  'tis  not  meet  that  one  i^ 

false 
Should  come  about  the  person  of  a  prince. 
My  lord,  he  hath  betrayed  the  king  hb  brother, 
And  therefore  trust  him  not. 

Prince,  But  he  repents,  and  sorrows  for  it  now. 
Queen,  Come  son,  and  go  with  this  gentle  lord 

and  me. 
Prince,  With  you  I  will,  but  not  with  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun,  Why,  yoimgUng,  disdain'st  thoa  loof 

Mortimer? 
Then  I  will  carry  thee  by  force  away  ! 


y  Sptak  cunily, — Cuntly  is  threwishly^  itt-naturediy,  or  frowardfy.    As,  in  PhihUn: 

<*  Hadst  a  curft  master  when  thou  wentst  to  schooL" 

Taming  ofihe  Shrew : 

—  "  her  only  fault 

Is,  that  she  Is  intolerably  curst.^ 
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Help,  unde  Kent !  Mortimer  will  wrong 
me. 

Brother  Edmund,  strive  not,  we  are  his 

friends ; 

nearer  than  the  earl  of  Kent 

aster,  Edward  is  my  charge,  redeem  him. 

Edward  is  my  son,  and  I  will  keep  him. 
Mortimer  shall  know  that  he  hath 
wronged  me. 

U  I  haste  to  Killingworth  castle, 
lie  aged  Edward  From  his  foes, 
'enged  on  Mortimer  and  thee* 

[Exeunt* 

Iatrevis  andGvRVEY  with  the  King. 
Soldiers  attending. 

tfjf  lord,  be  not  pensive,  we  are  your 
friends; 

ordained  to  live  in  misery, 
i  come,  dalliance  dangerech  our  lives. 
iends ! — Whither  must  unhappy  Edward 
go! 

ful  Mortimer  appoint  no  rest? 
(  vexed  like  the  nightly  bird, 
2;ht  is  loathsome  to  all  winged  fowls? 
li  the  fury  of  his  mind  assuage  ? 
11  his  heart  be  satis6ed  with  blood  ? 
rill  serve,  unbowel  straight  this  breast, 
my  heart  to  Isabel  and  him, 
rhiefest  mark  they  level  at. 
"^ot  so,  my  liege,  the  queen  hath  given 
this  charge, 
four  grace  in  safety ; 
bions  make  your  choler  to  encrease. 
This  usage  makes  my  misery  encrease. 
ny  air  of  life  continue  long, 
my  senses  are  annoyed  with  stench? 
dangeon  England's  king  is  kept, 
am  starved  for  want  of  sustenance, 
diet  is  heart-breaking  sobs, 
ost  rend  the  closet  of  my  heart; 
s  old  Edward  not  relieved  by  any, 
lust  die,  though  pitied  by  many, 
gentle  friends,  to  cool  my  thirst, 
r  my  body  from  foul  excrements ! 
Sere's  channel-water,  as  our  charge  is 
given ; 

for  we'll  be  barbers  to  your  grace, 
'raitors,  away !  wliat,  will  you  murder  roe, 
your  sovereign  with  puddle-water  ? 
4o;  but  wash  your  face,  and  shave  away 
your  beard, 

be  known,  and  so  be  rescued, 
'^hy  strive  you  thus?  your  labour  is  in  vain. 
nie  wren  may  strive  against  the  lion's 
strength, 

\  vain;  so  vainly  do  I  strive, 
or  mercy  at  a  tyrant's  hand. 
[They  wa$h  him  with  puddle-water,  and 

shave  his  beard  away, 
powers !  that  know  the  painful  cares 
i  upon  my  poor  distressed  90wl ! 


.  O  level  all  your  looks  upon  these  daring  men, 
That  wrong  their  liege  and  sovereign,  England's 

king. 
O  Gaveston,  it  is  for  thee  that  1  am  wronged. 
For  me,  both  thou  and  both  the  Spencers  died ! 
And  for  your  sakes  a  thousand  wron^-s  I'll  take. 
The  Spencers'  ghosts,  wherever  they  remain, 
Wish  well  to  mine;  then  tush,  for  them  Til  die. 

Mat,^  Vwixt  theirs  and  yours  shall  be  no  enmity. 
Come,  come  away,  now  put  the  torches  out. 
We'll  enter  in  by  darkness  to  Killingworth. 

Enter  Eomund. 

Gur,  How  now,  who  comes  there  ? 

Mat.  Guard  the  king  sure ;  it  is  the  earl  of 

Kent. 
Edw.  O,  gentle  brother,  help  to  rescue  me  ! 
Mat.  Keep  them  asunder;  thrust  in  the  king. 
Edm.  Soldiers,  let  me  but  talk  to  him  One  w^rd. 
Gur.  Lay  hands  upon  the  earl  for  his  assault. 
Edm.  Lay  down  your  weapons,  traitors,  yield 

the  king. 
Mat.  Edmund,  yield  thou  thyself,  or  thou  shalt 

die. 
Edm,  Base  villains !  wherefore  do  you  gripe  mo 

thus  ? 
Gur.  Bind  him,  and  so  convey  him  to  the  court. 
Edm.  Where  is  the  court  but  here  ?  iiere  is  tho 

And  I  will  visit  him ;  why  stay  you  me  ? 

Mat.  The  court  is  where  lord  Mortimer  re» 
mains; 
Thither  shall  yc^ur  honour  go ;  and  so  farewell. 
[Exeunt  Matrevis  aii(i  Gurnet, 
with  the  King. 

Manent  Edmund  and  the  Soldiers. 

Edm*  O  miserable  is  that  common-weal,  where 
lords 
Keep  courts,  and  kings  are  lock'd  in  prison ! 
Soldiers,  Wherefore  stay  we  ?  on,  sirs,  to  the 

court. 
Edm,  Ay,  lead  me  whither  you  will,  even  to  my 
death. 
Seeing  that  my  brother  cannot  be  released. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  MoRTiuERjun.  alone, 

Mor.jun.  Th^  king  must  die,  or  Mortimer  goes 
down. 
The  commons  now  begin  to  pity  him. 
Yet  he  that  is  the  cause  of  Edward's  death. 
Is  sure  to  pay  for  it  when  his  son's  of  age ; 
And  therefore  will  I  do  it  cunningly. 
This  letter,  written  by  a  friend  of  ours. 
Contains  his  death,  yet  bids  them  save  his  life, 
Ewdardum  occidere  nolite,  timer e  bonum  est. 
Fear  not  to  kill  the  king,  'tis  good  he  die. 
But  read  it  thus,  and  that's  another  sense : 
Edwardum  occidere  nolite  timere  bonum  est^ 
Kill  not  the  king,  'tis  good  to  fear  the  worsts 
Unpointed  as  i(  is,  thus  shall  it  go, 
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Thtit  iieing  dead,  if  it  chance  to  be  Toand, 
Matrevis  and  the  rest  may  bear  the  blame. 
And  we  be  quit,  that  caused  it  to  be  done. 
Within  this  room  is  locked  the  messenger. 
That  shall  convey  it,  and  perform  the  rest : 
And  by  a  secret  token  that  he  bears, 
Shall  he  be  murdered  when  the  deed  is  done. 
Xightbom,  come  forth ;  art  thou  so  resolute  as 
thott  wast? 

» 
Enter  Lightborw. 

Light.  What  else,  my  lord,  and  far  more  reso- 
lute. 
Mor,  jun.  And  hast  thou  cast  how  to  accom- 
plish it  ? 
Light.  Ay,  ay,  and  none  shall  "know  whfcb  way 

he  died. 
Mar.  jun.  But  at  his  looks,  lightbom,  thou  wilt 

relent. 
L^ht,  Relent !  ha,  ha,  I  m^e  much  to  relent. 
Mor.  jun.  Well,  do  it  bravely,  and  be  secret. 
light.  You  shall  not  need  to  give  instructions; 
Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  killed  a  infan.  ■ 
I  learned  in  Napl^  how  to  poison  flowers ; 
To  strangle  with  a  lawn  thrust  through  the  throat; 
To  pierce  the  wind-pipe  with  a  ne^dfe's  poibt ; 
Or,  whilst  one  is  asleep,  to  take  a  quill 
And  blow  a  little  powder  in  his  ears ; 
Or  open  his  motith,  and  pdur  quick-silver  down. 
But  yet  I  have  a  braver  way  than  these. 
Mor.  jun.  What's  that  ? 
Ught.  May,  you  shall  pardon  me,  none  lihall 

know  my  tricks. 
Mor.  jun.  1  care  nothoiv  it  is,  so  it  be  not  'spied. 
Deliver  this  'to  Gwney  and  Matrevis. 
At  every  ten  mile  end  thou  hast  a  horse. 
!nike  this,  away ;  and  never  see  me  more. 
Light.  No ! 
Mor,  jun.  No ;  tmleiss  thou  bring  riie  news  of 

Edward's  death. 
Light.  That  will  I  quickly  do;  f8rewell,my  lord . 

{Exit. 


Mor.  jun.  Thepriik:teIi^l^tfaeqae^dolG0kD* 
mand. 
And  with  a  lowly  cOng£  to  the  grouDd, 
The  proudest  lords  salute  me  as  I  pass : 
I  seal,  I  cancel,  I  do  what  I  will; 
Fe&r^d  am  I  more  than  lovted— let  me  be  feared ; 
And,  when  I  fVown,  make  fill  the  oouH  look  pale. 
I  view  the  prince  with  Aristarcfao*'  eyes, 
Whose  looks  were  'as  ^  a  breechine  to  a  boj. 
They  thrust  tipbn  rac  the  jiretectorMup^ 
And  sue  to  me  foi-  that  which  I  desire: 
While  at  the  Council-table,  grave  euoogb. 
And  not  tmlike  a  bashful  puritan. 
First  I  complain  of  imbeality. 
Saying  it  is,  onu»  quam  graviisimumf 
Till,  being  interrupted  by  my  friends, 
Sutcepi  that  pfatdnciam,  «s  thtey  teita  it. 
And,  to  conclude,  I  am  protector  turn. 
Now  is  all  sui^,  llie  quefea  iand  Mortimer 
Shan  n^le  the  tttAWi  \  the  king,  and  none  rule  n% 
tdine  enen^ies  will  I  pli^,  my  friends  advantt^ 
And  what  I  list  command ;  who  dare  controul? 
Major  iuM  fuelm  cui  pOtntftfttuna 
And  that  this  be  the  coroniation-day. 
It  pliease^  me,  and  Isabel  the  queen. 
The  trumpets  soKind,  I  must  go  take  my 


Enter  the  young  King,  Bishop,  Champiov, 
Nobles,  Qu£en,&c 

Biih.  Longlnre  king  £dward,by  die  moeofGonS, 
King  of  England,  and  lord  of  irelatid ! 

Cham,  If  any  Christian,  Heathen,  Tork,  or  Je^nr, 
Dares  but  affirm,  that  Edward's  not  trae  kjag» 
And  will  avouch  bis  saying  with  the  sword, 
I  am  the  champion  that  will  cooibat  hink 

Mor.  jun.  None  eomes,  sound  trumpets. 

King.  Champion,  here's  to  thee. 

Queea.  Lord  Monini«r,  now  take  Inm  so  year 
ehatg^. 

Enter  SoWett,  with  the  Earl  qfKvsr  pri$oner. 

Mor.  jun.  What  traitor  have  we  there 
blades  knd  bills? 
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4*  A  breeehing^^^  whipping.    80,^  in  Mai8lnger*s  UwMtwrdt  Combat^  A*  I.  8.  i: 

<*  Tales  oot  of  school !  take  heed,  70a  wiU  60  ^rMcAsd  eba.** 
The  Bnhfid  Lover,  A- 1.  S.  i : 

«  Toil  WiU  be  bf^eeched,  l)oy, 
"  !For  yoilr  physical  nuucUBS.** 

The  Ouardianf  A*  i.  8. 1 1 

*'  How  he  looks  I '  like  a  sch  obl-bo^y  that  had  played  the  tnuwU 
■'  And  went  to  be  brtathed.**  ' 

Shakespeare's  Taming  0/  the  Shrtm^  A.  S.  S.  i : 

"         no  bruching  scholar  tn  the  schools.'* 
8ee  also  Ifr  StereBTs  Note  on  the  last  faMSfa, 
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SoL  £diiittiid»  die  earibf  Kent 

King.  What  hath  he  done  ? 
Soil  He  woaM  have  tdken  the  king  away  per 
forces 
As  we  were  bringing  him  to  Killingwordi. 
Mor.jum,  Did  yon  attempt  his  rescn^  £d-> 

mood  ?  Speak. 
Edm.  Mortifner,  I  did ;  he  it  our  king^ 
And  thou  compeU'st  this  priooe  to  wear  the 
crowo. 
Mar.jun.  Strike  off  hu  head,  be  shall  hkve 

martial  law. 
JSdm.  Strike  off  my  head !  base  traitor,  I  deQr 

thee. 
King.  My  knpd,  be  is  my  nnde,  and  shall  live. 
Mor.  jun.  My  lord,  he  is  your  enemy,  and  shall 

die. 
Edm.  Buy,  villains! 

King.  Sweet  mother,  if  I  cannot  pardon  him, 
lotreat  my  lord  protector  for  his  life. 
Qmeen,  Son,  be  content;  I  dare  not  speak  a 

word. 
Kmg*  Nor  T,  and  yet  methinks  I  should  com- 
mand; 
Bot  8eein|;  I  cannot.  111  intreat  for  him— 
My  lord,  if  you  will  let  my  unde  live, 
I  will  reooite  it  when  I  come  to  age. 
Mar.jun,  Tis  for  your  highnes^  good,  and  for 
the  realms*.— 
How  often  shall  I  bid  yon  bear  him  hence  ? 
Edm,  Art  thou  king?  must  I  die  at  thy  oom- 

maml  ? 
Mar,jun.  At  our  command !  Once  more  away 

with  him. 
Edm.  Let  me  bat  stay  and  speak  ;  I  w31  not  go. 
Either  my  brother  or  his  son  is  king. 
And  neither  of  them  diirst  for  EduMad's  blood  ; 
And  therefore,  soldiers,  whitiier  will  yoo  hale  me? 
[Tkeif  hale  Edmund  away,  and  carry  him  to 
he  beheaded. 
King,  What  safety  may  I  look  for  at  his  hands, 
If  that  my  uncle  shall  be  murdered  thus? 
Queen,  Fear  not,  sweet  boy,  HI  geard  thee 
from  thy  foes; 
Had  Edmund  lived,  he  would  have  sought  thy 

desfth. 
Come,  son,  well  ride  a  honting  in  the  paHc. 
King,  And  shall  my  uncle  Edmund  riile  with  us? 
Quern.  He  is  m  tnutor,  think  not  on  him ;  ceme. 

[Exeunt  o^net. 

Enter  Matrevis  and  Gurket. 

Mat,  Gumey,  I  wonder  the  king  dies  not. 
Being  in  a  vault  up  to  the  knees  in  water, 
To  which  the  channels  of  the  castle  run  ; 
Pnm  whence  a  damp  continually  ariseth, 
iW  weve  eDongh  to  poison  any  man: 


Moch  more  a  ksn^  blt)cigbt  up  so  tenderly* 

Gur,  And  so  do  I,  Matrevis  t  yesternight 
I  opened  but  the  door  to  throw  him  meat. 
And  I  was  almost  stifled  with  the  savour. 

Mat,  He  hath  a  body  able  to  endure 
More  than  we  can  inflict :  and  therefore  now. 
Let  us  assail  his  miiid  another  while. 

Gur,  Send  for  him  out  thence,  and  I  will  $tk^ 
ger  him. 

Mat.  Biit  stay,  who's  thii  ? 

Enter  Lightborn. 

Light,  My  lord  protector  greets  you. 

[Ciwingaptqfen 
Gur,  Wbat^  here?  I  know  not  how  to  coih 

stnke  It 
MaL  Gurney,  it  was  kft  mpointed  for  thd 
^  nonce ; 
Edwardium  ocddere  noHte  timertf 
That's  his  meaning. 

Light,  Know  yie  this  token  ?  I  ninst  have  the  kki|^ 
mU,  Ay,  stay  a  while,  thou  «halt  have  ansi^ 
straight.-*- 
This  villain's  sent  to  make  away  the  king. 
Gur,  I  thondit  as  much.  ^ 
Mat,  And  when  the  nuirder^s  done. 
See  how  he  must  be  handled  for  his  labobr. 
Pereat  iste .-"— let  him  have,  the  king : 
What  eUe  ?  here  is  the  keva,  Uiis  is  the  lak^ 
Do  as  yo«  are  commanded  by  my  lord. 

Light,  I  know  what  i  most  do,  get  yoo  awltjr; 
Yet  be  not  far  ofl^  I  shall  need  your  help ; 
8m  that  in  the  next  room  I  hate  a  fire. 
And  get  me  a  spit,  and  let  it  be  red  hot. 
Mat,  Very  well. 

Gur,  Need  you  anv  thing  besides  ? 
Light,  A  table  ancT  a  feiSher  bed. 
Gur.  That's  all  ? 

Light,  Ay,  ay;  so  when  I  cidl  yoo,  bring  it  m. 
His^.  Fear  not  thou  that. 
Gur,  Here's  a  light  to  go  into  the  dungeon. 

[Ejteunt  Gurney  and  MatrsvyI 
Light.  So  now  must  I  about  this  geer;  ne'^ 
was  there  any 
So  finetsr  handled  as  diis  king  shall  be. 
Fob,  here's  a  place  indeed,  widi  all  my  heart ! 
Edw.  Wbors  there ?  what  lig^  is  that?  where* 

fore  com'st  thou  ? 
Light.  To  comftnt  you,  ttid  bring  yon  joyliil 

news. 
Edw.  Small  comfort  finds  poor  EdWard  in  thy 
looks! 
Villain,  I  know  thou  com'st  to  murder  me. 

Lijg^.  To  murder  you,  my  most  gracious  lord ! 
Far  is  it  from  my  heart  to  cio  you  harm. 
The  oueen  sent  me  to  see  how  you  were  uted^ 
For  she  relents  at  this  your  misery : 


^  iVrac»-»See  Note  to  JkMmukr  tmd  Cwnjuyfi 
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And  what  eyed  can  refrain  from  shedding  tears, 
To  see  a  king  in  this  most  piteous  state  ? 

Edw.  Weep'bt  thou  already  }  list  a  while  to  me^ 
And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  as  Gurney's  is, 
Or  as  Matrevis,  hewn  from  the  Caucasus, 
Yet  will  it  melt,  ere  I  have  done  my  tale. 
This  dungeon  where  they  keep  roe,  is  the  sink 
Wherein  the  filth  of  ail  the  castle  falls. 
Light,  O  villains ! 

Edw,  And  there,  in  mire  and  puddle  have  I 
stood 
This  ten  days  space ;  and  least  that  I  should  sleep, 
One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 
They  give  me  bread  and  water,  being  a  king ; 
So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  sustenance, 
My  mind's  distempered,  and  my  body's  num}>ed ; 
And  whether  I  have  hmbs  or  no,  I  know  not . 
O,  would  my  blood  drop  out  from  every  vein. 
As  doth  this  water  from  my  '"  tottered  robes ! 
Tell  Isabel,  the  queen,  I  looked  ^ot  thus, 
When  for  her  sake  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 
And  there  unhorsed  the  Duke  of  Cleremont 
Light,  O  speak  no  more,  m^fmrd  !  this  breaks 
my  heart, 
lie  on  this  bed,  and  rest  yourself  awhile . 

Edw,  These  looks  of  thine  can  harbour  nought 
but  death : 
I  see  my  tragedy  written  in  thy  brows. 
Yet  .stay  a  while,  forbear  thy  bloody  hand. 
And  let  me  see  the  stroke  before  it  comes, 
That  even  then,  when  I  shall  lose  my  life, 
"My  mind  may  be  more  stedfast  on  my  God. 
Light,  What  means  your  highness  to  mistrast 

me  thus? 
Edw,  What  mean'st  thou  to  dissemble  with 

me  thus?  { 

Light,  These  hands  were  never  stained  with 
innocent  blood, 
^or  shall  they  now  be  tainted  with  a  king's. 
Edw,  Forgive  my  thought,  for  having  such  a 
thought 
One  jewel  have  I  left  receive  thou  this. 
Still  fear  I,  and  I  know  not  what's  the  cauiCj^ 
But  every  joint  shakes  as  I  give  it  thee. 
O !  if  thou  barbour'st  murder  in  thy  heart, 
Let  this  gift  change  thy  mind,  and  save  thy  soul ! 
JKnow,  that  1  am  a  king :  Oh !  at  that  name 
I  feel  a  hell  of  grief;  where  is  my  crown? 
Oone,  gone  9  and  do  I  remain  ? 
light.  You're  overwatched,  my  lord ;  lie  down 
and  rest 


Edw,  But  that  grief  keeps  me  waking,  I  shoold 
sleep  ;* 
For  not  these  ten  days  have  these  eye-lids  closed. 
Now,  as  I  speak,  they  fall,  and  yet  with  fear 
Open  again.  O  wherefore  sit'st  thou  here  ? 

Light,  If  you  mistrust  me,  Til  begone,  my  lord. 

Edw,  No,  no ;  for  if  thou  mean'st  to  murder  me. 
Thou  wilt  return  again ;  and  therefore,  stay. 

Light,  He  sleeps. 

Edw,  O  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  O  stay  a  whilti 

Light,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

Edw,  Something  still  buzzeth  in  mine  ears, 
And  tells  me,  if  I  sleep,  I  never  wake ; 
This  fear  is  that  which  makes  me  tremble  thus. 
And  therefore  tell  me,  wherefore  art  thou  come? 

Light.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  life ;  Matrevis,  come. 

Enter  Gurney  and  Matrevis. 

Edw,  I  am  too  weak  and  feeble  to  resist: 
Assist  me,  sweet  God,  and  receive  my  soul. 

Light,  Run  for  the  table. 

Edw,  O  spare  me,  or  dispatch  roe  in  a  trice. 

Light,  So,  lay  the  table  down,  and  stamp  on  it 
But  not  too  hard,  lest  that  you  bruise  his  body. 

[They'murder  him. 

Mat,  I  fear  me  that  this  cry  will  raise  the  town, 
And  therefore  let  us  take  horse  and  away. 

Light,  Tell  me,  sirs,  was  it  not  bravely  done? 

Gur,  Excellent  well ;  take  this  for  thy  reward. 

[Gu  R N  EY  Stabt  Lf  GHTBORjr. 

Come^  let  us  cast  the  body  in  the  moat. 
And  bear  the  king's  to  Mortimer  our  lord :  awaj. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Mortimer  and  Matrevis. 

Mor,jun.  Is't  done,  Matrevis,  and  the  mur- 
derer dead  ? 

Mat,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  I  would  it  were  undooe, 

Mor.jun,  Matrevis,  if  thou  now  growest  peoi* 
tent, 
ril  be  thy  ghostly  father ;  therefore  chuse, 
Whether  thou  wilt  be  secret  in  this. 
Or  else  die  by  the  hand  of  Mortimer. 

Mat,  Gumey,  my  lord,  is  fled,  and  will,  Ifetr, 
Betray  us  both ;  therefore  let  me  fly. 

Mor.jun,  Fly  to  the  savages. 

Mat.  I  humbly  thank  your  honour.         [Ejii. 

Mor,  jun.  As  for  myself,  I  stand  as  Jove's  bugo 
tree; 
And  others  are  but  shrubs  compared  to  me. 
All  tremble  at  my  name,  and  I  fear  none ; 
Let's  see  who  dare  impeach  me  for  his  death. 


s®  Tottered  Rohet'^  I.  e,  tattered,  as  we  now  pronounce  it.  In  most  writers  of  this  period  tbe  worl 
was  spelt  as  above  written,  and  perhaps,  as  Mr  Steeveos  observes,  the  present  broad  pronanciattoa,  al- 
most particular  to  the  ScotSi  was,  at  that  time,  common  to  both  nations.  (See  Mote  6  on  King  Jtfib.) 
To  the  several  instaoces  there  produced  may  be  added  the  following : 

Dekker's  Bel-man  of  London,  Sig.  D.  4  :— *'  The  tani  spits  Cwbo  were  poore  tottered  greasle  feUowi) 
looking  like  so  many  bee  divells.*' 

Bel^man*s  Night  walket,  Sic.  M.  I  ;^*«  By  none  but  the  SoiUdiers  of  tdete  tottered  bands,  it  b  ttftSSh 
»rly  or  QsnaUy  spoken.'^ 
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Enter  the  Queen, 

Q!ite€n.  Ah,  Mortimer,  the  king  my  son  hath 
news. 
His  father's  dead,  and  wc  have  murdered  him ! 
Mor.jun.  What  if  he  have  ?  the  king  is  yet  a 

child. 
Qmeen,  Ay,  ay,  but  he  tears  his  hair,  and  wrings 
his  bands. 
And  vows  to  be  revenged  upon  us  both. 
Into  the  council-chamber  he  is  gone. 
To  crave  the  aid  and  succour  of  hb  peers. 
Ah  me !  see  where  he  comes,  and  they  with  him ; 
Now,  Mortimer,  begins  our  tragedy. 

Enter  the  Kingy  with  the  Lordt. 

Lord*.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  know  that  you  are  a 
king. 

King,  Villain ! 

Mor.jun,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

lang.  Think  not  that  I  am  frighted  with  thy 
words ! 
Mj  father's  murdered  through  thy  treachery. 
And  tlioa  shalt  die ;  and  ou  his  mournful  hearse 
Th?  hateful  and  accursed  head  shall  lie, 
Tu  witness  to  tiie  world,  that  by  thy  means 
His  kingly  body  was  so  soon  interred. 

Queen.  Weep  not,  sweet  son. 

King.  Forbid  not  me  to  weep,  he  was  my  fa- 
ther ; 
And  had  you  loved  him  half  so  well  as  I, 
Yoa  could  not  bear  his  death  thus  patiently* 
But  you,  I  fear,  conspired  with  Mortimer. 

Lordi.  Why  speaik  you  not  unto  my  lord  the 
king? 

JJor.jun.  Because  I  think  scorn  to  be  so  accused. 
V^ho  is  the  man  dares  say  I  murdered  him  ? 


•And 


King,  Traitor !  in  me  my  lovingfather  speaks, 

id  plainly  saitti,  'twas  thou  that  murdered  him. 

Mor.jun,  But  hath  your  grace  no  other  proof 

than  this  ? 
King.  Yes,  if  this  be  the  hand  of  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun.  False  Gurney  hath  betrayed  me  and 

himself. 
Queen.  I  feared  as  much ;  murder  cannot  be 

hid. 
Mor.jun,  Tis  my  hand;  what  gather  you  by 

this  ? 
King.  That  thither  thou  did'st  send  a  murderer. 
Mor.jun,  What  murderer?   Bring  forth  the 

man  I  sent. 
King.  Ay,  Mortimer,  thou  know'st  that  be  is 

ilain; 
-And  so  shalt  thou  be  too.    Why  stays  he  here  ? 
%ring  him  unto  a  hurdle,  drag  him  forth; 
tiang  him  I  say,  and  set  his  quarters  up ! 
£ut  bring  his  head  back  presently  to  me. 

Queen.  For  my  sake,  sweet  son,  pity  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun,  Madam,  entreat  not,  I  will  rather 

lue^ 


Than  sue  for  life  unto  a  paltry  boy. 

King.  Hence  with  the  traitor !  with  the  mur- 
derer ! 
Mor.jun.  Base  fortune,  now  I  see,  that  in  thy 
wheel 
There  is  a  point,  to  which  when  men  aspire. 
They  tumble  headlong  down :  that  point  1  touched, 
And  seeing  there  was  no  place  to  mount  up  higher, 
Why  should  I  grieve  at  my  declining  fall  ? 
Farewell,  fair  Queen,  weep  not  for  Mortimer, 
That  scorns  the  world,  and,  as  a  traveller, 
Goes  to  discover  countries  yet  unknown. 

King.  What !  suffer  you  the  traitor  to  delay  } 
Queen.  As  thou  received'st  thy  life  from  me. 
Spill  not  the  blood  of  gentle  Mortimer. 

King.  This  argues,  that  you  spilt  my  father's 
blood. 
Else  would  you  not  entreat  for  Mortimer. 

[Mortimer  borne  off. 
Queen,  I  spill  his  blood  !  no. 
King.  Ay,  madam,  you;   for  so  the  rumour 

runs. 
Queen.  That  runnour  is  untrue ;  for  loving  thee  f 
Is  this  report  raised  on  poor  Isabel. 
King.  I  do  not  think  her  so  unnatural. 
Lords.  My  lord,  I  fear  me  it  will  prove  too 

triie. 
King,  Mother,  you  are  suspected  for  his  death, 
And  therefore  we  commit  you  to  the  Tower, 
Till  farther  trial  may  be  made  thereof; 
If  you  be  guilty,  though  I  be  your  son, 
Thmk  not  to  find  me  slack  or  pitiful. 

Queen.  Nay,  to  my  death;  for  too  long  have  I 
lived. 
When  as  my  son  thinks  to  abridge  my  days. 
King.  Away  with  her !  her  words  enforce  these 
tears, 
And  I  shall  pity  her,  if  she  speak  again; 

Queen.  Shall  I  not  mourn  for  my  beloved  lord ! 
And  with  the  rest  accompany  him  to  his  grave  f 
Lords.  Thus,  madam,  'tis  the  king's  will  you 

shall  hence. 
Queen,  He  hath  forgotten  me ;  stay !  I  am  his 

mother. 
Lords.  That  boots  not;  therefore,  gentle  ma- 
dam, go. 
Queen,  Then  come,  sweet  death,  and  rid  me  of 
this  grief.        [Exeunt  Queen  and  Lordsl 
Lords.  My  lord,  here  is  the  head  of  Mortimer. 
King.  Go  fetch  my  father's  hearse,  where  it 
shall  lie; 
And  bring  my  funeral  robes. — Accursed  head  ! 
Could  I  have  ruled  thee  then,  as  I  do  now. 
Thou  hadst  not  hatched  this  monstrous  treachery. 
Here  comes  the  hearse ;  help  me  to  mourn,  my 

lords. 
Sweet  father,  here  unto  thy  murdered  ghost, 
I  offer  up  this  wicked  traitor's  head ; 
And  let  these  tears,  distilling  from  mine  eyes, 
Be  witness  of  my  grief  and  innocence. 

[Exeunt, 
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EDITIONS. 

(1.)  Tbe  troubleaome  Raigse  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  "England : 
firith  the  tragical  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  aho,  the  life  and  Death  of  Pairs  Gaveston,  the  great 
Barle  of  Comewall,  ana  mighty  iavorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  publiquely  acted 
by  the  right  honorable  the  &g\  of  Pembroke  his  servauntes.  Written  by  Chri.  Marlow,  Gent.  Iro-* 
printed  at  London  by  Richard  Bradocke^  for  William  Jones,  dwelling  neere  Holboume  Conduit,  at 
the  aigne  of  the  Gunne,  1598, 4ta. 

(3.)  The  troublesome  Baigne  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England : 
with  the  tragical  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  also  the  Life  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gaveston,  the  great 
£arle  of  Cornewall,  ana  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  publiquely  acted 
by  the  right  honourable  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  his  servants.  Written  by  Christopher  Marlow,  Gent. 
IVinted  ai  London  for  Rqger  Barnes^  and  are  to  be  sould  at  his  riiop  in  Chauncene  Lane,  over-against 
the  RoUes,  1612, 4to. 

(3.)  The  troublesome  Raigne  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England : 
with  the  tragicall  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  filso,  the  life  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gaveston,  the 
greate  Earle  qf  Cornewall,  and  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  tt  was  publikely 
acted  by  the  late  Queenes  Majestiea  Servants,  at  the  Red  Bull  in  S.  Johns-etreete.  Written  by  Chris* 
topher  Marlow,  Gent  London  printed  for  Uenrj  Belly  and  are  to  be  told  at  his  shop  at  the  LaoM 
lifiipitiaC4teiifefeSiiiithfiekiiiasSy4to.  ^ 
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THB  HEIR. 

BY 

THOMAS  MAY. 


TnouAsMAYfWaithestmqf  Sii^TkdmaiMt^f(f]iit(^figld;  iif  fk^  county  of  SuueXy  kmght ;  m 
sent  lemon  of  an  ancient  and  honottrahle  family^  which  hOd  retided  there  many  generations.  He  wa» 
iont  in  the  year  1595,  and  received  hu  early  education  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  birth-place ;  from 
thence  he  was  removed  to  Sidney-Sussej  Coaege  in  CamhridgCy  and  took  the  degree  ofKA.  in  1612. 
On  the  6th  of  August,  1615,  he  was  admitted  into  the  society  of  Graifs-Inn,  and  soon  after  became 
celebrated  for  his  poetical  performances. 

Lord  Clarendon,  *  toith  whom,  he  toas  intimately  ac^ttainted^  sayi^  **  That  his  father  spent  thefor* 
tune  which  he  was  bom  to,  so  that  he  had  only  an  annuity  left  him  not  proportionable  to  a  liberal  edu" 
cation  ;  yet,  since  his  fortune  could  not  rdise  his  trnnd^  he  brought  his  mind  down  to  his  fortune,  by 
4S  great  modesty  and  humility  in  his  nature,  which  was  not  affected,  but  very  well  became  an  imper" 
Jection  in  his  speech,  which  was  a  great  mortification  to  him,  and  kept  him  from  entering  upon,  any 
€iisc€ntrse  but  in  the  company  tfhis  very  friends.  His  parts  of  nature  and  art  were  very  good,  as  ap- 
pears by  his  translatioB  of  lMC4in,%( none  of  the  easiest  work  of  that  kind,)  and  more  by  his  Supple^ 
m»ent  to  Lucan,  which,  being  entirely  his  own,  for  the  learning,  the  wit,  and  the  language,  may  be 
noell  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  best  epic  poems  in  the  EngUM  language.  He  writ  some  other  com^ 
nsendable  pieces  of  the  reign  of  some  of  our  kings.  He  was  cherished  by  many  persons  of  honour,  and 
^fety  acceptable  in  all  places ;  yet  (to  shew  that  pride  and  envy  have  their  influences  upon  the  tuir- 
T^fwest  mtnds,  and  which  have  the  greatest  semblance  of  humility)  though  he  had  received  much  coun^ 
tenmnce,  and  a  very  considerable  donative  from  the  king  ;  upon  his  mqfest^s  refusing  to  give  him  a 
Mmali  pension,  f  which  he  had  designed  and  promised  to  another  very  ingenious  penon,  whose  guaU" 
ties  he  thought  inferior  to  his  own  ;  he  fell  from  his  duty,  and  all  his  former  friends,  and  prostituted 
himself  to  the  vile  officeX  of  celebrating  the  infamous  acts  of  those  who  were  in  rebellion  against  the 
hing  ;  which  he  did  so  meanly,  that  he  seemed  to  all  men  to  have  lost  his  wits  when  he  left  his  hones- 
t^  :  and  shortly  after  died  miserable  and  neglected,  and  deserves  to  be  forgotten!* 

He  died  suddenly  on  the  night  of  the  ISM  cf  November,  1650,  qjfter  having  drank  his  cheerful 
hot  tie  as  usual  The  cause  qfnis  death  is  said  to  have  arisen  from  the  tying  of  his  uight^cap  too 
cloee  under  his  chin,  which  occasioned  a  suffocation  when  he  turned  himself  about. 

He  was  buried,  by  appointment  of  the  Parliament,  in  a  splendid  manner,  in  the  south  aisle  of  West" 
stiimster  Abbey,  where  a  monument  to  his  memory  was  erected^  with  a  Latin  inscription  thereon.^  conn 
posed  by  Marchemont  Needham;  which  remained. there  until  the  Restoration,  when  it  was  destroy" 
««E,  and  hit  bodjf  dug  upi  and  buried  in  a  large  pit,  belonging  to^St  Margmtfs  ehurehf  with  many 
4Hhers,  who  had  been  matted  in  the  Abbey  during  the  inter-regnwnu 

He  wm  ike  author  df  tkefblUrtcing  dramatic  pi&'es : 

1.  The 'Dragedy  of  Antigone,  the  Theban  princesse,    Sifo,    16B1, 

9,  The  Meire,  a  Comedy;  acted  hy  the  company  of  the  Revels,  16^.    4io,    t095. 

S.  ThcT^'agedy  of  Julia  Agrippina^  Emprets  of  Rome^    12mo.  1639.     ISmo.  1654b 


«  Life,  8t(H  edition  I75D,  p.  35. 

f  Some  writers  suppose  he  was  disgusted  that  Sir  Wtlliam  DavenAot  wai  appointed  to  sacoeod  Bcft 
•^•nlOD  as  poet  laufeftt,  in  the  year  1637. 

X  He  was  appointed  to  the  post  of  Historiographer  by  the  Parftaineot. 
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4.  The  Tragedy  qfCleopaira^  Queen  qfJEgypt,    19mo,  1639.    ISmo,  1654. 

5.  The  Old  Coupie,  a  Comedy.    4to.    1658. 

He  alto  wrote  *"  The  Reign  of  King  Henry  the  Second,^  and  ^  The  victorious  JU^  of  Edmard 
the  Third,"  both  in  EngUth  verse ;  and  translated^  besides  Lucan,  the  Georgies  of  VtrgH,  the  Epi- 
grams of  Martial,  the  icon  Animorunuby  Barclay,  and  the  verses  in  ArgeniSf  by  the  same  auihor. 
He  likewise  was  the  author  of  **'  The  History  of  the  Parliament  (^England,  which  began  November 
Z,  1640,  with  a  short  and  necessary  view  of  some  precedent  years.      Folio,  1647.^ 

The  following  inscription  was  made  upon  turn  oy  one  of  the  Cavalier  party,  which  he  had  abated: 

Adsta,  Vifttor,  et  Poetam  l^;as 

Locani  iDterpretem, 

Qnem  ita  felicitcr  Anglicanum  fecerat, 

Ut  Mayns  simal  et  Lucanns  Tideretur, 

£t  aaoe  credas  Metempsichotin : 

Nam  aterqac  ingratui  Principis  rai  Prodltori 

Hie  Neroois  I  yraniii,  ille  Caroli  Regum  opUmi, 

At  fiata  plan^  dWersa; 

Locanam  eoim  ante  obitum  pceniteDtem  Icgfa, 

Mayui  Tcro  repentina  morte  occnbuit, 

Ne  foraao  pceniteret. 

Parliamenti  rebellu  tam  pertlnaz  adttipalator^ 

Ut  MiuamiD,  qoai  olim  religiose  colnerat, 

Sacrllegus  boitis  evaserit : 

Attameo  fiofendi  artem  doo  peoitns  amtiit« 

Nam  gesta  eorum  scripsit  et  typis  maodavit 

lo  prosA  mendaz  Poeta. 

Inter  tot  Heroas  Poetanim,  Nobilinmqiie» 

Qaod  tam  iodigni  tepeliantar  Cineref, 

Videntor  fleie  Marmora, 

Nee  tamea  mirere  earn  hie  lebellet  pofnisie, 

9ai  tot  saeras  iEdes,  et  Dei  delubra 

fquis  fecere  stabola. 


TO  MT  HONOURED  FRIEVD 


MR  THOMAS  MAY, 


UPON  niS  COMEBT 


THE    HEIR. 


TsE  Heir  being  bom«  was  in  his  tender  age 
Hocked  in  the  cradle  of  a  private  stage* 
V^here,  lifted  up  by  many  a  willing  band, 
The  child  did  from  the  filrst  day  fairlv  stand ; 
Since,  having  gathered  strength,  he  qares  prefer 
His  steps  into  the  public  theatre, 
The  world :  where  he  despairs  not  but  to  find 
A  doom  from  men  more  able,  not  less  kin<|r 

I  but  his  usher  am,  yet,  if  my  word 
May  pass,  I  dare  he  bound  he  will  aflford 
Thin|^  must  deserve  a  welcome,  if  well  known. 
Such  M  best  writen  wonld  have  wished  their  own; 

10 


You  shall  observe  his  words  in  order  meet^ 
And,  softly  stealing  on  with  equal  feet. 
Slide  into  even  numbers,  with  such  graee^ 
As  each  word  had  been  moulded  for  thatpbos. 

You  shall  perceive  an  amorous  paaaon,  spoi 
Into  so  smooth  a  web,  as  had  the  Sun,  • 
When  he  pursued  the  swiftly-flying  maid, 
Courted  her  in  such  language,  she  had  staid; 
A  love  so  Well  exprest  must  be  the  same 
The  authfir  felt  himself,  from  his  fair  0ame. 

The  whole  plot  doth  alike  itself  disdote 
Through  the  nre  acts^  as  doth  a  lock  that  goes 
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With  letters;  for,  till  every  one  be  known, 
Tlie  lock's  as  fast  as  if  jou  had  foand  none ; 
Aad  where  his  sportive  muse  doth  draw  a  thread 
Of  mirth,  chaste  matroos  maj  not  blash  to  read. 

Thus  (tave  I  thought  it  fitter  to  reveal 
My  wtot  of  art,  dear  friend,  than  to  conceal 
My  lore.    It  did  appear  I  did  not  mean 
So  to  Gommeod  thy  well-wrought  comic  soene^ 
Asaen  might  judge  my  aim  rather  to  be. 
To  gun  praise  to  myself  than  ^ve  it  thee ; 


Though  I  can  give  thee  ndne,  but  what  thou  hast 
Deserved,  and  what  must  my  faint  breath  out- 
last. 
Yet  was  this  garment  (though  I  skilless  be 
To  take  thy  measure)  only  made  for  thee ; 
And  if  it  prove  too  scant,  'tis  'cause  the  stuff 
Nature  allowed  me  was  not  large  enough. 

Thomas  Cabsw,* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


ne  King. 

ViRRO^  an  old  rick  Count, 
PoLYMBTES,  an  old  Lord. 
Euoamo,  kU  Son, 
Leucothob,  his  Daughter, 
Roscio,  his  Man, 
EuPHUES,  another  Lord, 
Pbilocles,  his  Son, 
Clbrimont,  a  Gentleman^ 

Friend  to  Philocles, 
TnAVKLiv^anoldriehOen' 

tleman, 
LucY^  Aw  Daughter, 


Franc isco»  a  young  Mdn^ 

AtPHONsa 

Shallow,  a  foolish  Oentle* 

man, 
NrcANOR,  a  Courtier, 
Matho,  a  Lawyer, 
Psectas  *,  a  waiting  Gen* 

tlewoman, 
A  Parson. 
A  Sumner. 

A  Constable  and  Watch: 
Servants. 

Scene — Sicilt. 


PROLOGUEL 


JvDrcfors  friends,  if  what  shall  here  be  seen 
^y  taste  your  sense,  or  ope  your  tickled  spleen, 
^r  author  has  his  wish^  he  does  not  mean 
To  rub  your  galls  with  a  satiric  scene ; 
^or  (oil  your  brains^  to  find  the  fustian  sense 


Of  those  poor  lines  that  cannot  feeompeose 
The  pains  of  study :  Comedy's  soft  strain 
Should  not  perplex,  but  recreate  the  braiof 
His  strain  is  such,  he  hopes  it,  but  refers 
That  to  the  test  of  your  judicioui 


*  Tl&mat  Carew  *'  was  the  younger  brofbef  of  a  good  fkmlly,  and  of  excellent  parts,  and  had  spent 

amoy  jearS  of  hb  youth  In  France  and  Italy ;  and,  returning  from  travel,  followed  the  court,  which  the 

aiedinty  of  that  time  disposed  men  to  do  some  time,  before  they  pretended  to  he  of  it ;  and  he  was  very 

laaeh  esteemed  by  the  most  eminent  persons  in  thefconrt,  and  well  looked  apoo  by  the  king  himself  fbr 

•OBW  years  before  he  could  obtain  to  be  sewer  to  the  king;  and  when  the  kuig  conferred  that.place  ap«* 

•a  him,  tt  was  not  without  the  regret  even  of  the  whole  Scottish  nation,  which  united  themselves  in  re- 

commeodfang  another  gentleman  to  It ;  and  of  so  great  value  were  those  relations  held  in  that  ace,  when 

s^icsty  was  beheld  with  the  reverence  it  ought  to  be.    He  was  a  person  of  a  pleasant  and  facetious 

wit,  and  made  many  poems,  (especially  in  the  amorous  way,)  which,  for  the  sharpness  of  the  fancy,  and 

the  elegancy  of  the  language  in  which  that  fancy  was  spread,  were  at  least  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  any 

of  that  time ;  but  his  glory  was,  that  after  fifty  yean  of  his  life,  spent  with  less  severity  or  exactnesa 

than  H  ooght  to  have  been,  he  died  with  the  greatest  remorse  for  that  license,  and  with  the  greatest  mi^ 

■Ubstatioo  of  Christianity  that  his  best  friends  could  dcslre."-^£</)  of  ClarendoH.  8vo.  edit.  1759.  Y oL  U 

p.  SO. .  He  died  In  the  year  lOSO. 

f  Psectas. — U  e.  F^ituferator,  which  answen  to  her  character.    Former  editloBi  read  Fhcos^ 
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ACT    L 


JRnter  Polthztes,  Boseio. 

Poly,   Roscio. 

jRo4.  My  lord. 

Poly,  Hast  thou  divulged  the  wyrs, 
That  my  son  died  at  Athens? 

Roi.  Yes,  my  lord, 
"With  every  circumstance,  the  time,  the  place, 
And  manner  of  his  death ;  that  *t]s  believ^ 
And  told  for  news  with  as  much  coniideDce 
As  if  'twere  writ  in  Gallo-belgicus.' 

Pol^,  That's  well,  that's  very  well:  now,  Roscio^ 
Follows  my  part ;  I  must  express  a  grief 
Not  usual ;  not  like  a  welMeft  heir 
For  his  dead  father,  of  a  lusty  widow 
For  her  old  husband,  must  I  counterfeit : 
But  in  a  deeper,  a  far  deeper  strain. 
Weep  like  a  father  for  his  only  son. 
Is  not  that  hard  to  do,  ha !  Rosdo? 

Ro$,  Oh  no,  my  lord. 
Not  for  your  skill ;  has  not  your  Lordship  seen 
A  player  personate  Hieronimo?  ^ 

!Ptfy,  By  the  mast  'ds  true,  I  have  seen  the 
knave  pwt  fjjef 
In  such  a  lively  colour,  that  for  fal^e 
And  aclii^d  pa4io%  heha*  drawjn  true  tears. 


From  the  spectators.    Ladies  in  the  boiet 
Kept  time  with  sighs  and  tears  to  his  sad  accent^ 
As  he  had  truly  been  the  roan  he  seemed. 
Well  then.  111  ne'er  despair ;  but,  tell  me,  tboo, 
Thou  that  hast  still  been  privy  to  my  bosom. 
How  will  this  project  take  ? 

Rot.  Rarely,  my  lord; 
Even*  now,  methinks,  1  see  your  lordslup^s  hoQN 
Haunted  with  suitors  of  the  noblest  rank. 
And  my  younp  lady,  your  supposed  heir. 
Tired  more  with  wooing  than  the  Grecian  onefSy' 
In  the  long  absence  of  her  wandering  lord. 
There's  not  a  ruinous  nobility 
In  all  this  kingdom,  but  conceives  a  hope 
Now  to  rebuild  bis  fortunes  on  this  roalch. 

Poly.  Those  are  not  they  I  look  for;  ao^  oj 
nets 
Are  spread  for  ^ther  game ;  the  rich  and  grtedj, 
Those  that  have  weal&  enough,  yet  gape  for  mitt 
They  are  for  me. 

JKoi.  Others  will  come,  my  Wd, 
All  sorts  of  fish  will  press  upon  yoar  nets; 
Then  in  your  lordship's  wisoom  it  roust  lie 
To  cull  the  great  ones,  and  reject  the  fry. 

Pofy,  Nay,  fear  not  that;  there's  none  ibill 
have  access 


'  GoUo-Se^ldit^— Gallo-belgicos  was  the  name  of  the  first  news-paper  pablisbed  in  £ii|;|aDd«  Cleff- 
Vuid,  in  his  Character  of  a  London  Diurnal,  says,  "  The  original  sinner  of  this  kind  was  Dutch,  GidW- 
*'  t^lgicus  the  Protoplast,  and  the  modem  JMercuries  bat  Hans  ea  Kelders.^'  The  exact  tlaie  when  tky 
were  printed  I  ain  unable  ^o  discover ;  but  they  certainly  were  as  early  as  the  reign  of  Qu^en  Elisabetk} 
Some  mteUigence  given  by  Mercurius  Gallo-belgicus  being  m^ntion^d  in  Carew^s  Survey  of  Cerawal)  ^ 
^^f  dri^inally  pubr;s^e<l  in  |jM)^.   Dr  ppnoe,  \n\k\B  Verses  upon  Tliouias  Coryat's  pprdidcs,  1011,  «|i> 


m 
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To  Gallo-belgicus  appear 


**  As  de^p  a  statesman  as  a  gazetteer. 


B^aiuQont  and  Fletcher  mei^on  Ifercurios  Gallo-belgicus,  in  the  Fa^r  Maid  of  the  lop,  |pt  4*1  M' 
9ea  JoQBoo,  ib  the  Poetaster,  apt  5w  scene  3.  Glapthoroe  also,  iii'  Af  it  in  » |pnnitable|  MifLk^^V^ 
its  Letters,  p.  1H6,  edition  1154.'  ^  -  .-    ^     .  rr 

*  puromimo.    See  the  Spanish  Tragedy* 
f  Qrocim  Qiieenw-*Penelope* 


me  mm. 


191 


4«Ei^mr»  9r  rto  p|w«^  to  ker, 

IS  I  tfiprow,  m4  /Aim  ^  c^tch. 

it«i«flUies9,  nod  belyie  their  iVtiwiqyy 

lent  wealth  in  rigging  a  lair  4hip 
iU<-««auv«cl  yoyagf ,  that  wtdoes  'ei^. 
es  a  youth  with  letters  from  ,the  court,  \ 
'  florae  fatourite  at  such  a  pricfl^  | 

•r  ever  lank  hioi ;  yet,  alas !  ! 

>  purpose,  hp  aHiftt  lose  the  prize. 
Twill  Sefid  me  f^t  ,wi|th  ^KNrt  that  it  ^hall  \ 
ike; 

le  large  advcmjtwjes  it  Jbring^  ihome 
langliur.— Im»w  bow? 

Cy  Jord,  Count  Vino  is  come  to  aee  you. 
^odiuct  Kim  in.    So,  so,  it  takes  alc^y. 
io^  aee,  thb  is  ftbe  very  maa 
ct  aimed  at,  the  rich.CopQt,  that  knows 
f  bis  large  wealth,  yet  gapes  for  more. 
s  ao  other  loadstone  could  attract 
heart;   for  could  beauty  have  m^ved 

Win* 

M  beea  no  niggard  to  my  ^1. 

sC  ito  ray  gria^;  We  corner  the  Cotiot. 

Enter  Count  Vivl^o, 

I  your  lord  anlhep  ? 

Toysir, 

H.    My  lord !— Clo^nt  Vi  rro; 

low  doyoa,  sir? 

[  do  iateeat  your  Jordship  pardon  me ; 

d-floma  waMt  of  sleep,  bay«  made  ma 

me  waroaoner^y,  not  ^t  to  eotcirtain 

r  your  worth. 

ias,  sir,  I  know  yoor  grief. 

was  that,  that  fetched  you  tiither.  [Aside, 

bu  hare  loait  a  wortliy  and  ^  hopeful  son ; 

ren,  that  always  gives,  will  sometimes 

take, 

the  hept    There  is  oo  balsam  left  us 

inch  wounds  as  theae,  but  patience ; 

00  disputing  with  the  ^ts  of  Ueaveq ; 
Kre  were,  in  what  could  you  accuse 
iwers  that  else  bare  been  so  liberal  to 

you  yet  one  comfort  m  your  agie, 
id  virtuous  d^ighter  ? 
Jow  it  heginfl.  [Andt, 

our  blood  is  not  ex^ct,  nor  your  age 

childless ; 
It  fair  branch  diat^s  left  may  come  much 

fruit, 

posteritv;  think  on  that,  my  lord. 
Nay,  Heaven  forbid  I  should  repine  at 

1  justice  of  those  Powers  ordain;  it  has 
hem  to  confine  my  care  only  to  one,  and 
r  well  bestowed,  18 all  the  comfortlnow 


mwBt  look  lor;  >but  if  it  had  pleased  He«ven  thu^ 
ray  son^ah  my  Eugenio  l^i—  [HtioeqMi^ 

Fir*  Alas,  good  gentleman ! 

Roi,  'Fore  Heaven  he  does  it  rareW ! 

Vir.  But,  ^r,  remember  your^U^  reraemher 
your  daughter;  ji«t  not  your  grief  for  the  deal 
make  you  forget  the  living,  whose  bofies  and  for- 
tunes depend  upon  your  safety. 

Poly.  Ob  my  good  lord,  you  ne^  had  a  son. 

Rot,  Unless  they  were  bastards,  and  for  thesi 
no  doobt  but  he  has  done  as  oither  lords  do. 

lAti4t^ 

Pofy,  And  therefore  cannot  tell  what  tis  l» 
lose  a  son,  a  good  son,  and  an  only  son. 

Vir,  1  would,  my  lord,  I  could  as  well  redoes^ 
As  I  can  take  compassion  of  your  grief. 
You  should  soon  find  an  ease. 

Pofy,  Pray  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  forget  m^" 
self  toward  you  at  this  time;  if  it  please  you  vr 
sit  ray  house  o^r,  you  shall  be  wekome. 

Vir,  You  would  fain  sleep,  my  lord,  Fll  taka 
my  leave ;  Heaven  send  you  comfort !  I  shall 
make  bold  shortly  to  visit  you. 

Poly,  You  shall  be  wondrous  welcome. 
Wait  on  mv  lord  out  there. —  [•^^^  Virrm, 

So,  now  bes  gone;  how  tbiokest  thou,  Rosda^ 
Will  not  this  gudgeon  bite? 

Roi,  No  doub^  my  lord. 
So  fair  a  bait  would  catch  a  cunning  fish; 

Pofy,  And  snch  a  one  is  he ;  he  ever  lored 
The  beauty  of  my  girl,  but  that's  not  it 
Can  draw  &e  earth-bred  thoughts  of  his  gross  SQi4- 
Gold  is  the  god  of  his  idolatry ; 
With  hope  of  which  Til  feed  him,  till  at  lengfth 
1  make  him  fasten,  and,  luoiv-like. 
For  his  loved  Juno  grasp  an  empty  cloud. 

Hoi.  How  stands  my  young  lady  aSeded  t^ 
him? 

Pofy,  There's  all  the  difficalty;  we  mass  win 
her  to  love  him.  I  doubt  the  peevish  girl  will 
think  hira  too  old;  he's  well  near  fifty.  In  ^his 
business  I  must  leave  somewhat  to  thy  wit  an4 
care :  praise  him  beyond  all  measure. 

Rot.  Your  lordship  ever  found  me  trusikv. 

Pofy,  If  thou  effisct  it,  I  will  make  thee  happy- 

Enter  Philocles,  Clerixont. 

Phib,  Eugenie's  sbter  then  is  the  rich  heir 
By  his  decease  ? 

Cler.  Yes,  and  the  fair  one  too ; 
She  needs  no  gloss  that  fortune  can  set  on  her^ 
Her  beauty  ofitself  were  prize  enoug|b 
To  make  a  king  turn  beggar  for. 

PhiL  Hey-day ! 
What,  in  love,  Clerimont?  I  lay  my  life  'ds  so ; 
Tliou  couldst  not  praise  her  with  such  passion  else. 

CUr,  I  know  not;  I  slept  well  enou^  last  night: 
But  if  thou  saw'st  her  once,  I  would  not  give 
A  farthing  for  thy  life ;  I  tell  thee,  Philocles, 
One  sight  of  her  would  make  thee  cry,— ay  me ! 
Sigli,  and  look  pale ;  JVIethinks  I  do  ima^ne 
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How  like  an  idolatroat  lover  tbou  wouldst  look 
Through  the  eye-lids,  and  know  nobody. 

FhiL  'Fis  very  well^  but  bow  did  yciur  worship 
'scape? 
Yon  have  seen  her  f 

Cier.  Tme,  but  (  have  an  antidote,  and  I  can 
teach  it  thee. 

Phil,  When  I  have  need  on'l,  Fil  desire  it. 

Cler,  And  'twill  be  worth  thv  learning,  when 
thou  sbalt  see  the  tyrannv  of  that  same  scurvy 
boy,  and  what  fools  be  makes  of  us :  Shall  I  de- 
scribe the  beast  ?    * 

FhiL  What  beast  ? 

Cler.  A  lover. 
.  PhiL  Do. 

CUr.  Then,  to  be  brief,  I  will  pass  over  the 
opinion  of  your  ancient  fathers,  as  fikewise  those 
strange  loves  spoken  of  in  the  authentic  histories 
of  chivalry,  Aroadis  de  Gaul,  Parisraos,  the  Knight 
of  the  Sun,  or  the  witty  knight  Don  Quixote  de 
la  Mancha,  where  those  brave  men,  whom  neither 
enchantments,  giants,  wind-milts,  nor  flocks  of 
sheep  could  vanquish,  are  made  the  trophies  of 
triumphing  love. 

PiuL  Pr'^thee  come  to  the  matter. 

Clcr.  Neither  will  I  mention  the  ooropl^nts  of 
Sir  Guy  fur  the  fair  Plielis,  nor  the  travels  of  Pa- 
rismus  for  the  love  of  the  beauteous  Laorana; 
nor,  lastly,  the  roost  sad  penance  of  the  inj^enious 
knight  Don  Quiiote  upon  the  mountains  of  Sien- 
na Morena,  moved  by  the  unjust  disdain  of  the 
Lady  Dulcinea  del  Toboso.  As  fyr  our  modem 
authors,  I  will  not  so  much  as  name  them,  no  not 
that  excellent  treatise  of  Tully*s  love,  written  by 
the  master  of  art.^ 

PhiL  I  would  thou  wouldst  pass  over  this  pas-  I 
ina  over  of  authors,  and  speak  thine  own  judce- 


sing 
ment. 

Cler,  Why  then^  to  be  brief,  I  think  a  lover 
looks  like  an  ass. 

Phil.  I  can  describe  him  better  than  so  myself: 
He  looks  like  a  man  that  had  sitien  up  at  cards  all 
night,  or  a  stale  drunkard  wakened  m  the  midst 
of  his  sleep. 

Cler.  But,  Philocles,  I  would  not  hare  thee  see 
this  lady,  she  has  a  bewitching  look. 

PhiL  How  darest  thou  venture,  man  ?  What 
strange  medicine  hast  thou  found?  Ovid  ne'er 
taught  it  thee:  I  doubt  I  guess  th^  remedy  for 
love,  go  to  a  bawdv-house,  or  so,  is  it  not  ? 

CUr,  Faith,  and  that's  a  good  way,  I  can  tell 
yon;  we  younger  brothers  are  beholden  to  it; 
alas,  we  must  not  fall  in  love,  and  chuse  whom 
we  like  best ;  we  have  no  jointures  for  them  as 
you  blest  heirs  can  have. 


PhiL  Well,  I  have  fodnd  yoa,  sir ;  and  pr'ythee 
tell  me,  how  gettest  thou  wenches? 

Cler.  Why  I  can  want  no  panders;  I  lie  in  the 
constable's  house. 

PhiL  And  there  you  may  whore  by  authority. 
Bot,  Clerimont,  I  doubt  this  paragon 
That  thou  so  praisest,  is  some  ilt-favcrared  wcnck. 
Whom  thou  wouldst  have  me  laughed  at  for  com- 
mending. 

Cler.  Believe  it,  I  spoke  in  earnest;  trvst  joor 
eyes, 
1*11  show  you  her. 

PhiL  How  canst  thon  do  it  ? 
Thou  knowest  this  lad,<8  father  is  to  mine 
A  deadly  enem^ ;  nor  is  hb  boose 
Open  to  any  of  f>ur  kindred. 

Cler.  That's  no  matter; 
My  lodging's  the  next  door  to  this  lord's  hooscy 
And  my  back  window  looks  into  his  garden; 
There  every  morning  fair  Leucothoe 
(For  so  I  liear  her  named)  walking  alone, 
To  please  her  senses,  makes  Aurora  blosh, 
To  see  one  brighter  than  herself  appear. 

PhiL  Well,  1  will  see  her  then.  [Eunt. 

Enter  TtLAVKLiVj  Frahcisco,  Muf  Lucr. 

Franc,  Yet  for  her  sake  be  advised  better,  sv. 

Frank.   Impudent  rascal,  can'st  look  me  io 

the  face,  and  know  iiow  thou  hast  wronged  me? 

Thou  hast  dishonoured  my  daughter,  made  t 

whore  of  her. 

Franc.  Gentle  sir. 
The  wrong  my  love  has  made  to  yoar  fair  dtogb- 

ter, 
Tis  now  too  late  to  wish  undone  again ; 
But  if  you  please,  it  may  be  yet  closed  up 
Without  dishonour ;  I  will  marry  her. 

Frank,  Marrv  her !  she  has  a  hot  catch  of  that; 
marry  a  beggar!  What  jointure  canst  thou  mske 
her? 

Franc.  Sir,  I  am  poor,  I  most  confess ; 
Fortune  has  blest  you  better:  but  I  swear 
By  all  things  that  can  bind,  'twas  not  vour  weiltk 
Was  the  foundation  of  my  true-built  love ; 
It  was  her  single  uncompoundcd  self. 
Herself  without  addition,  that  I  loved. 
Which  shall  for  ever  in  my  sight  outweigh 
AU  other  women's  fortunes,  and  themselves ; 
And  were  I  great,  as  great  as  I  could  wish 
Myself  for  her  advancement,  no  such  bar 
As  fortune's  inequality  should  stand 
Betwixt  our  loves. 
Lucy.  Good  father,  hear  me. 
IWmib.  Dost  thou  not  blosh  to  call  me  MOi 
stmmpet? 


^  XWi//«  love^  wriiUn  h$  the  nutter  ef  ori.— The  work  here  neatiooed  Is  entitled,  *<  DUUei  lMe$ 
wherein  b  discovered  the  prime  of  Ciccrocs  yoath,  &c.  4^c*"     By  Robert  Greeaa.    Mm 
I  have  seen  no  earlier  edition  of  it  thaa  that  hi  lOie*    S» 
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an  eifunple. 

bear  me^  air;  my  shame  will  be 

own. 

more,  I  say.    Fraodsoo^  lea? e  my 

e, 

omenol  here. 

lit  obey,  and  will ;  dear  Locy  be 
t^t. 

leatb.  [Exit  Franciuo, 

«*•  a  fine  wedding  towards ! 
oiy  when  he  comes  for  his  bride, 
great  with  child  by  another  man ! 
minion,  how  have  you  hid  it  so  loni;? 
ng  your  anger,  sir,  I  strove  to  hide  it 
le  it  one  day  more  then,  or  be  dam- 
allow  be  married  to  thee, 
bim  do  hia  worst 
L  should  too  much  wrong  him. 
tNig  him!    there  be  great  ladies 
lilw;  'tis  no  news  to  see  a  bride 

d  sir. 

en  be  wise,  lay  the  child  to  him; 
n,  t'other^s  a  beggar. 
re  not,  sir. 

it,  1  say,  and  be  shall  father  it 
mows  hie  never  touched  me,  sir. 
si's  all  one,  lay  it  to  him,  we'll  out- 
lis :  but  hark,  be  is  coming,  I  hear 
rear  thou  wilt  do  thy  best  to  make 
tiis,  only  fur  this  time ;  swear  quick- 


step aside,  and  come  wlien  thy  cue 
bear  us  talk.  [^^^  aside. 

er  Shallow  with  Music. 

ow,  father. 

I  bridegroom,  welcome;  you  hare 

or  here. 

ailor  a  little  disappointed  me:  but 

«dy? 

1^  long  ago ;  but  you  and  I  will  talk 

1  JO  your  music. 

ait  within ;  and  tell  me,  father,  did 

it  long  till  I  came? 

arrant  her  ahe  did;  she  loves  you 

that  I  dare  swear;  she  has  given 
es  of  her  a£Section. 
lat,  before  you  were  married  f 
sn  in  the  way  of  honesty,  father, 
ly,  that  1  doubt ;  young  wits  love  to 
d,  to  say  truth,  I  see  not  how  a  wo- 
r  a  man  of  your  youth  and  person 
rms :  you'll  not  be  known  on^  now. 
e  kissed  her,  or  so. 
me,  come,  I  know  you  are  no  fool; 
ik  yon  a  very  ass,' nay,  I  tell  you 
old  be  loth  to  many  my  daughter  to 
gbt  yoo  had  not  tried  her  in  so  long 


acquaintance ;  but  you  ha?e  triad  her,  and  she 
poor  soul  could  not  deny  you. 
ShaL  Ha,  ha,  he  ! 

Frank,  Faith,  tell  me,  son,  'tis  but  a  merry 
question;  she's  yours. 

^aL  Upon  my  virginity,  father-^' 

Frank,  Swear  not  by  that,  I'll  ne'er  believe 
you. 

ShaL  Why  then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  never 
did  it,  that  I  remember. 

Fhmk.  That  you  remember!  oh  is*t  there- 
abouts ? 

Lucy.  He'll  take  it  upon  him  presently,  [iltu/f. 

Frank,  You  have  been  so  familiar  with  her, 
you  have  forgot  the  times;  but  did  you  never 
come  in  half  fuddled,  and  then, — in  a  kind  humour, 
cdttera  quis  nescit  f 

ShaL  Indeed  I  was  wont  to  serve  my  mother^ 
maids  so,  when  I  came  half  foxed,  as  you  said, 
and  then  next  morning  I  should  laugh  to  myself. 

Frank.  Why  there  it  goes ;  I  tbmight  to  have 
chid  you,  son  Shallow;  I  knew  what  you  had 
done,  'lis  too  apparent :  I  would  not  have  people 
take  notice  of  it ;  pray  God  she  hide  her  great 
belly  as  she  goes  to  church  to-day. 

ShaL  Why,  father,  is  she  with  child? 

Frank,  As  if  you  knew  not  that ;  fie,  fie,  leave 
your  dissembling.now. 

ShaL  Sure  it  cannot  be  mine.. 

Frank,  How's  this ;  you  would  not  make  my 
daughter  a  whore,  would  you  ?  This  is  but  to  try 
if  you  can  stir  my  choler :  you  wits  have  strange 
tricks,  do  things  over  night  when  you  are  merry, 
and  then  deny  'em.  But  stay,  here  she  comes 
alone :  step  aside,  she  shall  not  see  us. 

[They  step  aside* 

Lucy.  Ah  my  dear  Shallow,  thou  need'st  not 
have  made 
Such  haste,  my  heart  thou  know'st  was   firm 

enough 
To  thee ;  but  I  may  blame  my  own  fond  love. 
That  could  not  deny  thee. 

ShaL  She's  with  child  indeed,  it  swells. 

Frank.  You  would  not  believe  me. — 'Tis  a  good 
wench,  she  does  it  handsomely.  [Aside, 

Lucy.  But  yet  I  know,  if  tliou  hadst  been  thjf^ 
self,  thou  wouldst  ne'er  have  offered  it;  'twas 
drink  that  made  thee. 

ShaL  Yes  sure  I  was  drunk  when  I  did  it,  for 
I  had  forgot  it;  I  lay  my  life  'twill  prove  a  ^1, 
because  'twas  got  in  drink. 

Lucy,  I  am  ashamed  to  see  any  body. 

Frank.  Alas,  poor  wretch,  go  comfort  her: 
Lucy! 

ShaL  Sweetheart !  nay,  never  be  ashamed.  I 
was  a  little  too  hasty,  but  Fli  make  thee  amends; 
we'll  be  married  presently. 

Frank,  Be  cheary,  Lucy ;  jron  were  man  and 
wife  before ;  it  wanted  but  the  ceremony  of  the 
church,  and  that  shall  be  presently  done. 

Shal.  Ay,  ay,  sweetheart,  as  soon  as  may  be. 

Frank.  But  now  I  think  on't,  son  Shallow,  your 
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ptfAt. 


iHMSo^  nmit  not  ht  pMk,  atf  ift  itft^iided  it 

Shal.  Why  so  ? 

Frank,  Because  I  would  not  hdve  people  take 
ildCice  of  this  fault;  we'll  go  t6  church,  only  we 
three,  the  minister  and  the  clerk,  rhatfs  witiScssiM 
enough ;  so,  the  timci  heing  unknown,  people  will 
link  yoiiwere  married  before. 

ShaL  But  will  it  stand  with  my  worship  to  be 
inkrri^d  it  private  ? 

Frank,  Yes,  ^es,  the  greatest  do  if,  when  they 
liave  been  iiibbhng  before  hand ;  there  is  xi6  other 
way  to  save  your  bride's  credit. 


Shal  Come,  leti's  abimt  k  oHMMtf^. 
trank:  This  u  dkMed  u]^  beyoild  oai^  Wishes 

Manet  Lucr. 

Lucy,  I  am  undone,  uAless  diy  wit,  FrauiiiRv 
Gaif  Am  mak  means  to  free  me'  fmmtkis  ib6L 
Who  would  have  thought  the  sntcottidbe  so  groat, 
To  take  lipon  hikn  what  he  net^r  did« 
To  his  bwn^  shame  ?  Iftt  Mndf  to  mf^  Ffaodno^ 
And  I  must  lose  na  tiaoe ;  for  f  «m  deiui^ 
If  not  delivered  fnte  tlii«  kNithed*  bod. 


ACtiL 


JJnler  Philocles,  Clerxv ont  at  the  Window, 

Clef,  See,  Philocles,  ^nder's  that  happy  sbadif 
That  oH^n  veils  the  fatt  Lencothoe, 
A«d  this  her  usual  hour ;  shell  not  be  Ibiifi^ : 
Then  thou  Shalt  tell  me,  if  so  rare  an  object 
E'er  blest  thine  eyes  before. 

PhU,  Well,  I  would  s^e  her  once, 
Wer*t  but  to  trt  thy  judgment,  Cleriimont. 

Cler,  And  when  thou  dbst,  remember  what  I 
told  thee, 
I  wottld  not  be  so  fickle;  bitr,  soft,  look  tcj  thy 

heart, 
Y&oAtr  she  donliei^  and  that's  h^r  waiting-woiAan. 
[LEtTCOTHo^  and  Psectas  in  the  Garden. 
Mow  gaze  thy  fill ;  speak  man,  hdw  likeM  thou 
her? 

Leueoth,  Psectas! 

Fuct,  Madnm. 

Leueoth,  What  flower  was  that, 
That  thou  wer^t  telHng  such  a  story  of 
Last  night  to  me  ? 

Ptett,  Tis  called  Narcissus,  Airidam  : 
It  bears  the  name  of  that  too  beauteous  boy. 
That  lost  himself  by  loving  of  himself; 
Who,  viewing  in  a  fair  And  ci^stal  stiream 
Those  lips,  that  only  he  could  never  kiss,1 
Doats  on  the  shadow,  which  to  rttxh  in  viiin' 
Striving,  he  drowns ;  thus,  scorning  all  bestd^e, 
For  the  loved  shadow  the  fair  subi^nee  died. 

Leucotk.  Fie,  6^,  I  like  hot  these  impossible 
tales ; 
A  man  to  fall  in  love  whh  his  owftt  shadow, 
And  die  for  love,  it  is  noost  ridiculous  ! 

Ftect,  Madam,  I  know  not ;  I  have  ofVen  scfen 
Both  men  and  wbotien  court  the  looking-glass 
With  so  much  seeming  oontentation, 
That  1  could  think  this  true ;  nay  wear  it  aA)Oot 

'em 
A»  lovers  do  their  tnistres^  counterfefit ' 

Leueoth,  That's  not  for  lov^  but  to  correct 
their  beauties, 
And  draw  from  others  admiftftion ; 
For  all  the  comfort  that  our  faces  give 


Unto  ourselves,  is  but  refledSon 

Of  that  fair  liking  diat  another  odce& 

Cler;  i  woold  we  w^ere  « Iktio  nearer  'eo^ 
We  mi^t  but  heair  what  talk  tbestt  wenches  bre 
When  they  are  alone  1 1  wArronc,  some  cood  snC 

PhiL  Tis  happiness  enough  for  me  R>  see 
The  motion  of  her  lips. 

Clef,  f  faith  it'*  diereabouts ; . 
Why,  Philocles,  what  lost  dready,  nan  ! 
Struck  dead  with  one  poor  glance!  Lode  op^for 

^an^e^ 
And  teU  me  how  thou  Hkest  my  judgment  noi^, 
Now  thou  dost  see. 

Fhil,  Ah^  Clerimont^  too  well, 
ToO'  well  I  iiee  whalt  1  shall  alever  taste. 
Yon  lady's  beauty :  she  must  needs  be  crael 
(Though  her  fair  shape  deny  it)  to  the  son 
Of  him  that  is  her  father's  enemy. 
That,  Clerhnont,  that  fatal  difierenca 
Gheek^my  desire,  and  sinks  my  risuig  faop6i; 
But  love's  a  torrent  violent  if  stopi, 
And  I  am  desperately  mad :  I  must, 
I  must  be  ber's,  or  else  I  must  m6t  be. 

Cler,  Contain  that  passion,  that  will  else  o'€^ 
whelm 
Ai  virtue  in  you,  al(  that  is  tailed'  man. 
And  should  be  your's;  take  my  advke ;  my  M^ 
M^  life,  toi  second  fo^ :  1^  u4  consalt ; 
You  may  .find  time  to  speak  to  her,  and  woobtft 

Phil,  Nay,  nay,  I  will,  in  spite  of  de^^. 
Let  women  and  faint-hearted  foob  complaia 
In  languishing  despair,  a  manly  love 
Dares  shew  itself,  and  press  to  his  desires 
Through  thickest  troops  of  liorrid'  oppositet. 
Were  there  a  thtfusand  waking  drigons  set 
To  keep  that  golden  fruit,  I  WOukl  attempt 
To  pluck  and  taste  it ;  'tis  the  danger  crowtti 
A  fatave  achievement :  what  if  I  shoald  p^ 
Add  boldly  woo  her  in  her  father's  house, 
In  spite  of  emnfitY,  what  eottld  they  say  } 

Cler,  Twere  tfiaddess  that,  not  #isdom :  nil 
attempts 
Betray  the  cAieans^  but  netet  ^6rk  the  end. 

PhiL  She  wodd  not  bate  H  u^ui  for  lovia|  kBtt 
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lid,  betler  be  bote 
for  ever  haplsit. 
Bt  take  time, 

i  thooglita,  oar  wise  men  say,  are  bctt. 
kla/s  a  double  death;  no,  I  have 
bought 

hat  straight  111  pot  in  eiecution  t 
letter  to  her  pre9eatJy> 
it  will. 

letter !  who  shell  carry  it  f    . 
1  tell  thee  when  I  have  done :  litst 
nd  ink  in  thy  chamber  f 
!s,  there  is  one  upon  the  table.   TUstay 
I  window,  and  watch  whether  she  stay 
fhat  a  sadden  change  is  this ! 
.  Did  not  Count  Virro  promise  to  be 
lere 

dinner  ? 
Tes,  madam,  that  he  did;  and  I  dare 


t  break. 

.  He  needs  not,  he  is  rich  enoa^ ;  on- 

old  break  in  knarery,  as  some  of  our 

do  now-a-days. 

Ireak  oromise,  nmdlrn,  I  meaa;  and 

1  not  for  your  sake ;  you  know  his  bu- 

.  I  wonld  I  did  not  •  he  might  spare 

lispains^ 

inusual  cost  that  he  beMows 

e  up  himself,  and  please  me  better. 

le  would  not  please  his  tailor  abd  his 


et  more  fWr  ^Onr  sake  by  their  lord, 
bsnre  eot  this  twenty  years  before. 
.  Ah,  Ptectas,  Psecias,  can  my  father 
hink 

love  Count  Virro  f  one  so  old,    • 
i  enoo^  to  make  a  match  rniftt,) 

base,  a  man  that  never  loved, 
ing  eaUed  good,  but  dross  and  pdf. 
rould  never,  had  my  brother  lived. 
Ml  this  Suit ;  no,  I  can  never  lore  him : 
^u  keep  a  se0«t  firmly,  Psectas  ? 
)oubt  me  not,  medam. 
.  Well,  in  teli  thee  then; 
IS  I  I  dare  not  say  I  k>ve  him ; 
I  a  young  and  noble  gentlenmn, 
lae^  ton,  my  father^s  enemy, 
9m  nature's  prodigality 
^en  to  envy  iif  the  making  np ; 
» a  i^adow,  my  pleaaed  eye  bebeM 
ful  galtant  as  he  rode  the  street 
scdng  cevrser,  who,  k  seemed, 
Rht  kiad,  and  with  a  prond  disdsrhi 
le  base  earth :  my  father  being  byi 
>  name,  be  toM  me  PhilocKss, 
id  heir  of  his  great  enemy, 
etas,  then,  how  my  divided  breast 
itween  two  meeting  contraries, 
I  love ;  bot  Love's  a  derty, 

prevail  'gainst  mortals,  whose  coro- 
wnQ 

I, 


Not  Jove  himself  could  ever  yet  withstand. 

Cler.  What,  is  the  letter  done  slready?  I  see 
these  lovers  have  nimble  inventions;  but  how 
will  you  send  it  ? 

PhiL  What  a  question's  that! — Seest  thou  this 
stone? 

Cler,  Ah !  then  I  see  your  drift ;  tliis  stone  must 
^ide 
Your  fleeting  letter  in  the  air,  and  carry  it 
To  that  fair  mark  you  aim  at. 

PhiL  Hard  by  her. 

Cler.  I  think  you  would  not  hit  her  with  such 
stones  as  this  ;-^hidy,  look  to  yourself,  now  it 
comes  to  proof. 

PhiL  But  pr'y thee  tell  me^  what  dost  thou  think 
this  letter  may  do  ? 

Cler.  Well,  I  hope, 
^is  ten  to  one  this  lady  oh  hath  seen  you  *, 
You  never  lived  obscure  in  Syracuse, 
Nor  walked  thestreeu  unknown,  and  who  can  tell 
What  place  you  bear  iu  her  aflections ; 
Loved  or  roisliked  ?  if  bad,  this  letter  sent 
Will  make  her  shew  her  scorn ;  if  otherwise. 
Fear  not  a  woman's  wii ;  she'll  find  a  time 
To  answer  your  kind  letter,  and  express 
What  you  desire  she  should ;  then  send  it  boldly. 
You  have  a  fair  mark  there. 

PAi7. Cupid,  guide  mv  arm ;  [Thr&wi  the  letter^ 
Oh  be  as  just,  blind  god,  as  thou  art  great. 
And  with  that  powerful  hand,  that  golden  shafl 
That  I  was  wounded^  wound  yon  tender  breast ! 
There  is  no  salve  but  that,  no  cure  for  roe. 

Cier,  See  what  a  wooder  it  strikes  'em  in,  how 
it  should  come ! 

PhiL  She'll  wonder  more  to  see  what  man  it 
comes  from* 

Cler,  I  like  her  well,  she  is  not  afraid  to  open 
it. 
Shestarts;—9tay^-~mark  her  action  when  she  has 
read  the  letter. 

She  retuU, 

**  Let  it  not  wrong  this  letter^  that  it  came 
From  one  that  trembled  to  subscribe  his  name. 
Fearing  yoor  hate;  O  let  not  hate  desoond. 
Nor  make  yon  cmel  to  so  vowed  a  friend. 
If  you'll  not  promise  love,  grant  but  access. 
And  let  me  know  my  woes  are  past  redress. 
Be  just  then,  beauteous  judge,  and,  like  the  lawfi, 
Conflemn  me  not  till  you  liave  heard  my  cause; 
Which,  when  you  hain,  from  those  fair  lips  re- 

•    torn 
Either  my  life  in  kwe,  or  death  in  scorn. 

Your's,  or  not,  PniLoc&sS.'' 
Am  t  awake,  or  dream  I  ?  Is  it  true, 
Or  does  my  flattering  fancy  but  sttf|^ 
What  I  most  covet  ? 

Ptect,  Madam,  the  words  aie  tbere^ 
ni  swear  it  can  be  no  illusion^ 

Leucoth,  It  is  too  good  for  truth. 

iKitm  ike  paper. 
PhiL  Mock  me  not,  foetuae  I 
She  kissed  it;  saw'st  thou  her?  Qh,  friend,  sbo 
kissedit!  -'    ' 
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Cler.  And  with  a  look  that  relialied  love,  not 
scorn. 

Leucotk.  This  letter  may  be  forged,  I  much 
desire  to  know  the  certainty ;  Psectas,  thy  help 
mast  further  me. 

Ftect.  rU  not  be  wanting. 

Leucoth,  Here  comes  my  father;  he  must  not 
see  this. 

Pffc^.  No,  nor  your  t'other  sweetheart,  he  is 
with  him  yonder. 

Enter  Poly  metes,  Virro,  Roscio. 

Poly.  Nay,  noble  County  you  are  too  old  a 
soldier 
To  take  a  maid's  first  no,  for  a  denial ; 
They  will  be  nice  at  first,  men  must  pursue, 
That  will  obtain ;  woo  her,  my  lord,  and  take  her, 
You  have  my  free  consent  if  you  get  her*s ; 
Yonder  she  walks  alone,  go  comfort  her. 

Vir.  I'll  do  the  best  I  may,  but  we  old  men 
Are  but  cold  comfort;  I  thank  your  lordship's 
love. 
Pofy,  I  wonder,  Roscio,  that  the  peerish  girl 
Comes  on  so  slowly ;  no  persuasions 
That  I  can  use,  do  move :  the  setting  forth 
Count  Virro's  greatness,  wealth,  and  dignity. 
Seems  not  to  affect  her,  Roscio. 

Rot,  I  doubt  the  cause,  my  lord ; 
For  were  not  that,  I  dare  engage  my  life 
She  would  be  won  to  love  him ;  she  has  placed 
Already  her  affections  on  some  other. 
Pofy,  How  should  I  find  it  out  ? 
Ros.  Why  thus,  my  lord ; 
There's  never  man  nor  woman  that  e'er  loved, 
But  chose  some  bosom  friend,  whose  close  con- 
verse 
Sweetened  their  joys,  and  eased  their  burdened 

minds 
Of  such  a  working  secret :  Thus  no  doubt 
Has  my  young  lady  done ;  and  but  her  woman. 
Who  should  it  be  r  'tis  she  must  out  with  it : 
Her  secrecy,  if  wit  cannot  o'er-reach. 
Gold  shall  corrupt;  leave  that  to  me,  my  lord. 
But  if  her  lady*s  heart  do  yet  stand  free 
And  unbequcathed  to  any,  your  command. 
And  father  s  jurisdiction  interposed. 
Will  make  her  love  the  Count.     No  kind  of 

means 
Must  want  to  draw  her. 

Pofy.  lliou  art  my  oracle. 
My  bmin,  my  soul,  my  very  being,  Roscio. 
Walk  on  and  speed,  while  I  but  second  thee. 

Cler,  It  is  even  so ;  Count  Virro  is  your  rival ; 
See  how  the  old  ape  smugs  up  his  mouldy  chaps 
To  seize  the  bit. 

Phil,  He  must  not,  if  I  live ; 
But  yet  her  father  brings  him :  he  has  the  means 
That  I  shall  ever  want. 

Cter,  If  he  do  marry  her, 
Revenge  it  nobly,  make  him  a  cuckold,  boy. 
Phil  Thou  jest*st,  that  feel'st  it  not;  pr'ythee 

•let's  go. 
Ckr,  St^y,  ril  but  curse  him  briefly  for  thy 
sake. 


If  thou  dost  marry  her,  may*st  thou  be  made 
A  cuckold  without  profit,  and  ne'er  get 
An  office  by  it,  nor  favour  at  the  court ; 
But  may  thy  large  ill-gotten  treasury 
Be  spent  in  her  bought  lust,  and  thine  own  gold 
Bring  thee  adulterers ;  so  farewell,  good  Count 
[Exeunt  Philocles,  CLEmiMom 

Enter  Servant, 

Eug,  My  lord,  there's  a  messenger  within 
Desires  access,  has  business  of  import. 
Which  to  no  ear  but  your's  he  must  impart. 

Enter  Eugemio  disguised, 

^  Pofy.  Admit  him.^-Now,  friend,  your  bosioet 
with  me  ? 

Eus,  If  you  be  the  lord  Polymetes. — 
Pofy,  The  same. 

Eug,  My  lord,  I  come  from  Athens  with  sodi 
news 
As  I  dare  say  is  welcome,  though  unlooked  for; 
Your  son  Eugenio  lives,  whom  you  so  long 
Thoueht  dead,  and  mourned  for. 
Pofy.  How  ?  lives ! 

Eug,  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I  saw  him  well 
Within  these  few  days. 

Pofy,  Thanks  for  thy  good  news. — 
Reward  him,  Roscio :— but  now  tell  me,  friend, 
Hast  thou  revealed  this  news  to  any  man 
In  Syracuse  but  me  ? 

Eug,  To  none,  my  lord  : 
At  every  place  where  I  have  staid  in  town, 
Enquiring  for  your  lordship's  house,  1  heard 
These  tragic,  but  false  news :  the  contranr 
I  still  concealed,  though  knew,  intending  first 
Your  lordship's  ear  should  drink  it. 

Pofy.  Worthy  friend, 
I  now  must  thank  your  wisdom  as  your  love^ 
In  this  well-carried  action.    Til  requite  it; 
Mean  time  pray  use  my  house,  and  still  continoe 
Your  silence  in  this  business.    Roscio,  make  bin 

welcome. 
And  part  as  little  from  him  as  you  can,  for  fesr. 
Ros,  Think  it  done,  my  lord- 
Pofy.  Psectas,  come  hither. 
Vir,  Be  like  yourself,  let  not  a  cruel  doom 
Pass  those  fair  lips,  that  never  were  ordained 
To  kill,  but  to  revive.* 

Leucoth,  Neither,  my  lord,  lies  in  their  power 

to  do. 
Vir,  Yes,  sweet,  to  me. 
Whom  your  scorn  kills,  and  pity  will  revive. 
leucoth.  Pity  is  shewed  to  men  in  misery. 
ViK  And  so  am  I,  if  not  relieved  by  you. 
Leucoth.  Twere  pride  in  me,  my  lord,  to  think 

it  so. 
Fir.  I  am  your  beauty's  captive. 
Leucoth,  Then,  my  lord, 
What  greater  gift  than  freedom  can  I  give  ? 
Tis  that,  that  captives  most  desire,  and  that 
You  shall  command ;  you're  free  from  mc,  mj 
lord. 

Vir,  Your  beauty  contradicts  that  freedom, 
lady. 
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JV^.  Come,  noUe  Count, 
I  most  for  this  time  iotcrrupt  you ;  you'll  find 
Ewwgh  witfaia  to  talk. 

Fir.  I'll  wait  opoo  your  lordship.      [Exeunt. 

Manet  Euobmio  solus, 

JBw.  Thus,  in  disguise,  I  have  discovered  all, 
And  found  the  cause  of  my  reported  death, 
yibkh  did  at  first  amaze  me ;  but  'tis  well, 
Tb  10  draw  on  the  match  between  my  sister 
And  this  rich  Count : — Heaven  grant  it  be  con- 
tent, 
Ai  well  as  fortune  to  her,  but  I  fear 
She  cannot  love  his  age :  how  it  succeeds 
I  shall  perceive,  and,  whilst  unknown  I  stay, 
Icuwot  hurt  the  project,  help  I  may.        [Exit. 

Enter  F&ancisco^  Sumner,^ 

Fmne,  Ttiis  will  make  good  work  for  you  in  the 
spiritual  eourt;  Shallow  is  n  rich  man. 

Sim,  Those  are  the  men  we  look  for ;  there's 
somewhat  to  be  got :  the  court  has  many  bu- 
sioesses  at  this  time,  but  they  are  little  worth ;  a 
few  waking-women  ^ot  with  child  by  serving-men 
or  so,  scarce  worth  ating. 
-  Franc.  Do  not  their  masters  get  'em  with  child 
Mtietiines  ? 

Sim.  Yes,  no  dotsbt,  but  they  have  got  a  trick 
to  put  'em  off  upon  the  men,  and  for  a  little  por- 
tioB  save  their  own  credits;  besides,  these  private 
nianiages  are  much  out  of  our  way,  we  cannot 
^fJum  when  there  is  a  fault. 

FtMne,  Well,  these  are  no  starters ;  I  warrant 
Tou,  Shallow  shall  not  deny  it,  and  for  the  wench 
^  need  not  oonfeiB  it,  she  has  a  mark  that  will 
Way  her. 

Smn.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  for  your  good  intclli- 
S^nce ;  I  hope  'tis  certain. 

Franc  Fear  not  that;  is  your  citation  ready? 
Sum,  I  have  it  here. 

Frame,  Well,step  aside^  and  come  when  I  call; 
1  hear  'em  coming.  [Exit  Sumner. 

Enter  Frahklin,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Parson, 

Frank.Sct  forward  there;  Fransisco,  what  make 
jott  here  ? 

Franc.  I  come  to  claim  my  right ;  Parson,  take 
need. 
Thou  art  the  author  of  adultery 
If  thou  conjoin  this  couple  ;  she's  my  wife. 

Franh*  Your's,  sauce-box ! 

SMoL  Father,  I  thought  she  had  been  mine;  I 
hope  I  shall  not  lose  her  thus. 

Frank,  Francisco,  dare  not  to  interrupt  os ;  for 
1  swear 
Tboa  shale  endure  the  law's  extremity 


For  thy  presumption. 

Franc.  Do  your  worst,  I  fear  not ;  I  was  con- 
tracted to  her. 

Frank.  What  witness  have  you  ? 

Franc.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  whose  impartial 
eye 
Saw  our  contract. 

Shat.  What  an  ass  is  this,  to  talk  of  contract- 
ing !  He  that  will  get  a  wench,  must  make  her 
bigger,  as  I  have  done,  and  not  contract. 

Franc.  Sir,  you  are  abused. 

SA^^Whyso? 

Franc,  The  wife  you  go  to  marry  is  with  child, 
and  by  another. 

Shal.  A  good  jest  i*faith,  make  me  believe  that. 

Franc,  How  comes  this  fool  possest  ? 
He  never  touched  her,  I  dare  swear. 

Frank.  No  more,  Francisco,  as  you  will  an- 
swer it 
Parson,  sec  forward  there.   . 

Franc.  Stay. 
If  this  will  not  suffice, — Sumner,  come  forth. 

Franks  Ah,  Sumner !  we  are  all  betrayed. 

Enter  Sumner, 

Sum,  God  save  you  all !  I  think  you  guess  my 
business ; 
These  are  to  cite  to  the  spiritual  court 
You  master  Shallow,  and  you  mistress  Lucy : 
Ask  not  the  cause,  for  it'-s  apparent  here, 
A  carnal  copulation  ante  matrimonium, 

Frank,  This  was  a  bar  unlooked  for ;  spiteful 
Francisco ! 

Franc,  Injurious  Franklin, could  the  laws  divinei 
Or  human,  suffer  such  an  impious  act. 
That  thou  shouldst  take  my  true  and  lawful  wife. 
And  great  with  child  by  me,  to  give  to  another, 
Gulling  his  poor  simplicity? 

ShaL  Do  you  mean  me,  sir? 

Sum.  Gallants,  farewell;  my  writ  shall  be 
obeyed. 

Frank.  Sumner,'  it  shall.  [Exit  Sumner, 

Pars,  I'll  take  my  leave,  there's  nothing  now 
for  me  to  do.  [Exit  Parson, 

Franc,  Farewell,  good  master  parson. 

Frank.  Francisco,  canst  thou  say  thou  ever 
lov'dst  my  daughter,  and  wouldst  thou  thus  dis- 
grace her  openW  ? 

Franc.  No,  I  would  win  her  thus ; 
And,  did  you  hold  her  credit  half  so  dear 
As  I,  or  her  content,  you  would  not  thus 
Take  her  from  me,  and  thrust  her  'gainst  her  will 
On  this  rich  fool. 

ShaL  You  1^  very  bold  with  me,  sir. 

Franc,  Let  me  have  news  what  happens,  dcar^ 
est  Lucy, 


'  ^wnnier— Or  5ompa«r,  now  called  an  apparitor.    He  is  an  officer  whose  proper  business  and  employ- 
ment it  to  attend  the  Spiritual  Court,  to  receive  such  commands-as  the  judge  shall  please  to  issue  forth ; 
to  convene  and  cite  the  defeodanti  into  court  i  to  admonish  or  cite  the  parties  in  the  nroduction  of  y^\\^ 
and  the  like ;  and  to  make  due  retom  of  the  process  by  \^m  executed, 
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Lucy,  Else  let  me  die.         VEjnt  Fbancisco. 

Frank.  This  w»a  Toor  doing,  Lucy ;  it  hud  been 
impossible  he  shoufd  e*er  have  known  the  time 
80  truly  else ;  but  I'll  t«ke  an  ordei  next  time  for 
your  bwbbing. 

ShaL  What's  the  matter,  father? 

Frank.  We  may  thank  you  for  it;  this  wit  your 
hnste,  that  will  now  shilme  ue  all ;  yoa  moet  be 
doing  afore  your  time ! 

ShaL  Twat  hot  a  trick  of  yontli,  father. 

Frank,  And  therefore  now  you  must  e'en  stand 
in  a  white  sheet  for  all  to  gaze  at. 

SkaL  How !  I  would  be  loth  to  wear  a  surpUcc 
now ;  'tis  a  disgrace  the  house  of  the  Shallows 
never  knew. 

Frank,  Ail  the  hope  ii^  officers  may  be  bribed ; 
and  so  tbey  will,  'twere  a  hard  world  for  ms  to 
live  in  else. 

ShaL  You  say  true,  father ;  if  'twere  not  for 
corruption,  every  poor  rascal  might  have  justica 
as  well  as  one  of  us,  and  that  were  a  shame. 

[£rrifa/ SnAUOw  eai^LvcT. 

Frank,  This  was  a  cunning  stratagem  w#U  hud; 
But  yet,  Francisco,  th'  hast  not  won  the  prize. 
What  should  I  do  ?  I  roust  not  let  this  cause 
Proceed  to  trial  i|i  the  open  court. 
For  then  my  daughter's  oath  will  cast  |he  child 
Upon  Francisco  :  no,  I  have  found  a  better ; 
1  will,  before  the  next  court«day,  proTide 
Some  needy  parson,  one  whose  poverty 
Shall  make  him  fenr  no  camms ;  he  shall  marry 
My  ciaoghter  to  rich  $halk>w ;  when  'tis  done, 
Our  gold  shall  make  a  silence  in  the  court  [Exit 

Enter  pHrL0CLES,TsECTA8. 

Fs0ci.  I  nraat  rMam your aoawer  to mjr lady;' 


III  tell  her  you  will  come. 

PhU.  Come ! 
And  such  an  angel  call,  I  should  foigjet 
AU  o$ces  of  natare,  all  that  men 
Wish  in  their  second  thoughts,  ere  such  a  dutjr. 
Commend  my  service  to  fc^,  and  to  you 
My  thanks  for  this  kind  maswge.  [Exii  PsicTAS. 
I  never  breathed  till  now,  never  tui  BOW 
Did  my  life  relish  sweetness;  break  B0t»  haar^ 
Crack  not  yet,  ye  feeble  ministers  of  natart^ 
With  inundation  of  such  swelling  joj. 
Too  great  to  bear  without  expressiOA. 
The  lady  writes  that  she  l^»  hoown  me  long 
By  sight,  and  loved  me;  and  she  seems  to  thank 
lier  Stan,  the  loves,  and  is  beloved  agjsin. 
She  speaks  taj  very  thoughts !  How  strange  it  is 
And  happy,  when  affections  thus  can  meet ! 
She  further  writes,  at  fluch  an  hour  to-day, 
Her  fathei^s  abeance,  and  all  houseboM  spica 
Fitly  removed,  shall  give  access  to  nsa^ 
Unmarked^  to  visit  hfr ;  where  ahe  akwe 
Will  entertain  discourse^  and  welcome  me. 
I  hope  'tis  truly  meant ;  why  should  I  fear  f 
But  wisdom  bids  me  fear :  fie,  fie,  *tis  haaa 
To  wrong  a  creature  of  that  exceileooa 
With  audi  sospidoo ;  I  should  injure  ben 
I  will  as  soon  suspect  an  angel  false ; 
Treason  ne'er  lodged  within  to  fair  a  breast 
No^  if  her  hand  betray  me,  I  will  run 
On  any  danger :  'tit  alike  to  me 
To  die^or  find  ber  false;  for  on  her  tmdi 
Hangs  my  chief  being.  Well,  111  loan  no  timt^ 
No  not  a  minule :  dearest  love,  I  coaat ; 
To  meet  my  aweeteat  wishes  I  wiU  flj. 
Heaven  and  my  truth  shield  me  frgoatraachcry  I 

[SxiL 


ACT  in. 


Enter  Polvmetes,  Roscio,  EycEKio,  ^t^d  Psec- 

TAS. 

Fafy.  I  cannot  credit  it,  nor  think,  that  hhe^ 
Of  all  the  noble  youth  in  Sicily, 
Should  make  so  strange  a  choice^  that  none  but 

he. 
None  but  the  son  of  my  avowed  enemy. 
Must  be  her  mate ;  it  strikes  me  to  amase  i 
Minion,  take  heed,  ck»  not  behe  your  mifiresi^ 

Pte^t,  Mercy  forsake  me  if  I  do»  my  loed : 
You  charged  ine  to  oonfesa  the  truth  to  yai^ 
Which  I  have  fully  done ;  and  pieeently 
I'll  briug  you  wherey  concealec^  yon  shall  both 


Their  privacy,  and  hear  their  conference. 

Pqiy.  Well,  I  believe  thee,  weiich,  and  will  re- 
ward 
Thy  trust  ^  in  this ;  go  get  thee  in  again. 


And  Wing  me  wofd  when  Philodea  is 

[Ent  PsacTAS. 
*11  be  secret  to  our  purpose  r 

EAs  your  own  breast,  my  lord. 
1  shall  rcsc  thankful  to  you: — 
This  stranger  must  be  soothed,  lest  he  mar  all 

Rim,  Tins  was  well  ibaod  cot,  my  lord;  joa 
now  have  means  to  take  your  enessf. 

Poljf,  Which  bleat  occaaioa  I  will  so  parses^ 
As  childless  fiuphues  shall  for  ever  me. 
Hise  in  thy  blackest  look,  ifireat  NoHMsis^ 
Assistant  to  my  purpose,  help  me  ^t 
My  thirsty  soul  with  blood.  This  bold  jtmm  nsa^ 
To  hii  rash  kxve^  shaU  sam6c0  his  lifei 

Ro^  What  course  do  you  intead  lo  ruin  him? 

Poly,  Why,  kill  him  pfe9eatl^ 

Roe,  Ob  no,  my  lord. 
You'll  rao  that  aclioA;  think  imI  that  the  kw 
WiU  let  such  murder  sleep  unpunished. 
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DtoM  I  tlitti  let  him  go,  when  I  he?e 

^thim? 

ly  air,  to  catch  him  faster,  and  more 

ly. 

9w  tbottld  that  be  f  Speekymao. 
IT  thasi  my  loiti ; 
CM  kw  sfyeaks  daath  to  anv  man 
an  hairy  withoot  her  frieuot  ooojeot ; 
le  de^  his  lore  will  prompt  him  to  it, 
oerer  hope,  b^  yoor  consent, 
er;  and  she,  'tis  like,  wili  giro 
r  women'e  love  is  violent  t 
their  aatsage^you  shall  easily  fiiid 
prise  coem  at  your  will,  my  lord, 
ion  art  my  oracle,  dear  Rosdo. 

Enter  P$ecta8. 

:tat  come  again.  How  now,  what  news? 
f  y  lord,  they  both  are  coming ;  please 
withdraw ; 
loth  hear  and  see  what  yon  desire. 

r^PaiLocLES  eni^ucoTSOB. 

.  You^re  wdcome,  noble  sir;  and  did 
power 

r  love,  Yovr  visitation 
more  free,  aqd  your  deserved  weloome 
belter  fashion, 
est  of  ladies, 
II,  so  eicellently  well, 
vm  yoor  wished  love,  my  barren  thanks 
^age  fbr^t;  there  lic«  in  yonr  fair  looks 
rtainment,  than  in  all  the  pomp 
ain  Persian  ever  taught  the  world* 
moe  is  the  welcome  I  expected ; 
ss  it  perfect. 

1.  Tis  vour  noble  thought 
d  what  s  wanting  here ;  but,  gentle  friend, 
>w  dare  call  you— ^ 
ris  well,  minion ;  you  are  bold  enough,  I 

roar  friends  without  my  leave. 

*is  my  ambition  ever  to  be  your^ 

».  Thmk  me  not  light,  dear  Philocle%  so 

•n 

hee  bve,  that  others  might  have  soaght 

teat  pursuit,  and  not  obtoined. 

your^  by  fate,  and  long  haye  been ; 

A  woo*d,  Leuoothoe  was  won, 

I  without  resistance. 

h  my  start ! 

r  kind  infleenoe,  that»  whilst  I  slept 

ignorance,  contiived  for  me 

o  crown  me  with  felicity. 

'on  may  be  deceived  though; 

no  soch  great  reason 

four  stars^if  you  kniewalL  * 

lud  know,  fiur  mistress,  yon  have  met  a 

c, 

,  nor  fate,  nor  death,  can  ever  change ; 

lat  but  in  you  can  bava  no  being. 

iss  seal  m;jr  faith. 

i.  And  this  mine. 


Pofy.  Nay,  to*t  again;  yonr  sweet  iheat  shall 
have  sour  sauce. 

PhiL  But,  sweet,  'mongst  all  these  roses  there's 
one  thorn 
That  pricks  and  galls  me;  our  parents* enmity 
Will  cross  our  loyes :  I  do  assure  myself 
Thy  father  never  will  give  his  consent. 

Ltucotk,  No,  so  I  think ;  he  moves  me  btill  to 
Virro, 
That  old  craaed  count,  and  with  such  vehemeucy^ 
I  dare  scarce  'bide  his  presence  if  I  deny  him ; 
Therefore,  we  must  be  speedy  in  our  course. 
And  take,  without  his  leave,  what  he  denies. 

Poly,  I  thank  yoa  for  that,  good  daughter. 

JRof .  I  told  you,  sir,  'twould  come  to  this  at  last; 

PIUL  Oh  tliott  hast  spoke  my  wishes,  and  hMt 
shewed 
Thyself  in  love  as  good  as  beautiful ; 
Then  let's  away,  dearest  Leucothoe. 
M)r  fortunes  are  not  poor,  then  fear  no  want ; 
This  constant  love  of  ours  may  prove  so  happy. 
To  reconcile  our  parents'  enmity. 

Ltucoth,  Ueaveu  ^raot  it  may ! 

P(Uy*  Never  by  this  means,  youngster. 

Leucpth.  But  soft;  now  I  thmk  better  on*t.  Ill 
not  go. 

PhiL  Why,  dearest,  is  thy  love  so  quickly  cold  f 

Lcucoth,  No,  but  Til  not  venture  thee,  thine  it 
the  danger; 
Thoo  knowest  'tis  death  by  law  to  steal  an  heir^ 
And  my  dear  brother's  most  untimely  death 
Hath  lately  made  me  one;  what  if  thou  shouldit 
be  taken  ? 

PhiL  Oh  fear  not  that;  had  I  a  thousand  lives, 
They  were  too  small  a  venture  for  such  prize. 
I  tell  thee,  sweet,  a  face  not  half  so  fair 
As  thine,  hath  armed  whole  nations  in  the  field, 
And  brought  a  thousand  ships  to  Tenedos, 
To  sack  lamented  Troy ;  and  should  I  fear 
To  venture  one  poor  life,  and  such  a  life 
As  would  be  lost  in  not  possessing  thee  ? 
Come,  come,  make  that  no  scruple;  when  shall  we 

Leucoth,  This  present  eveniug;  for  to-morrow 
'morning 
My  father  looks  that  I  should  give  consent 
To  marry  with  the  Count. 

PhiL  Best  of  all !  would  'twere  thu  present  boor  I 
111  go  prepare :  but  shall  I  call  thee  here  ? 

LeucoiL  Ob  no,  well  meet. 

PhiL  Where,  dearest? 

IfiucQih,  East  from  the  city,  by  the  river's  side. 
Not  distant  half  a  mile,  there  stands  a  grove, 
Where  often  riding  by,  I  have  observed 
A  little  hermitage,  there  will  I  stay 
If  I  be  first ;  if  you,  do  you  the  like : 
Let  the  hoiur  be  ten,  then  shall  I  best  etcapOi 

Phil.  Ne'er  sweeter  comfort  came  from  angeft 
lipt: 
I  know  the  place,  and  will  be  ready  there 
Before  ilie  hours  I'll  bring  a  friend  with  me 
As  true  as  mine  own  heart,  one  Clerimont, 
That  may  do  us  good,  if  danger  happen.  ' 
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Leucoik,  Use  joar  pleasure. 

FhiL  Dearest,  farewell ; 
Hours  will  seem  years  till  we  are  met  again. 

\Exeunt, 

Poly.  Ab,  sirrah,  this  geer  goes  well ;  god-a- 
mercy,  laan,  for  thy  iDtelligeDoe ;  why  this  is  as 
much  as  a  man  could  desire,  the  time,  place,  and 
•very  thing :  I  warrant  'em  they  pass  no  further. 
Well,  go  thou  in  and  wait  upon  thy  mistress,  she's 
ijaelancholy  till  she  see  her  swi*etheart  again,  but 
when  she  does,  she  shall  not  see  him  lon|.  Not 
a  word  of  what's  past  among  us  for  your  lifie. 

Ptect,  1  vvarraut  yoo,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Poly,  ril  not  so  much  as  shew  an  angry  look, 
m  any  token  that  i  know  of  any  of  their  proceed- 
ings. But,  lloscio,  we  must  lay  the  place  strong- 
ly ;  if  they  should  'scape  us,  1  were  prettily  fooled 
now  after  all  this. 

Ros.  Why  'tis  impossible,  m;^  lord;  we'll  go 
strong  enough ;  besides,  I  think  it  fit  we  took  an 
ofilcer  along  with  us,  to  countenance  it  the  better. 

Poly.  1  hou  sayest  well ;  go  get  one.  I'll  go 
myself  along  with  you  too;  I  love  to  see  sport, 
though  I  am  old ;  you'll  go  along  with  us  too,  sir? 

Eug,  Aye,,  sir;  you  shall  command  my  ler- 
vice  when  you  are  ready. 

PqIv.  Now,£uphues,  what  I  did  but  barely  act. 
Thy  bleednig  heart  shall  feel,  loss  of  a  son. 
If  law  can  have  his  course,  as  who  can  let  it  ?^ 
I  know  thou  thinkest  mine  dead,  and  in  thy  heart 
Laugh'st  at  my  falling  house ;  but  let  them  lau^h 
That  win  the  prize,  things  ue*er  are  known  till 
ended.    [Exeunt  Poly  metes  and  Roscio. 

EvcENio  aoluu 

Eug.  Well,  I  like  my  sister's  choice,  she  has 
taken  a  man  whose  very  looks  and  carnage  speak 
him  worthy;  besides,  he  is  noble,  his  fortune's 
sufficient,  they  both  love  each  other;  what  can 
my  father  more  desire,  that  he  gapes  so  after  this 
old  Count,  that  comes  for  the  estate,  as  t'other, 
upon  my  soul,  does  not,  but  pure  spotless  love } 
but  now  his  plot  is  for  revenge  upon  his  old  ene- 
my :  fie,  fie,  'tis  bloody  and  unchristian,  my  soul 
abhors  such  acts ;  tins  match  may  rather  recon- 
cile oor  houses,  and  I  desire,  where  worth  is,  to 
have  friendship,  as  on  ray  soul  'tis  there.  Well, 
Philocles,  I  hope  to  call  thee  brother.  Somewhat 
I'll  do;  I'll  go  persuade  Count  Virro  not  to  love 
her,  1  know  tfie  way :  and  I'll  but  tell  hiiii  truth, 
her  brother  lives,  that  will  cool  his  love  quickly. — 
But,  softy  here  comes  the  Count  as  ht  as  may  be. 

Enter  ViRRO. 

Vir.  She  loves  me  not  yet,  but  tliat's  no  mat- 
ter; I  shall  have  her,  her  father  says  I  shall,  and 
I  dare  take  his  word;  maids  are  quickly  over- 
ruled.   Ab  ha,  methinks  I  am  grown  younger 


than  I  was  by  twenty  yean;  this  for  tone  cast 
upon  me,  is  better  than  Medea's  charm,  to  make 
an  old  man  young  again,  to  have  a  lonl's  estate 
freely  bestowed,  and  with  it  such  a  beauty  as  would 
warm  Nestor's  blood,  and  make  old  Priam  lusty. 
Fortune,  I  see,  thou  lovest  me  now;  Fll  baud 
a  temple  to  thee  shortly,  and  adore  thee  as  the 
greatest  deity.    Now,  what  are  you  ? 

Eug.  A  poor  scholar,  my  lord,  one  that  am 
little  beholden  to  fortune. 

Vir.  So  are  most  of  your  professioii.  Thoa 
shouldest  take  some  more  thriving  occupation; 
be  a  judge's  man,  they  are  the  bravest  now-a-r 
days?  or  a  cardinal's  pander,  that  weve  a  gooil 
profession,  and  gainful. 

Eug.  But  not  lawfuli  my  lord. 
Vir.  Lawfnl!  that  cardmal  may  come  to  be 
pope,  and  toen  he  could  pardon  tbee  and  hinn 
self  too. 

Eug.  My  lord,  I  was  brought  op  a  scholar, 
and  I  thank  yoa  for  your  counsel :  my  lord,  I 
have  some  for  you,  and  therefore  I  came. 
Vir,  For  me  !  what  I  pr'ythee  ? 
Eug.  Tis  weichty^  and  concerns  you  near. 
Vir,  Speak,  what  is't  ? 

Eug.  My  lord,  yoii  are  to  marry  old  Polym** 
tes's  daughter. 
Vir.  And  heir. 

Eug.  No  heir,  my  lord ;  her  brcyther  is  alive. 
Vir.  How  !  thou  art  mad. 
Eug.  My  lord,  what  I  speak  is  true ;  and  te 
my  knowledge  his  father  gives  it  oat  in  pi^liey,  lo 
marry  his  daughter  the  better,  to  hook  in  suitors, 
and  specially  aimed  at  yoo,  thinking  you  rich  and 
covetous ;  and  now  he  has  canght  you. 
Vir.  But  dost  thou  mock  me? 
Eug.  Let  me  be  ever  miserable  if  I  speak  oot 
troth ;  as  sure  as  I  am  here.  Eugenic  lives ;  I  know 
it,  and  know  where  he  is. 
Vir.  Where,  pr'ythee  ? 

Eug.  Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  where  hit 
father  injoined  him  to  stay  till  your  match,  and 
sends  word  to  him  of  this  plot :  besides,  I  over- 
heard the  old  lord,  and  his  man  Rosdo,  laoghiog 
at  you  for  being  caught  thus. 

Vir.  Why,  wer't  thou  at  the  house  then? 
Eug.  Yes,  bat  had  scurvy  entertainment,  wkkh 
I  have  thus  revenged. 

Vir.  Beshrew  my  heart,  I  know  not  what  to 
think  on't ;  'tis  like  enough :  this  lord  was  always 
cunning  beyond  measure,  and  it  amazed  me  that  I 
he  should  grow  go  extreme  kind  to  me  on  the  i 
sudden,  to  ofier  me  all  this.  Beades,  this  felkiw 
is  so  confident,  and  on  no  ends  of  cozenage,  that 
I  can  see.  Well,  I  would  fain  enjoy  her,  the 
wench  is  delicate ;  but  I  would  have  the  estate  too, 
and  not  be  gulled :  what  shall  I  do !  Now,  brains, 
if  ever  you  will,  help  your  master. 
Eug.  It  stings  him. 
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Fir. Well,  so ur,  what  may  1  call  your  name? — 

Emg,  1tu%,  my  lord. 

Vir,  Your  name,  as  well  as  your  attire^  speaks 
Toopoor. 

£11;.  I  am.  so. 

Vir.  And  very  poor. 

Eug,  Very  poor. 

Vir.  Would  you  not  gladly  take  a  course  to  get 
Booey,  and  a  great  sum  of  money  ? 

Eug.  Yes,  gladly,  if  your  lordship  would  hot 
ihew  me  the  way. 

Fir.  Hark  ya  [Whispers. 

Emg.  Oh !  my  lord,  conscience ! 

Fir.  Re,  never  talk  of  conscience  ;  and  for  law 
thou  art  free;  for  all  men  think  him  dead,  and 
bis  father  will  be  ashamed  to  follow  it,  having  al- 
ready given  him  for  dead ;  and  then  who  can  know 
it?  Come,  be  wise,  five  hundred  crowns  I'll  give. 

Eug.  Well,  'tis  poverty  that  does  it,  and  not 
I;  when  shall  I  be  paid? 

Fir.  When  thou  hast  done  it. 

Eug.  Well,  give  me  your  hand  for  it,  my  lord. 

Fir.  Thou  Shalt. 

Eug.  In  writing,  to  be  paid  when  I  have 
poisoned  him,  and  think  it  done. 

Fir.  Now  thou  speakest  like  thyself;  come  in, 
m  i^ve  it  thee. 

Eug.  And  this  shall  stop  thy  mouth  for  ever, 
Cooni.  [Exeunt. 

Leucothoe  sola,  in  Bot/s*  Clothes, 

Imcofft.There  is  no  creature  here,  I  am  the  first. 
Mediinks  this  sad  and  solitary  place 
Shoald  strike  a  terror  to  such  hearts  as  mine ; 
Bat  lore  has  made  roe  bold.  The  time  has  been^' 
In  SQcfa  a  place  as  this  I  should  have  feared 
Bach  roUii^  leaf,  and  trembled  at  a  reed 
Stirred  jo  the  moonshine :  my  fearful  fancy 
Would  frame  a  thousand  apparitions. 
And  work  some  fear  out  of  my  very  shadow. 
I  wonder  Philodes  is  tardy  thus ; 
When  last  we  parted,  every  hour,  he  said. 
Would  seem  a  year  till  we  were  met  again  ; 
It  should  not  seem  so  by  the  haste  he  makes, 
m  sit  and  rest  me ;  come,  I  know,  he  will. 

Enter  Puilocles  and  Clerimont; 

Phil.  This,  Clerimont,  this  is  the  happy  place 
Where  I  shall  meet  the  sum  of  all  my  joys. 
And  be  possest  of  such  a  treasury 
As  would  ennch  a  monarch. 


Leucoth^  This  is  his  voice !  My  Philodes  ! 

Phil.  My  life  !  ray  soul !  what  here  before  me  ? 
Oh  thou  dost  still  outgo  me,  and  dost  make 
All  my  endeavours  poor  in  the  requital 
Of  thy  large  favours:  bat  I  forget  myself; 
Sweet,  bid  my  friend  here  welcome ;  this  is  he 
That  I  dare  trust  next  mine  own  heart  with 

secrets. 
But  why  art  thou  disguised  thus  ? 

Leucoth.  I  durst  not  venture  else  to  make 
escape.  . 

PhiL  Even  now,  methinks,  I  stand  as  I  would 
wish, 
With  all  my  wealth  about  me  ;  such  a  love. 
And  such  a  friend,  what  can  be  added  more 
To  make  a  man  live  happy  ?  Thou  dark  grove,  . 
That  hast  been  called  the' seat  of  melancholy. 
And  shelter  for  the  discontented  spirits ; 
Sure  thou  art  wronged,  thou  seem'st  to  me  a  place 
Of  solace  and  content ;  a  paradise, 
That  givest  me  more  than  ever  court  could  do, 
Or  richest  palace.    Blest  be  thy  fair  shades ; 
Let  birds  of  music  ever  chant  it  here, 
No  croaking  raven,or  ill-boding  owl, 
Make  here  their  baleful  habitation. 
Frighting  thy  walk ;  but  may'st  thou  be  a  grove 
Where  love's  fair  queen  may  take  delight  to  sport: 
For  under  thee  two  faithful  lovers  meet. 
Why  is  my  fair  Leucothoe  so  sad  f 

Leucoth.  I  know  no  cause ;  but,  I  would  fain 
be  gone. 

PhiL  Whither,  sweet  ? 

Leucoth.  Any  whither  from  hence ; 
My  thoughts  divine  of  treason,  whence  I  know 

not; 
Tliere  is  no  creature  knows  our  meeting  here. 
But  one,  and  that's  my  maid ;  she  has  been  trusty. 
And  will  be  still,  I  hope,  hut  yet  I  would 
She  did  not  know  it :  pr'ythee  let's  away ; 
Any  where^else  we  are  secure  from  danger. 
Then  let*s  remove,  but  pr'ythee  be  not  sad. 
What  noise  is  that  ?  [Noise  within. 

Ah  me ! 

PhiL  Oh  fear  not,  love !  [l>raa?t. 

Enter  Polymetes,  Rosck^,  Eugenio,  and 

Officers. 

Pofy.  Upon  them,  officers;  yonder  they  are. 
PhiL  Thieves!  villains! 
Poly.  Thou  art  the  thief,  and  the  villain  too ; 
Give  me  my  daughter,  thou  ravisber. 


*  See  The  Old  Couple,  where  Mat  has  borrowed  from  this  passage  the  same  sentiment : 


4i. 


-  The  time  has  been, 


In  such  a  solitary  place  as  this, 
I  should  have  trembled  at  each  moving  leaf  1 
But  sorrow,  and  my  miserable  state, 
Have  made  me  bold." 
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FhiL  First  tnle  rnj  life. 

Poly,  Upon  them,  I  say;  [tf^ight. 

Knock  Uiem  dowi),  officers,  if  they  resist. 

[They  are  taken, 

Leueoth,  Ob  they  are  lost !  ah  wicked,  wicked 
Psectas ! 

Pofy,  So,  keep  them  hit;  we  wiU  haye  them 
fast:er  shortly :  and  for  you,  minioa,  I  will  tie  a 
clog  about  your  neck  for  running  away  any  more. 

Leucoih,  Yet  do  bat  hear  me,  father. 

Pofy,  Call  me  not  father,  thou  disobedient 
wretch. 
Thou  run-away ;  thou  art  no  child  of  mine, 
My  daughter  ne  er  wore  breeches. 

Leucotk,  O,  sir,  my  mother  would  hare  done 
as  much 
For  love  of  you,  if  need  had  so  required ; 
Think  not  my  mind  transformed  as  my  habit. 
.    Pofy,  Officers,  awa^  with  him ;  peace^  strumpet ! 
You  may  discharge  him,  ^  he  is  but  an  assistant 

JjeuaUh,  O  stay  and  hear  me  yet,  hear  but  a 
word, 
And  that  my  last,  it  may  be :  Do  not  spill 
The  life  of  nim  in  whom  my  life  subsists ; 
Kill  not  two  lives  in  one ;  remember,  sir, 
I  was  your  daughter  once,  once  you  did  kure  me; 
And  tell  me^  tlven,  what  fault  can  be  so  great. 
To  make  a  father  murderer  of  his  child  ? 
For  so  you  are  in  taking  of  his  life. 
Oh  think  not,  air,  that  1  will  stay  behind  him. 
Whilst  there  be  asps,  and  knives,  and  burning 

coals, 
No  Roman  dame  shall  in  ber  great  example 
Outgo  my  love. 

PkiL  Oh  where  will  sorrow  stey ! 
Is  there  no  end  in  grief,  or  in  my  death 
Not  punishment  enough  for  myofienee. 
But  must  ber  grief  be  added  to  afflict  me  ? 
Dry  up  those  pearls,  dearest  Leucotho^ 
Or  thou  wilt  make  me  doubly  miserable ; 
Preserve  that  life,  that  I  may  after  demtli, 
live  in  my  better  part.    Take  comfort,  dear. 
People  would  curse  me  if  such  beauty  should 
For  me  miscarnr »  no,  live  happy  thou. 
And  let  me  suTOr  what  the  Uw  inflicts. 

Levcoth,  My  offence  was  as  great  as  thine. 
And  why  should  not  my  punishment? 

Poiy.  Coroe»  have  you  done  ?  Offioers  away 
with  him.  [Exit  Pbilocles. 

Ill  be  your  keeper,  but  Fll  look  better  to  you. 
But,  Roscio,  you  and  I  must  about  the  business: 
Sir,  let  it  be  your  charge  to  watch  my  daughter, 
And  see  she  send  no  message  any  whither. 
Nor  receive  any. 

lEieunt  PoLYMETES  and  Roscia 


Eug.  It  shall,  my  knd^  ill  be  an  Argus ;  none 
shall  come  here,  I  warrant  you. — My  very  hssrt 
bleeds  to  see  two  such  lovers,  so  faithful,  parted 
so.  I  must  condemn  my  father,  he  is  too  cmd 
in  this  action :  and,  did  not  nature  forbid  it,  I 
could  rail  at  him,  to  wreak  his  long-fostered  n»- 
lice  against  lord  Euphues  thus  upon  his  son,  tbs 
faithful  lover  of  his  own  daughter;  and  upon 
her,  for  should  it  come  to  pass,  as  he  expects  it 
shall,  I  think  it  would  kill  her  too,  she  takes  it  so. 
See  in  what  strange  amazement  now  she  stands ! 
Her  grief  has  spent  itself  so  far^  that  it  has  left 
her  senseless ;  it  grieves  me  thus  to  see  her,  I 
can  scarce  forbear  revealing  of  myself  to  her,  bot 
that  I  keep  it  for  a  better  occasiony  when  thiagf 
shall  better  answer  to  my  purpose.— Lady ! 

Leucotk,  What  are  your 

Eug,  One  that  my  lord,  your  Mbtr,  bu  sp- 
pointed 
To  give  attendance  on  you. 

Leucotk.  On  me !  alas,  1  need  ntf  attendsoee, 
He  might  bestow  his  care  better  for  me. 

Eug,  I  came  but  lately  to  him,  nor  do  I  mess 
Long  to  stay  with  him ;  in  th^  mean  time,  lad/i 
Might  I  hut  do  you  any  service. 

Leucotk  All  service  is  too  late,  my  hopes  sre 
desperate. 

Eug,  Madam,  I  have  a  feeling  of  your  woe, 
A  greater  your  own  brother  could  not  have ; 
And  think  not  that  I  come  suborned  by  aijy 
To  undermine  your  secrets;  I  am  true. 
By  all  the  gods,  I  am ;  for  further  trial. 
Command  me  any  thing,  send  me  on  any  mcnogCf 
ni  do  it  faithfully,  or  any  thing  else 
That  my  poor  power  can  compass. 

Leucotk,  Oh  stranee  fate ! 
Have  I  lost  pity  in  a  father's  heart. 
And  shall  I  find  it  in  a  stranger?  Sir, 
I  shall  not  live  to  thank  you,  bot  my  prsyers 
Shall  go  with  you. 

Eug.  Tis  not  for  thanks  or  meed. 
But  for  the  service  that  I  owe  to  virtue, 
I  would  do  this. 

Leucotk,  Surely  this  man 
Is  nobly  bred,  howe'er  his  habit  give  htm* 
Out,  sir,  all  physic  comes  to  me  too  late. 
There  is  no  hope  my  Philocles  diould  live. 

Eug.  Unless  the  king  were  pleased  to  gnat 
his  pardon ; 
Twere  good  that  he  were  moved. 

Ijeucotk.  Ah !  who  should  do  it  f 
I  fear  me,  'tis  in  vain ;  Count  Virro, 
And  my  father,  both  will  cross  it ;  but  I  wooM 

venture 
If  I  could  but  get  thither. 


■rfk* 


*  Fou  mag  dUtharge  kim-^u  e.  Clerimont. 
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IS  in  my  power 

u  liberty ;  your  futhelr  left 

rour  keeper :  but  in  an  act 

ions  as  this,  I  will  not  binder  yon ; 

1  wait  upon  you  to  the  court. 

.  A  thousand  thanks  to  you;  well,  I 

*iil  go. 


Grant,  oh  ye  powers  aboire,  if  virgin's  tears, 
If  a  true  lover's  prayers  had  ever  power 
To  move  compa^siou,  i^rant  it  now  to  roe ! 
Ann  with  so  strong  a  vii^our  my  weak  words. 
They  may  pierce  deep  into  his  kingly  breast. 
And  force  out  mercy  in  spite  of  ail  opposers ! 


Eug.  Come^  let's  away^ 


[Exeunt^ 


ACT  IV. 


er  Francisco,  reading  a  Letter, 


\y  dearest  Lucy,  were  thy  old  sire  as  just 
rt  truly  constant,  our  firm  love 
'  met  these  oppositions, 
signs  as  yet,  all  practices 
re  used,  I  see  are  frustrated ; 
f  fair  intelligencer  writes, 
rfore  the  next  court-day  provide 
less  parson,  that  in  spite  of  laws 
y  her  to  Shallow ;  this  being  done, 
to  hold  the  court's  severity 
»lden  bit    Aod  so  he  may, 
I  too  true ;  1  must  prevent  it, 
in  time,  before  it  grow  too  far : 
there  lies  the  point  of  difficulty. — 
strange  sight  is  this  that  greets  mine 
syes? 
my  old  captain !  sure  'tis  he. 

Enter  Alphonso. 

bus  once  again  from  twentv  years  exile, 
te  storms  of  fortune  to  and  fru, 
)us  heaven  given  me  leave  to  tread 
earth  of  Sicily,  and  draw 
[iat  fed  me  in  my  infancy. 
Tis  he  !  Most  noble  captain,  oh,  what 
power 

so  gracious,  as  to  bless  mine  eyes 
re  with  sight  of  my  most  honoured 
master? 

Lmd  youth,  the  tears  of  joy  that  I  have 
ipent 

ny  native  country,  have  quite  robbed 
i  of  moisture,  and  have  left  me  none 
r  thy  afiectiou.    But  tell  me, 
ow  thou  hast  lived  in  Syracuse 
!  years  here,  since  that  unlucky  storm 
s  at  sea. 

Faitli  poorly,  sir, 
at  knows  no  kindred  or  alliance, 
of  any,  have  I  shifted  out : 
e  heard  you  say  that  I  was  bom 
se;  tell  me  what  stock  I  come  of, 
ratage ;  how  mean  soe'er  they  be, 
lot  well  be  poorer  than  myself: 
you  know  them,  sir  ? 
[  es,  very  well, 
glad  ttie  fates  liave  brought  me^home, 

I. 


For  thy  dear  sake,  that  I  may  now  disclose 
Thy  henourable  birth. 

Franc.  Honourable ! 

Alph,  Yes,  noble  yduth,  thou  art  the  second  sod 
To  old  lord  Euphues ;  a  man  more  worthy 
And  truly  noble  never  drew  this  air; 
Thy  name's  Lysandro :  this  discovery 
Will  be  as  welcome  to  your  friends  as  you. 

Franc  You  do  amaze  me,  sir. 

Alph.  I'll  tell  you  all : 
It  was  my  fortune,  twenty  years  ago. 
Upon  the  Tyrrhene  shore,  whose  sea  divides 
This  isle  from  Italy,  to  keep  a  fort 
Under  your  noble  father,  where  yourself, 
Then  but  a  child,  was  left  to  my  tuition ; 
When  suddenly  the  rude  aisaihog  force 
Of  strong  Italian  pirates  9o  prevailed, 
As  to  surprisal  of  the  fort  and  us. 
Your  name  and  noble  birth  I  then  concealed. 
Fearing  some  outrage  from  the  enmity 
Of  those  fell  pirates;  and  since,  from  yourself 
I  purposely  have  kept  the  knowledge  of  it, 
As  loth  to  grieve  your  present  misery, 
With  knowledge  of  what  fortunes  you  had  lost 
That  this  is  true,  you  straight  nhall  see  the  effect , 
I'll  go  acquaint  your  father  with  tlie  tokens. 
And  make  his  o'erjoy'd  heart  leap  to  embrace 
Thee,  liis  new-found,  and  long-forgotten  son. 

Franc,  Worthy  captain^  your  presence  was  al- 
ways 
Welcome  to  me,  but  this  unlooked-for  news 
I  cannot  suddenly  digest. 

Atph,  Well,  I'll  go  to  him  presently. 

fEjtit  Alphonsow 
shall  find  means 
to  'quite 
Thy  love,  that  oould'st  descend  so  low  as  I, 
When  I  was  nothing,  and  with  such  afiectioiu 
This  wab  my  suit  still  to  the  powers  above. 
To  make  me  worthy  of  thy  con&tant  love. 
But  I'll  about  the  project  I  intended. 

[EsU  Francisco 

Enter  Virro  and  Polymetes. 

Poly.  Why  now,  my  lord,  you  are  nearer  to 
her  love  than  ever  you  were  yet ;  your  rival,  by 
tilts  accident,  shall  be  removed  out  of  the  way ; 
for  before,  the  scornful  girl  would  never  fancy 
any  man  else. 
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AY, 


Vir.  I  conceive  you,  sir. 

Polif.  I  laboured  it,  for  your  sake,  as  much  as 
for  my  oirn,  to  remove  your  riv|ki  and  my  ene* 
my ;  you  have  your  love,  and  X  have  my  revenge. 

Vir.  I  fthall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  you  thanks. 
But  it  will  be  alter  a  stranf^e  maimer,  if  Irus  has 
dispatched  what  be  was  hired  to;  then,  my  kind 
lord,  I  shall  Ije  a  little  too-cuuuing  for  you. 

[Aside, 

Pofy.  My  lord,  you  are  gracious  with  the  king. 

Vir.  I  thank  his  majesty,  I  have  his  ear  before 
another  man. 

Pofy.  Then  see  no  panloa  be  granted,  you 
may  stop  any  thing;  I  know  £uphues  wjU  be  so- 
liciting for  h\i  son. 

Vir,  1  warrant  you,  my  lord,  no  pardon  passes 
whilst  I  am  there ;  1*11  be  a  bsur  betwixt  him  aad 
the  king. — But  hark,  the  king  approaches. 

Enter  Kin^,  tcith  AitendanU, 

Amho,  Health  to  your  majesty. 

King.  Count  A^irroy  and  lord  Poly  metes,  wel- 
come ; 
You  have  been  strangers  at  the  court  of  late ; 
But  I  can  well  excuse  you,  count;  you  are  ^bout 

.  a  wife, 
A  young  one,  and  a  fair  one  too,  they  say* 
Get  me  young  soldiers,  count ;  but  speak. 
When  is  the  day  ?  I  mean  to  be  your  guest ; 
You  shall  not  steal  a  marriage. 

Vir.  I  thank  your  majesty;  but  the  marriage 
that  1  intended  is  stolen  to  my  hand,  and  by  ano- 
ther. 

King.  Stolen  \  how,  man  ? 

Vir.  My  promised  wife 
Is  lately  stolen  away  by  Philocles^ 
Lord  Euphues*  son,  against  lier  father's  will ; 
Who  followed  them,  and  apprehended  them  : 
The  Law  may  right  us,  ^ir,  il  it  may  have  course. 

Kiag,  No  reason  but  the  law  should  have  its 
course. 

Enter  Euphues. 

Euph,  Pardon,  dread  sovereigi^  pardoo  for  my 

son. 
King.  Your  son,  lord  Euphues!  what  is  his 

oBlence  ? 
Euph.  No  heinous  one,  my  liege,  no  plot  of 
toeason 
Against  your  royal  pereon,  or  your  state ; 
These  aged  cheeks  would  blush  to  beg  a  pardon 
For  such  a  foul  offence;  no  crying  murder 
Uatli  stained  his  innocent  hands;  his  fault  was 

love. 
Love,  my  dear  liege :  unfortunately  he -took ' 
The  daufvhter  and  heir  of  lord  Polymetes ; 
Who  follows  him,  and  seeks  extremity. 

Poljf.  1  seek  but  law ;  I  am  abused,  my  liege. 
Justice  is  «ll  I  beg :  my  daughter  stolen, 
Staff  of  my  age ;  let  the  law  do  me  right* 

Vir.  To  his  just  prayers  do  I  bend  my  knee ; 
Mv  pronriised  wife  is  stolen,  and  by  the  son 
Of  that  injurious  lord  ;  justice  I  crave. 
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Euph.  Be  like  those  ppwers  above,  w^use  plfica 
on  earth 
You  represent ;  shew  mercy,  gracious  king, 
For  they  are  merciful. 

Poly.  Mercy  is  but  the  king's  prerogative, 
Tis  justice  is  l^is  office ;  doing  that 
He  can  wrong  no  man,  no  man  can  complain; 
But  mercy  shewed,  oft  takes  away  relief 
From  the  wronged  party,  that  the  law  would  give 
him. 

Euph.  The  law  is  blind,  and  speaks  in  general 
termi^ 
She  cannot  pity  where  occasion  serves ; 
The  living  law  can  moderate  her  rigour, 
And  that^  the  king. 

Poly.  The  king  I  hope  in  this  will  not  do  so. 

Euph.  *Ti%  msuice  makes  thee  speak. 
Hard-hearted  lord  :  hadst  thou  no  other  way 
To  wreak  thy  cankered  and  long-fostered  hate 
Upon  my  head  but  thus,  thus  bloodily 
By  my  son's  suffering,  and  for  such  a  fault 
As  thou  aliould  St  love  liim  rather  ?  Is  thy  daugh- 
ter 
Disparaged  by  his  love  ?  is  his  blood  base. 
Or  are  his  fortune's  sunk?  This  law  was  made 
For  such-like  cautions,  to  restrain  the  base 
From  wronging  noble  persons  by  attempts 
Of  such  a  kind;  but,  wljiere  eijuality 
Meets  in  the  match,  the  fault  is  pardonable. 

Enter  Leucothoe, 

Leucoth.  Merey,  my  sovereign ;  mercy,  gradoos 
kio^ 

Poly.  Minipn,  who  sent  fpr  you?  'twere  mo- 
desty 
For  you  to  be  at  home. 

King.  Let  h^  alone ;  speak,  lady, 
I  charge  you  no  man  interrupt  her. 

Leucoth.  W  ever  pity  touched  that  princely  breast! 
If  ever  virgin's  tears  had  power  to  move, — 
Or  if  you  ever  loved,  and  felt  the  pangs 
That  other  lovers  do, — pity,  great  king! 
Pity  and  pardon  two  unhappy  lovers. 

King.  Your  life  is  not  in  question. 

Leucoth.  Yes,  royal  sir. 
If  law  condemn  my  Philoclcs ;  he  and  I 
Have  but  one  heart,  and  can  have  but  one  fate. 

Euph,.  Excellent  virtue  !    thou  hadst  not  thii 
from  thy  father. 

King.  There's  music  in  her  voice  ;  and  in  bcr 
face 
More  than  a  mortal  beauty : — Oh,  my  heart! 
I  shall  be  lost  in  passion  if  I  hear  her. 
Ill  hear  no  more,  cpnvey  her  from  my  presence; 
Quickly,  I  say. 

Euph.  This  'is  strange  ! 

Vir.  I  told  you  wliat  he  would  do ;  I  knew 
He  would  not  hear  of  a  pardon,  and  I  gainst  it; 
He  respects  me. 

Poly.  No  doubt  he  does,  my  lord: 
I  like  this  passage  well. 

King.  But  stay, 
Stay,  lady,  let  me  bear  you ;— beahrew  my  hearty 
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tvas  running  of  nndtlier  matter, 
lere  the  devil  hath  his  mind  been  all  this 
?rhaps  be  heard  none  of  us  neither,  we 
tcil  our  tales  a<:^in. 

No,  sure  he  heard  us;   but  'tis  very 
strange. 

Tis  such  a  tempting  poison  I  draw  in, 
tay  niy  draught — Rise  up,  lady. 
t.  Never,  until  your  grace  s  pardon  raise 
tne: 

ly  in  your  eye,  oh  shew  it,  sir ; 
n,  gracious  king;    'tis  but  a  word, 
,  hut  welcome  as  the  breath  of  life. 
11  further  hear  the  manner  of  this  fact: 
presence,  all  but  the  lady, 
-  not  tilt  I  !»end. 
like  not  this. 

)r  I ;  here  is  mad  dancing, 
hieaven  bless  thy  suit,  thou  mirror  of 
thy  sex, 

example  of  true  constant  love  ! 
he  sea  of  thy  transcendent  virtues, 
all  thy  father's  malice,  and  redeem*st 
ly  thoughts  than  all  thy  kin  can  lose. 

[Exeunt, 
*^ow,  lady,  what  would  you  do  to  saVe 
he  life 

u  love  so  dearly? 
.  I  cannot  think  that  thought  I  would  not 

(ly  power,  and  beyond  my  po\jrer 
tempt.  • 

'ou  would  be  thankful  then  to  me, 
I  grant  his  pardon  I 
.  If  ever  I  were  thankful  to  the  Gods 
;t  1  call  mine,  my  health  and  being, 
I  you  be  unthankful  for  a  gift 
>re  than  those,  and  without  which 
sings  were  but  wearisome? 
'hose  that  are  thankful,  study  to  requite 
■;   would  you  do  so?   would  you  re- 
"avour  ? 

.   I  cannot,  sir; 
service  I  can  do  your  grace 
duly;  you  are  my  sovereign, 
ir  deeds  to  you  are  debts,  not  merits. 
?c  powers  above,  that  can  requite, 
their  wasteless  treasures  heap  rewards, 
of  grace  than  merits,  on  us  mortals, 
Ml  ever  pray,  that  they  would  give  you 
(ings  than  I  have  skill  to  ask. 
•fay,  but  Leucothoe,  this  lies  in  thy 
requite :   thy  love  will  make  requital ; 
ove  me  ? 

.  I  ever  did,  my  lord : 
ucted  from  my  infancy 
d  honour  you,  my  sovereign, 
(ut  in  a  nearer  bond  of  love? 
.  There  is  no  nearer,  nor  no  truer  love, 
a  loyal  subject  bears  a  prince, 
till  thou  wilt  not  conceive  me,  I  must 
leal 
you ;  wilt  thou  lie  with  me  ? 


And  I  will  Seal  his  pardon  presently; 

Nay  more,  I'll  heap  upon  you  both,  all  favours 

Ail  honours  that  a  prince  can  give^ 

Lcucoth.  Oh  me  unhappy! 
In  what  a  sad  dilemma  stands  my  choice. 
Either  to  lose  the  man  iny  soul  most  loves, 
Or  save  him  by  a  deed  o^  such  dishonour 
As  he  will  ever  lothe  me  for,  and  hate 
To  draw  that  breath  that  was  so  basely  kept ! 
Name  any  thing  but  that  to  save  his  life; 
I  kno#  fnu  do  but  tempt  my  frailty,  sir, 
I  know  your  royal  thoughts  could,  never  stoop 
To  such  a  foul,  dishonourable  act. 

King.  Bethink  thyself,  there  is  no  way  but  that ; 
I  swear  by  ^leaven  nei'cr  to  pardon  him 
But  upon  those  conditions. 

Leucoth.  Oh  I  am  miserable  ! 

King.  Thou  art  not,  if  not  wilful;  yield,  Leu- 
cothoe, 
It  shall  be  secret;  Philocles  for  his  life 
Shall  thank  thy  love,  but  never  know  the  price 
Thou  paid'st  for  it.    Be  wise;   thou  heard*st  me 

swear: 
I  cannot  now  shew  mercy,  thou  mny'st  save  biro, 
And  if  he  die, 'tis  thou  that  art  the  tyrant. 

Leucoth.  I  should  be  so,  if  I  should  save  him  thus: 
Nay,  I  should  be  a  traitor  to  your  grace. 
Betray  your  soul  to  such  a  frie  as  lust. 
But,  since  your  oath  is  past,  dear  Philocles, 
I'll  shew  to  thee  an  honest  cruelty,  - 
And  rather  follow  thee  in  spotless  death,   . 
Than  buy  with  sinning  a  dishonoured  life. 

King.  Yet  pity  me,  Leucothoe ;  cure  the  wound 
Thine  eyes  have  made  :  pity  a  begging  king; 
Uncharm  the  charms  of  thy  bewitching  face, 
Or  thou  wilt  leave  me  dead  !  Will  nothing  move 

thee? 
Thou  art  a  witch,  a  traitor,  thou  hast  sought. 
By  unresisted  spells;  thy  sovereign's  life : 
Who  are  about  us  ?  Call  in  the  lords  again  ! 

Enter  Polymetes,  Virro,  Euphues,  4'C. 

Lord  Polymetes,  take  your  daughter  to  you, 
Keep  her  at  home. 

Polj/.  I  will,  my  liege ;  Roscio,  sec  her  there* 
1  wonder  whatsis  done. 

King.  Euphues,  I  have  ta'en  a  solemn  oath 
Never  to  grant  a  pardon  to  thy  son. 

Euph.  Oh  say  not  so,  my  liege ;  your  grace^.  I 
know. 
Has  mercy  for  a  greater  fault  than  this.  .  • 

King.  My  oath  is  past,  and  cannot  he  recalled. 

Poly.  This  is  beyond  our  wishes. 

Vir.  What  made  him  swear  thi*,  [  wondt-r? 

Euph.  A  heavy  oath  to  me,  and  mobt  unlooked 
for! 
Your  justice.  Sir,  has  set  a  period 
Unto  a  loyal  house,  a  family 
That  have  been  props  of  the  Sicilian  crown. 
That  with  tht  ir  bloods  in  many  ai    hoi;ouredi:cld, 
'Gainst  the 4101  French,  and  Niapttlitno. 
lla%e  served  for  you,  and  your  great  aict  >toib; 
Their  chiidren  now  cau  never  luure  du  »Uk 


912 


THE  HE(R. 


[Mat; 


Farewell,  ny  sovereign !  whilst  I  in  tears 
Spend  tiie  sad  remnant  of  my  childless  a^^e, 
I'll  pray  for  your  long  life,  and  happy  reign^ 
And  may  your  urace,  and  your  posterity, 
At  need,  And  hands  as  good,  andliearts  as  true. 
As  ours  have  ever  been  ! 

Kinfi,  Farewell,  good  old  man. 

Euph.  For  yoii,  my  lord,  your  cruelty  has  de- 
served 
A  curse  from  me,  hut  I  can  utter  none  ; 
Your  daughter's  goodness  has  weighed  do#n  your 

malice. 
Heaven  prosper  her  !  \Exit  Euphues. 

Po/y.  A  men. 

King.  He  is  an  honest  man,  and  truly  noble. 
Oh  my  rash  oath  !— my  lust,  that  was  the  cause ! 
Would  any  price  would  buy  it  in  again  ! 

Vir,  Yonr  majesty  is  just. 

Poif/.  Tis  a  happy  land. 
Where  the  king  squares  his  actions  by  the  law. 

King.  Away,  you  are  base  and  bloody, 
Tliat  (ecd  your  malice  with  pretence  of  justice ; 
Tis  such  an  you  make  princes  tyrannous, 
And  hated  of  their  subjects ;  but  look  to  it. 
Look  your  own  heads  stand  fast;  for  if  the  law 
Do  find  a  hole  in  your  coats*  beg  no  mercy. 

Vir,  Pardon  us,  my  lord,  we  were  wronged. 

Foil/,    And  sought  redress  but  by  a  lawful 
course. 

King.  Weil,  leave  me  alone. 

Vir,^  Farewell,  my  liege  :— now  let  him  chafe 
alone. 

Po/y.  Now  we  have  our  ends.  [Exeunt. 

King.  Is  there  no  means  to  save  liim,  no  way 
To  gee  a  dispensation  for  an  oath  .' 
^one  that  1  know,  except  the  C(»urt  of  Rome 
Will  grant  one :  that's  well  thought  on : 
I  will  not  spare  for  gold,  and  that  will  do  it. — 
Nicanor ! 

Enter  NiCANoa. 

Nic.  Sir ! 

King.  What  book  is  that 


Thon  hadst  from  Paris,  about  the  price  of  sim? 

Nic.  'Tis  called  the  Taxes  of  the  Apostolical 
Chancery.  '*^ 

King.  Is  there  a  price  for  any  sin  set  down  ? 

Nic.  Any,  sir ;  how  heinous  e'er  it  be, 
Or  of  what  nature,  for  such  a  sum  of  money 
As  is  set  down  there,  it  shall  be  remitted. 

King.  That's  well ;  go  fetch  the  book  presently. 

Nic.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit  Nicaxok. 

King.  Sure  there  is  perjury 
Among  the  rest,  and  1  shall  know  what  rate 
It  bears,  before  I  have  committed  it. 

Re-enter  Nicanor. 

How  now,  hast  brought  it  ? 

Nic.  Yes,  sir. 

King.  Read ;  I  would  know  the  price  of  peijary, 

Nic.  I  shall  find  it  quickly,  here's  an  indei. 

[He  rtMA, 
'^  Imprimis.  For  murder  of  all  kinds,  of  a  cJergf- 
man,  of  a  layman,  of  father,  mother,  son,  bro> 
ther,  sister,  wife." — 

King.  R^ad  till  you  come  at  perjury. 

Nic.  '*  Item,  for  impoisoning,  enchantmcnti^ 
witchcraft,  sacrilege,  simony,  and  their  kind  sod 
branches. 

"  Item,  pro  laptu  camit,  fornication,  adultfir, 
incest  without  any  eiception  or  distinction;  f<ir 
sodomy,  brutality,  er  any  of  that  kind." 

King.  My  heart  shakes  with  horror 
To  hear  the  names  of  such  detested  sins. 
Can  these  be  boughtjbr  any  price  of  niooey  ? 
Or  do  these  merchants  but  deceive  the  world 
With  their  false  wares !  No  more  of  that  fod 

book; 
I  will  not  now  know  what  I  came  to  know. 
1  would  not  for  the  world  redeem  my  oath 
By  spch  a  course  as  this ;  no  mc»re,  Kicanor, 
Unless  thou  find  a  price  for  Atheism. 
Weil,  tliis  is  not  the  way  to  help,  I  see; 
I  have  thought  of  another  that  may  prove, 
And  both  discharge  my  oath,  and  save  hts  life; 
Nicanor,  run  presently,  call  Matho  hither, 


'^  Til  called  the  Taxet  of  the  Apostolical  Chancery^Th'is  book,  entitled.  The  Tax  of  the  Rommi  Chaietr^, 

which  buii  been  several  times  translated  into  Kngliiih,  was  first  published  at  Rotnc  in  the  year  1514.   It 

furnishes  the  most  flagrant  inBtnnces  of  the  abominahic  profiigacy  of  the  Roman  court  at  thai  time.  Among 

other  passages  in  it  are  the  following :  "  Abiolutio  a  laptu  ramis  tuper  quocun^e  actu  libidinoM  commim 

per  Clericum,  etiam  cum  monialibus,  intra  et  extra  stpta  moHatterii;  out  cum  comanguineii  vet  aJhA^h 

mttJiLia  tpirityali,  avt  qvihutdam  aliit,  iire  ab  unoquoque  de  per  te,  sive  timid  ab  omnibu%  abt^utio  petMt 

ritm  diipeiuatimlie  ad  ordinci  et  ffenejicia,  cum  inhibitione  tur.  36.  due,  3.    Si  verb  cum  Ulii  peUttur  ubtd»tit 

etiam  a  crimine  commiuo  contra  naturam,  vel  cum  brutis,  cum  dispentatioue  iiX  tupra,  et  cum  inhibitiem  tv* 

90.  due.  12.  cur.  l6.     Si  verb  pttatur  tantum  abiolutio  a  crimine  contra  naturam^  vel  cum  brutit,  cuudi*- 

pensationc  et  iuhibitione,  tur  oh  36.  dttc.  0.     Abtolutio  promonialiqui  $e  permititpluries  e6gn<aciintra«l 

extra  septa  monasterii,  cum  rehabilitate  ad  dignitatet  illius  ordinis  itiam  abbatialem,  turon  36.  due.  9."    1* 

lie  edition  ot  Bois  le  Due  there  is  '*  Absot^Ltio  pro  eo,  pit  interfccit  patrem,  matrem,  tororem,  uxorem^  •  •  •  • 

^.w/.  7."    Vide  Boy {f^  art.  Banck, 
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Matho  the  lawyer ;  command  him  to  make  baste, 
I  luiif;  to  be  refiolved. 

Nic,  I  ran,  sir.  [Exit. 

King.  He  is  a  subtle  lawyer,  and  may  find 
Some  point,  that  in  the  law  s  obscurity 
Lies  hid  from  us,— -some  point,  may  do  us  good. 
I  have  seen  some  of  his  profession 
Got  of  a  case  as  plain,  as  clear  as  day 
To  our  weak  judgments,  and  no  doubt,  at  first. 
Meant,  like  our  thoughts,  by  those  that  made  the 

law^ 
Pick  out  such  hard,  inextricable  doubts, 
That  they  have  spun  a  suit  of  seven  years  long. 
And  lad  their  hood-wink  clients  in  a  wood, 
A  most  irremeable  labyrinth. 
Till  they  have  quite  consumed  them ;  this  they 

can  do 
In  other  cases,  why  not- as  well  in  this  ? 
1  have  Seen  others  could  extend  the  law 
Upon  the  rack,  or  cut  it  short  again 
To  their  own  private  profits,  as  that  thief. 
Cruel  Procrustes,  served  his  hapless  guests, 
To  fit  them  to  his  bed.    Well,  I  shall  see ; 
I  would  Nicanor  were  returned  again, 
J  would  fain  ease  my  conscience  of  that  oath. 
That  rash  and  inconsiderate  oath  I  took. — 
Put  see ;  here  they  are  coming. 

Enter  Matho,  and  Nicanor. 

Mat.  Health  to  my  sovereign  ! 

King.  Matho,  welcome. 
I  sent  for  thee  about  a  business  ' 

J,  jvould  entreat  thy  help  in. 

Mat.  Your  highness  may  command  my  service 
in  that. 
Or  any  thing  lies  in  my  power. 

King.  '^Hs  to  decide  a  case  that  troubles  me. 

Mat.  If  it  lie  within  the  compass  of  my  know- 
ledge, I  will  resolve  your  highness  presently. 

King.  Then  thus  it  is:  Lord  Euphues'  son. 
Young  Philocles,  has  lately  stolen  away 
The  daughter  and  heir  of  Lord  Polymetes, 
Wiio  is  his  enemv  *•  he,  following  him  hard. 
Has  apprehended  him,  and  brings  him  to  his  trial 
To-morrow  morning.  Thou  hast  heard  this  news  ? 

Mat.  I  have,  my  liege,  with  every  circumstance 
That  can  be  thought  on  in  the  busmess. 

King,  And  what  will  be  the  issue  of  the  law  ? 

Mat.   He  must  die  for't ;  the  case  is  plain, 
unless 
Your  grace  will  grant  his  pardon. 

King.  But  can  there  be  no  means  thought  upon 
To  save  him  by  the  law  ? 

Mat.  None,  my  lord. 

^ng.  Surely  there  may ;  speak,  man,  1*11  give 
ihee  double  fees. 

Mat.  It  cannot  be,  my  liege,  the  statute  is  plain. 


King.  Nay,  now  thou  ait  too  honest;  thou 
should*st  do 
As  other  lawyers  do,  first  take  my  money. 
And  then  tell  me  thou  canst  do  me  no  good. 

Mat.  I  darenot  undertake  it ;  could  it  be  done^ 
I'd  go  as  far  as  any  man  would  do. 

King.  Yea,  if  it  were  to  cut  a  poor  man's 
throat,  you  could ; 
For  some  rich  griping  landlord  you  could  grind 
The  face  of  his  poor  tenant,  stretch  the  law 
To  serve  his  turn,  and,  guided  by  his  angels. 
Speak  oracles  more  than  the  tongues  of  men ; 
Then  you  could  find  exceptions,  reservations, 
Stand  at  a  word,  a  syllable,  a  letter, 
Or  coin  some  scruples  out  of  your  own  brains : 
But  in  a  case  so  full  of  equity. 
So  charitable  as  this,  you  can  find  nothing. 
I  shall  for  ever  hate  all  your  profession. 

Mat.  I  do  beseech  your  highness  to  excuse  me; 
I  cannot  do  more  than  your  laws  will  let  me; 
Nor  falsify  my  knowledge,  nor  my  conscience. 

King.  Then  I  am  miserable.  Rise,  Matho,  rise^ 
I  do  nut  discommend  thy  honesty. 
But  blame  my  own  hard  fate :  ah  Philocles, 
I  would  redeem  thy  life  at  any  price. 
But  the  stars  cross  it,  cruel  fate  condemns  thee. 

[Exeuntm 

Enter  Constable  and  Watch." 

Con,  Come,  fellow-watchmen,  for  now  you  are 
my  fellows.     . 

Watch.  It  pleases  you  to  call  us  so,  master 
constable. 

Coft.  I  do  it  to  encourage  you  in  your  office, 
it  is  a  trick  that  we  commanders  have;  your 
great  captains  call  your  soldiers,  fellow-soldicra, 
to  encourage  them. 

9  Watch.  Indeed,  and  so  they  do.  I  heard 
master  curate  reading  a  story-book  the  other  day 
to  that  purpose. 

Con.  Well,  I  must  shew  now  what  you  have 
to  do,  for  I  myself,  before  I  came  to  this  prefer- 
mity,  wasas  simple  as  one  of  you ;  and,  for  your 
better  destruction,  I  will  deride  my  speech  into 
two  parts.  First,  what  is  a  watchman  ?  Second- 
IVt  what  is  the  office  of  a  watchman  ?  For  thcT 
first,  if  any  man  ask  me  what  is  a  watchman  ?  [ 
may  answer  him,  he  is  a  man  as  others  are ;  nay, 
a  tradesman,  as  a  vintner,  a  tailor,  or  the  like, 
for  they  have  long  bills. 

3  Watch.  He  tells  us  tru^,  neighbour,  we  have 
bills  indeed. 

Con.  For  the  second,  what  is  his  office  ?  I  an- 
swer, he  may,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  reprehend 
any  person  or  persons  that  walk  the  streets  too 
late  at  a  seasonable  hour. 

4  Watch.  May  we  indeed,  master  constable. 


P  Cwutabte  and  WaSeh — This  Constable  and  Watch  are  peer  imitations  of  Sbakespeare*s  Dogberry^ 
fkc*  io  MOtch  Ado  about  Nothing,    S« 
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Con.  Nay,  if  you  ineet  any  of  those  rogaes  at 
seasonable  hours,  you  may,  by  virtue  of  your  of- 
fice, commit  him  to  prison,  and  then  ask  him 
whither  he  was  going. 

1  Wntch.  Why  that's  as  much  as  my  Lord 
Mayor  does. 

Con.  True,  my  Lord  Mayor  can  do  no  more 
than  vou,  in  that  point. 

2  iVatch  But,  master  constable,  what  if  he 
should  resist  us  ? 

Con.  Why,  if  he  do  resist,  you  may  knock  him 
down,  and  then  bid  him  stand,  and  come  before 
the  constable.  So,  now  I  think  you  are  siiffici- 
enily  instructed  concerning  your  omce :  take  your 
stands,  you  shall  hear  rogues  walking  at  these 
seasonable  houts,  I  warrant  you ;  stand  close. 

Enter  Eugenic. 

Ilug,  Now  do  I  take  aS  much  care  to  be  ap- 
prehended, as  others  do  to  escape  the  watch ;  I 
must  speak  to  be  overheard,  and  plainly  too,  or 
else  these  dolts  will  never  conceive  me. 

Con.  Hark,  who  goes  by  ^ 

Eug.  Oh  my  conscience,  my  conscience,  the 
terror  of  a  guilty  conboience  ! 

Con.  How,  conscience  talks  he  of?  he's  an  ho- 
nest man,  I  warrant  him,  let  him  pass. 

2  WaUh,  Aye,  aye,  let  him  pa.ss;  good-night, 
honest  gentleman. 

Eug.  These  are  wise  officers !  I  must  be  plain- 
er yet.  That  gold,  that  cursed  g»ld,  that  made 
roe  poison  him,  made  me  poison  Eugenio  ! 

Con,  How,  made  me  poison  him !  he's  a  knave 
I  warrant  him. 

3  Watch.  Master  constable  has  found  him  al- 
ready. 

Con.  I  warrant  you  a  knave  cannot  pass  me ; 


go  reprehend  him.  III  take  his  excommunication 
myself. 

1  Watch.  Come  afore  the  constabfe. 

2  Watch.  Come  afore  the  constable. 

Con.  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you  would  have  escaped, 
would  you  ?  no,  sirrah,  you  shall  know  the  km^i 
officers  have  eyes  to  hear  sUch  rogues  as  you. 
Come,  sirrah,  confess  who  it  was  you  poisoned. 
— He  looks  like  a  notable  rogue. 

1  Watch.  I  do  not  like  his  looks. 

2  Watch.  Nor  I. 

Con.  You  would  deny  it,  would  you,  sirrah  ? 
we  shall  silt  you. 

Eug.  Alas,  master  constable,  I  cannot  now 
deny  what  I  have  said,  you  over-heard  me;  I 
poisoned  Eugenio,  son  to  Lord  Polymetes. 
'    1  Watch.  O  rascal ! 

2  Watch,  My  young  landlord  ! 

Con,  Let  him  alone,  the  law  shall  punish  him  ^ 
but,  sirrah,  where  did  you  poisou  him  ? 

Eug,  About  a  day's  journey  hence ;  as  he  warn 
comine  home  from  Athens  I  met  him,  and  poh«> 
soned  him. 

Con.  But,  sirrah,  who  set  you  a  work  ?  con^ 
fess,  I  shall  find  out  the  whole  nest  of  the 
rogues;  speak. 

Eug.  Count  Virro  hired  me  to  do  it 

Con.  Oh  lying  rascal ! 

1  Watch.  Nay,  he  that  will  steal  will  lie. 

2  Watch,  ril  believe  nothing  he  says. 

3  Watch.  Belye  a  man  of  worship ! 

4  Watch,  A  nobleman ! 

Con.  Away  with  him.  I'll  hear  no  more,  re- 
mit him  to  prison.  Sirrah,  you  shall  hear  of 
these  things  to-morrow,  where  )ou  would  be  loth 
to  hear  them.    Come,  let's  go.  [Eitnat. 


ACTV. 


Enter  Fravkliit,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Francisco 
in  a  PartonU  habits  and  a  true  Parson  other- 
w'ue  attired, 

Frank,  Vi\  take  your  council,  sir,  1*11  not  be 
seen  in  it,  but  meet  you  when  it  is  done ;  you'll 
marry  them  ? 

Franc.  Fear  not  that,  sir,  I'll  do  the  deed. 

Frank.  I  shall  rest  thankful  to  you ;  till  then 
111  leave  you. 

Shed.  I  pray,  father,  leave  us,  we  know  how 
to  behave  ourselves  alone  ;  methinks^  Lucy,  we 
are  too  many  by  two  yet. 

Lucy.  You  are  merry,  sir.  [.^xetrn^. 

Manet  Franklin. 

Now  they  are  sure,  or  never ;  poor  Francisco, 
Thou  met'sc  thy  match  when  thou  durst  undertake 
To  over-reach  me  with   tricks.    Where's  now 

your  Sumner  ? 
Tore  heaven  I  cannot  but  applaud  my  brain^ 


To  take  my  daughter  even  against  her  will. 
And  great  with  child  by  another;  her  shame 

published. 
She  cited  lo  the  court,  and  yet  bestow  her 
On  such  a  fortune  as  rich  Shallow  is : 
Nay,  that  which  is  the  master-piece  of  all, 
Make  him  believe  'tis  hb,  though  he  ne'er  touch- 
ed her. 
If  men  ne'er  met  with  crosses  in  the  world, 
There  were  no  difference  'twixt  the  wise  and  fools. 
But  I'll  go  meet  them  ;  when  'tis  done,  I  feaf 
not.  [Exit, 

Enter  Francisco,  Parson,  Shallow,  Ltd. , 

Franc,  Nay,  fret  not  now,  yOu  bad  been  worse 
abused 
If  you  had  married  her;  she  never  loved  you. 

Lucy.  I  ever  scorned  thy  folly,  and  hated  thee; 
though  sometimes  afore  my  father  I  would  maks 
an  ass  of  thee. 
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h  women,  monstroas  women !  little 
ither  know  who  has  nmrried  her. 
''esy  he  knows  the  parson^  married  me, 
m  witness  that. 
And  he  shall  know  the  parsop  will  lie 

^eil,  parson,  I  will  be  revenged  on  all 
I  will  not  plough  an  acre  of  ground 
I  tvthe,  I'll  rather  pasture  my  neigh- 
le  for  nothing, 
h  be  more  charitable,  sir;   bid  God 

joy- 
care  not  greatly  if  I  do,  he  is  not  the 

Q  that  has  taken  a  gentleman's  leavings. 

How  mean  you,  sir  ? 

00  guess  my  meaning.    I  hope  to  have 
to  horse-flesh  now,  she  is  a  parson's 

You  have  lain  with  her  then,  sir  ? 

cannot  tell  you  that,  but  if  you  saw  a 

th  child,  without  lying  with  a  man,  then 

have  not. 

Impudent  coxcomb !  darest  thou  i>ay 

thou  layest  with  me  ?  Did*st  thou  ever 

iS  kiss  my  hand  In  private  ? 

hcse  things  must  not  be  spoken  of  in 

rhou  knowest  I  ever  hated  thee. 

ut  when  you  were  in  the  good  humour, 

1  tell  me  another  tale. 

rhe  fool  is  mad ;  by  heaven,  my  Fran- 
ti  wronged.  [He  discovers  himself. 

Then  I  must  change  my  note.  Sirrah, 
it  you  have  spoken ;  swear  here,  before 
1  and  myself,  you  never  touched  her,  or 
f  throat ;  it  is  Francisco  threatens  thee, 
am  in  a  sweet  case,  what  should  I  do 
r  father  thinks  I  have  lain  with  her ;  if 
he  will  have  a  bout  with  me;  if  I  say 
is  young  rogue  will  cut  my  throat. 
Come,  will  you  swear  ? 
would  I  were  fairly  oflf,  I  would  lose  my 
h  all  my  heart — I  swear; 
So,  now  thou  art  free  from  any  imputa- 
)is  tongue  can  stick  upon  thee. 

JEs/er  Franklin. 

Well,  now  I  see  'tis  done. 
Lere'sooe  shall  talk  with  you. 
God  give  you  joy,  son  Shallow. 
I  thank  you,  father. 
How's  this,  Francisco,  in  the  parson's 

I  have  married  her,  as  you  bade  me,  sir ; 
as  the  truer  parson  of  the  two,  he  tied 
md  this  gentleman  is  our  witness. 
I  am  undone;  strumpet,  thou  hast  ,be- 
'self  to  beggary,  to  shame  besides,  and 
pen  court;  but  take  what  thou  hast 
ng,  bei;,  and  starve,  I'll  never  pity  thee. 
]rood  bir. 

told  you  what  would  come  on't. 
Huw  did  your  wisdom  lose  her  ? 


ShaL  E'en  as  you  see,  I  was  beguiled,  and  so 
were  you. 

Frank.  Francisco,  take  her;  thou  seest  the 
portion  thou  art  like  to  have. 

Franc,  Tis  such  a  portion  as  will  ever  please 
me ;  but,  for  her  sake,  be  not  unnatural. 

iMCy.  Do  not  reject  me,  father. 

Franc.  But  for  the  fault  that  she  must  answer 
for,  or  shame  she  should  endure  in  court,  behold 
her  yet  an  untouched  virgin.  Cushion,  come  forth  ; 
here,  signior  Shallow,  take  your  child  unto  you, 
make  much  of  it,  it  may  prove  as  wise  as  the  fa- 
ther. [Ifejlmgs  the  Cushion  at  him, 

Frank,  This  is  more  strange  than  t'other ;  ah, 
Lucy,  wer't  thou  so  subtle  to  deceive  thyself  and 
me  ?  Well,  take  thy  fortune,  'tis  thine  own  choice. 

Franc,  Sir,  we  can  force  no  bounty  from  you, 
and  therefore  must  rest  content  with  what  your 
pleasure  is. 

JEJn/erEuPHUES,  Alpuonso. 

Alph,  Yonder  he  is,  my  lord,  that's  he  in  the 
parson's  habit ;  he  is  thus  disguised  about  the  bu- 
siness I  told  you  of.  Lysandro,  see  your  noble  fa- 
ther. 

EupK  Welcome,  my  long-lost  son,  from  all  the 
storms 
Of  frowning  fortune  that  thou  hast  endured, 
Into  thy  fatlicr*8  arms. 

iMcy.  Is  my  Francisco  noble  ? 

Frank,  Lord  Euphues'  son  !  I  am  amazed. 

Euph,  I  hear,  Lysandro,  that  you  are  married  ? 

Franc,  Yes,  my  lord,  this  is  my  bride ;  the  daugh- 
ter and  heir  of  this  rich  gentleman ;  'twas  only 
she,  that  when  my  state  was  nothing,  my  poor  self 
and  parentage  unknown,  vouchsafed  to  know; 
nay,  grace  me  with  her  love,  her  constant  love. 

Euph,  Such  merit  must  not  be  forgot,  my  soil 
Daughter,  much  jo}'  attend  upon  your  choice. 

Franc,  Now,  wants  but  your  consent. 

7b  Frank. 

Fjrank,  Which,  with  a  willing  heart,  I  do  be- 
stow. 
Pardon  me,  worthy  son,  I  have  so  long 
Been  hard  to  you ;  'twas  ignorance 
Of  what  you  were,  and  care  I  took  for  her. 

Franc.  Your  care  needs  no  apology. 

Euph,  But  now,  Lysandro,  I  must  make  tbee  sad 
Upon  thy  wediiin^-day,  and  let  t|iee  know 
There  is  no  pure  and  uncompounded  joy 
Lent  to  mortality  :  in  depth  of  woe 
Thou  meet'st  the  knowledge  of  thy  parentage;     » 
Thy  elder  brother  Philocles  must  die ; 
And  in  his  tragedy  our  name  and  house 
Had  sunk  for  ever,  had  not  gracious  heaven 
Sent,  as  a  comfort  to  my  childless  age. 
Thy  long-lost  self,  supporter  of  the  name. 

"Franc,  But  can  there  be  no  meaus  to  save  his 
life? 

Euph.  Alas,  there's  none ;  the  king  has  taken 
an  oath 
Never  to  pardon  him ;  but  since,  they  say. 
His  majesty  repents,  and  fain  w»uld  save  him. 
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Franc  Then  am  I  wretclied :  like  a  man  long 
blind, 
That  comes  at  last  to  see  the  wished-for  sun. 
But  finds  it  in  eclipse ;  such  is  my  case. 
To  meety  in  this  dark  woe,  my  dearest  friends. 

Euph.  Had  you  not  heard  this  news  before, 
Lysandro  ? 

Franc,  Yes, sir;  and  did  lament, 
^s  for  a  worthy  stranger,  but  ne'er  knew 
My  sorrow  stood  ensa};ed  by  such  a  tie 
As  brotherhood.  Where  may  we  see  him,  sir? 

Euph.  This  morning  he's  arraigned:  put  off 
that  habit  vou  are  in,  and  go  along  with  me; 
leave  your  friends  here  a  while. 

Franc.  Farewell,  father; 
Dear  Lucy, till  soon,  farewell ;  nought  but  so  sad 
A  chance  could  make  me  cloudy  now.    [Exeunt, 

Frank,  Well,  Lucy,  thy  choice  has  proved  bet- 
ter than  we  expected ;  but  this  cloud  of  grief  has 
dimmed  our  mirth,  but  will,  I  hope,  blow  over; 
Heaven  grant  it  may  !  And,  signior  Shallow, 
though  you  have  missed  what  my  love  meant  you 
once,  pray  be  my  guest. 

iShaL  I  thank  you,  sir,  1*11  not  be  strange. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  King,  Nicakor. 

King,  Nicanor,  I  would  find  some  privy  place, 
Where  I  might  stand  unseen,  unknown  of  any, 
To  hear  th'airaignment  of  young  Philocles. 

Nic,  The  judges  are  now  entering;  please  you, 
sir, 
Here  to  ascend,  you  may  both  bear  and  see. 

King.  Well,rilgoup; 
And,  like  a  jealous  husband,  hear  and  see 
That,  that  will  strike  me  dead.    Am  I  a  king. 
And  cannot  pardou  such  a  small  offence  ? 
I  cannot  do*t,  nor  am  I  Csesar  now ; 
Lust  has  uncrowned  me,  and  my  rash-ta'en  oath 
Has  reft  nie  of  a  king's  prerogative. 
Come,  come,  Nicanor,  help  me  to  ascend, 
And  see  that  fault  that  1  want  power  to  mend. 

[Thci^  ascend. 

Enter  three  Judges,  Virro,  Polymetes,  £u- 
PHUC8,  Francisco,  Leccothoc,  Cl£rimont, 
and  Roscto. 

1  Judge.  Bring  forth  the  prisoner;  where  are 

the  witnesses  ? 
Poly.  Here,  my  lords  ;  I  am  the  wronged  party, 
and  the  Tact,  my  man  here,  besides  the  officers 
*that  took  them,  can  justify. 

2  Judge,  That's  enough. 

Enter  PaiLOCLiA,  with  a  Guard* 

1  Judge.  Philocles,  stand  to  the  bar,  and  an- 
swer to  such  crimes 
As  shall  be  here  objected  against  thy  life, 
^ead  the  indictment. 


PhiL  Spare  that  labour; 
I  do  confess  the  fact  that  I  Bfn  cbarg^  with. 
And  speak  as  much  as  my  accusers  can, 
As  much  as  all  the  witnesses  can  prove; 
Twas  I  that  stole  away  the  daughter  and  heir 
Of  lord  Polymetes,  which,  were't  to  do  again. 
Rather  than  lose  her,  I  again  would  venture. 
This  was  the  fact :  your  sentence,  honoured  fa- 
thers. 

Cler.  'Pis  brave  and  resolute. 

1  Judge.  A  heavy  sentence,  noble  Philocles; 
And  such  a  one,  as  1  could  wish  myself 
Off  from  this  place,  some  other  might  deliver; 
You  must  die  for  it,  death  is  your  sentence. 

Phil.  Which  I  embrace  with  willingness.  Nov, 
my  lord,  . 
Is  your  hate  glutted  yet,  or  is  my  life    [ToPolt. 
Too  poor  a  sacrifice  to  appease  the  rancour 
Of  your  inveterate  malice?  If  it  be,  to" 
Invent  t»ome  scandal,  that  may  after  blot 
My  reputation. — Father,  dry  your  tears, 

[ToErML 

Weep  not  for  me,  my  death  shall  leave  no  stain 
Upon  your  blood,  nor  bk>t  on  your  fair  name: 
The  honoure<l  ashes  of  my  ancestors. 
May  still  rest  quiet  in  their  teai>wet  urns 
For  any  fact  of  mine ;  I  might  have  lived, 
If  heaven  had  not  prevented  it,  and  found 
Death  for  some  foul,,  dishonourable  act. 
Brother,  farewell ;  no  sooner  have  I  found 

[To  Fuse. 
But  I  must  leave  thy  wished-for  company. 
Farewell,  my  dearest  love ;  live  thou  still  happj; 
And  may  some  one  of  more  desert  than  I, 
Be  blest  in  the  enjoying  what  I  lose. 
I  need  not  wish  him  happiness  that  has  thee, 
For  thou  wilt  bring  it ;  may  lie  prove  as  good 
As  thou  art  worthy  ! 

Leucoth.  Dearest  Philocles, 
There  is  no  room  for  any  man  but  thee 
Within  this  breast.    Oh  good  my  lords 
Be  merciful,  condemn  us  both  together. 
Our  faults  are  both  alike ;  why  should  the  law 
Be  partial  thus,  and  lay  it  all  on  him  ? 

1  Judge.  Lady,  I  would  we  could  as  lawfully 
Save  him  as  you,  he  should  not  die  for  this. 

Enter  Constable^  leading  Eugekio. 

How  now,  who's  that  you  have  brought  there? 

Con.  A  l>enefactor,  an't  please  your  lordibips ; 
I  reprehended  him  in  my  watch  last  night 

Vir.  Irus  is  taken  ! 

2  Judge.  What's  bis  offence  ? 
Con.  Murder. 

Watch,  No,  Mr  Constable,  'twas  but  pi^sonifll 
of  a  man. 

Con.  Go,  thou  art  a  fool. 

Vir,  I  am  undone  for  ever,  alt  will  out. 

S  Judge,  What  proofs  have  yoa  against  bin^ 
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Can.  His  o«vn  professioo,  if  it  please  your  ho- 
iXMjr. 

S  Judge,  And  that's  an  ill  profession,  to  be  a 
Boardcrer ;  thou  meanest  he  has  coafest  the  fact  ? 
Con.  Yes,  my  lord,  he  cannot  deny  it. 
1  Judge.  Dirt  he  not  name  the  party,  who  it  was 
that  be  had  poisoned  ? 

Con.  Marry,  with  reverence  be  it  spoken,  it 
yf^w  Euj^eiiio,  my  lord  Polymetes*  son. 
Poi^.  \iow\  thiii ! 

1  Judge.  He  died  long  since  at  Athens. 
Poi^.  I  cannot  tell  what  I  should  think  of  it; 
Tlji^  is  tlie  man  that  lately  brought  rac  news 
Aly  son  was  living. 

i  Judge,  Icliow, stand  to  the  bar;  thou  hear'st 
tliy  accusation,  what  canV.  thcu  say  ? 

Eug.  Ah,  my  gtmd  lord, 
I  cannot  now  ileuy  what  I  have  said  ; 
Tills  man  o*erheard  me,  as  my  bleeding  heart 
"Was  making  a  confession  of  iny  crime. 

Con.  I  told  him,  an"t  shall  please  your  lord- 
siftips,  the  kiug*s  officers  had  eyes  to  hear  such 
J~s&5ca!s. 

1  Judge.  You  have  been  careful  in  your  o0icc, 
constable ; 
Y'oo  may  now  leave  your  prisoner. 

Con.  ril  leave  the  felon  with  your  lordship. 
1  Judge.  Farewell,  good  constable;  murder,  I 
see,  will  out.  [^^t  Canst abie. 

y^hy  didst  thou  poison  him  ? 

-£ug.  I  was  poor,  and  want  made  me  be  hired. 
S  Judge.  Hired,  by  whom? 
£ug.  By  count  Virro ;  there  he  stands. 
Vir.  I  do  l>e:«ech  y<jur  lordships  nut  to  credit 
^bat  this  base  fellow  speaks;  I  am  innocent. 
1  Judge.  I  do  believe  }ou  ^re;  sirrah,  speak 
truth, 
Yoo  have  not  long  to  live. 

£ug.  Please  it  your  lordship,  I  may  relate  the 

manner^ 
Z  Judge.  Do. 

Eus.  Eugenio  was  alive,  when  first  the  news 
^M  .spread  in  Syracuse  that  he  was  dead ; 
^liich  false  report,  count  Virro  crediting, 
Became  an  earnest  suitor  to  his  sister, 
JJiinking  her  heir;  but  findi'ig  afterwards 
Her  brother  lived,  and  coming  home, 
^♦>ta  day's  journey  hence,  he  sent  me  to  hini, 
^"d.wiil'j  a  promise  of  five  hundred  crowns, 
•"'■ed  \ne  to  poison  him :  that  this  is  true, 
jlerc's  his  owq  hand  to  witness  it  against  him. 
llca«;  it  your  lordships  to  peruse  the  writing. 
1  Judge.  This  is  his  hand. 
^  Judge.  Sure  as  I  live,  I  have  seen  warrants 
^•n  him  with  just  these  characters. 
^  Judge.  Besides,  metliinks  this  fellow*»  talc  is 

likely. 
Po^^.  '  ris  too  true. 
This  tcllnw*s  sudden  going  from  my  house 
♦  ^'t  me  into  a  fr»ar. 

„.J''«'/^f.  Count  Virro,  stand  to  the  bar; 
>V  hat  am  you  say  to  clear  you  of  this  murder  ? 
V^r.  Nothinj;,  my  lords,  t  must  confess  the  fact. 


2  Judge,  Why,  then,  against  you  both  do  I  pro» 
nounce 
Sentence  of  death. 

Ambo.   rhe  law  i^j list. 

i'o/y.  Wretch  that  I  am,  is  my  dissembled  grief 
Turned  to  true  sorrow  ?  Were  my  acted  tears 
But  prophecies  of  niv  cnsuins:  woe. 
And  is  he  truly  dead  ?  Oh  pardon  me. 
Dear  ghost  of  my  Eui^enio,  'cwas  my  fault 
That  called  this  hasty  vengeance  from  the  ijods. 
And  shortened  thus  thy  life ;  for  whilst  with  tricks 
I  sought  to  fasten  wealth  upon  our  house, 
I  brought  a  cannibal  to  be  the  grave 
Of  me  and  mine  !  ba»<e,  bloody,  inurderotia  count ! 

rir.  Vile  cozener!  cheat  in  ji;  lord  !  dissembler!- 

1  Judge.  Peace !  stop  the  mouth  of  malediction 
there, 
This  is  no  place  to  rail  in. 

Euph,  Ye  just  powers, 
That  to  the  quality  of  man*s  offenre 
Shape  your  correctinjj  rods,  and  punish  there 
Where  he  has  sinned  !  did  not  my  bleeding  heart 
Bear  such  a  heavy  sliare  in  this  da/s  woe, 
I  could,  with  a  free  soul,  npphiuH  ynur  justice. 

PqIj/.  t»ord  Enphucs,and  Piiilocles,  forgive  me; 
To  make  ijmencj.s,  I  know*s  in^posslblc. 
For  what  my  malice  wrou'jjht;  but  1  would  fail} 
Do  somewhat  that  might  testify  my  grief 
And  true  repentance. 

Eug.  That  is  what  I  looked  for. 

Euph.  You're  kind  too  late,  my  lord ;  had  you 
been  thus 
When  need  required,  y'  had  saved  yourself  and 

me. 
Our  hapless  sons;  but  if  your  grief  be  true, 
I  can  forgive  you  heartily. 

Phil,  And  I. 

Eug.  Now  comes  my  cue.  My  lord  Polymctes, 
Under  correction,  let  me  ask  one  question. 

Poiy.  VVhat  question  ?  speak. 

Eug.  If  thjs  youn;  lord  should  live,  would  you 
bestow  your  daughter  willingly  upon  him?  would 
you,  my  lord  ? 

Po/y.  As  willingly  as  I  would  breathe  myself. 

Eug.  Then  dry  all  your  eyes. 
There  s  no  man  here  shall  have  a  cause  to  weep. 
Your  life  is  saved,  Leucothoe  is  no  heir,  [To  Pu  i  l. 
Hep  brother  lives;   and  that  clears  you,  count 

Virro, 
Of  your  supposed  murder. 

All.  How  !  lives  f 

Eag.  Yes,  lives  to  call  thee  brother,  Philocles. 

l^ucoth.  Oh,  my  dear  brother ! 

[He  discovers  himself. 

Poll/.  My  son,  welcome  from  death.  - 

Eug.  Pardon  me,  good  my  lord,  that  I  thus 
long 
Have  from  your  knowledge  kept  myself  concealed; 
My  end  was  honest. 

Polif.  1  see  it  was. 
And  flow,  son  Philoclcs,  give  me  thy  hand ; 
Here  take  thy  wife,  she  loves  thee,  I  duic  swear; 
I  ^Vnd  for  the  wrong  that  I  intended  tlieCf 
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Hor  portion  shall  be  double  what  I  meant  it 
FhiL  I  thonk  your  lordship. 
Polj^.  Brother  Euphues, 
I  hope  all  enmity  is  now  forgot 
Betwixt  our  houses. 
Euph,  Let  it  be  ever  so,  I  do  embrace  your 

love. 
Vir.  Well,  my  life  is  saved  yet,  though  my 
wench  be  lost, 
God  give  you  joy  ! 
JPhiL  Thanks,  good  my  lord. 
tJudge,  How  suddenly  tliis  tragic  scene  is 
changed, 
And  turned  to  comedy ! 
Q  Judge,  Tis  very  strange. 
Polj/.  Let  us  conclude  within. 
King.  Stay,  and  take  iny  joy  with  yoi). 

[The  King  speak* from  above. 
Euph.  His  majesty  is  commg  down,  let  us  at- 
tend* 

Enter  King. 

JCing.  These  jars  are  well  closed  up:  now.  Phi- 
lodes. 
What  ray  nish  oath  denied  me,  this  blest  hour, 
And  happy  accident,  has  brought  to  pa&Sy 
The  saving  of  thy  life. 

FhiL  A  life,  my  liege. 
That  shall  be  ever  readj  to  be  spent 
Upon  your  seryice. 


King.  Thanks,  good  Philocles. 
But  where*s  the  man,  whose  happy  presence 

brought 
All  this  unlocked  for  sport?  where  is  Eogenio  ? 

Eug.  Here,  my  dread  hege. 

King.  Welcome  to  Syracuse. 
Welcome  Eugenio ;  pr'ythee  ask  sdme  boon. 
That  may  requite  the  good  that  thou  hast  done. 

Eug.  I  thank  youf  majesty ;  what  I  have  done 
Needs  no  requital :  but  I  have  a  snit 
Unto  lord  Euphues ;  please  it  your  majesty 
To  be  to  him  an  intercessor  for  me, 
I  make  no  question  bat  I  shall  obtain. 

King.  What  is  it?  speak;  it  ahall  be  granted 
thee. 

Eug.  That  it  wonld  please  him  to  bestow  oa 
me 
His  niece,  the  fair  and  virtuous  lady,  Leda. 

Eupk.  With  all  my  heart;  I  know 'twill  please 
her  well : 
I  have  often  heard  her  praise  Eugenio. 
It  shall  be  done  within. 

King,  Then  here  all  strife  ends. 
I'll  be  your  guest  myself  to-day,  and  help 
To  solemnize  this  double  marriage.  ^ 

Ppfy.  Your  royal  presence  shall  much  houoar 
ns. 

King.  Then  lead  away ;  the  happy  knot  you  ti^ 
Concludes  ip  lo?e  two  houses'  enmity. 
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THE  EPILOGUE. 


Our  Ileir  is  fallen  from  her  inheritance ; 
3ut  lias  obtained  her  loye :  you  may  advance 


Her  higher  yet;  and  from  your  pleased  hands  givt 
A  dowry,  that  will  make  her  truly  live. 


EDITION. 


The  Heire,  a  Coraedie,  as  it  was  acted  by  the  Compamr  of  the  Revels,  16^.  Written  by  T.M. 
The  second  impression.  London,  printed  by  Augustine  Mathewes  for  Thomas  Jones ;  and  are  to  be 
sold  at  his  shop  in  S.  Dnnstsns  Church-yard,  in  Fleet-street.    1633.    4to. 


BIRD  IN  A  CAGE, 

BY 

JAMES  SHIRLEY. 


James  Shirlet  mas  ienenJkd  from  the  family  nf  the  Shirle^'ef  Suffer,  &r  Wkrwickdure,    tie 
u  bom  in  the  year  1594,  tn  the  parish  of  St  Mary  Wool^hurch,  where  Stoda-market  formerly 
Mtoad.     H'u  grantmaticai  learning  he  acquired  in  Merchant-Taylort  Schootf  and  from  thence  was  re* 
moved  to  St  John*i  College^  Oxford  ;  hut  in  what  condition  he  Uved  there,  whether  as  serviior^  hatler^ 
or  commoner,  Wood^  fqyt,  he  was  not  able  to  discover.  At  that  time,  Dr  Laud^  afterwards  archbishop 
^Canterbury,  presided  in  that  seminary;  and,  having  observed  early  marks  (f  genius  in  young Shir^ 
ley,  eomceiveU  a  great  regard  for  him,  but  is  said  to  have  prevented  him  from  entering  into  holy  or- 
dert,  <m  account  of  a  large  mole,  which  di^gured  his  left  cheek,  and  which  he  deemed  a  sufjkieai  rea' 
tonjfbr  reusing  to  permit  him  to  be  ordained.     He  afterwards  Irft  Oxford,  and  remdted  to  Catharine 
Hall,\  Cambridge,  where  Wood  supposes  he  took  his  degrees  in  arts,  and  entering  into  holy  orders, 
began  his  ministry  in  or  near  St  Atbans,     It  was  not  long  before  he  began  to  entertain  scruiftes  about 
his  religion,  which  ended  in  his  embracing  the  tenets  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church.    On  this  change 
he  quitted  his  living,  and  taught  a  grammar  school  at  St  AUans ;  hut  this  ml*o  growing  irksome  to 
him,  he  came  to  reside  in  the  metropolin,  lived  in  Gray^s  Inn,  and  commenced  writer  for  the  stage.  In 
this  profession  he  met  with  considerable  success,  and  vUttined  sufficient  advantages  to  enable  him  to 
live  with  credit  and  decency,  until  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  wars,  which  occasioning  the  theatres 
to  be  shut  up,  he  was  compelled  to  leave  London,  and  accepted  an  invitation  from  William,  then  earl, 
afrerwards  duke  qf  Newcastle,  to  take  his  fortune  with  him  in  the  wars.X  On  the  decline  of  the  king's 
fortune,  he  retired  obscurriy  to  London,  where,  in  1647,  he  published  the  folio  edition  of  Beaumont 
and  Fletchers  works,  and  was  some  time  maintained  at  the  expence  of  Thomas  Stanley,  Etq,\\     He 
afterwards  returned  to  his  former  profession  of  teaching  school,  chiefiy  in  Whit^- Friars,  and  gained  a 
decent  subsistence  from  it  until  the  king's  return;  but  whether  on  that  event  he  had  any  office  or 
employment  conferred  on  him  to  recompense  his  sufferings.  Wood  says  he  could  not  discover.    At 
length,  after  a  life  of  full  sevent^ttpo  years,  in  which  he  had  experienced  various  fortunes,  he,  with 
his  seiond  wife,  Frances,  were  driven  from  their  house  near  Fleet^street,  ^y  the  great  fire  which  hap* 
pened  in  t6G6,  into  the  parish  of  St  Giles  in  the  Field%,  where,  bein^  overcome  by  the  fright  and  the 
loss  they  had  sustained,  added  to  the  infirmities  of  old  age,  ih^  both  died  in  one  day,  and  were  bu- 
ried in  one  grave  in  St  Gileses  thurch-yurd,  tm  the  9%th  of  October,  1666.     Wood  says,  that  Shirley 
assisted  his  patron^  the  duke  of  Newcastle^  in  composing  of'  certain  plays,  which  the  duke  afrerwards 
published;  he  tttso  spas  consulted  by  Fletcher,  after  the  death  of  his  coadjutor  Beaumont,  and  was  be- 
sides a  drudge  for  John  Ogilvy,  in  writing  annotations  frr  that  author's  translations  if  Homer  and 
VirgiL  Dryden,^  with  great  injustice,  has  classed  him  with  Fleckisp^a  writer  too  contanptible  to  dc- 


•  Athen.  Oxon.  9  vol.  p.  3" 6. 

f  Baocroa'a  Epigrams,  4to.  1639,  6.  i.  Kpig.  13. 

Atb.  OiLoo.p.S77. 

Ibid. 
^  See  Mac>]rleck4ioe. 
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terre  the  slightest  mcniion.  According  to  the  fashion  of  the  timet,  in  tohich  every  poet  of  reputatUm 
took  another  as  hin  poetical  son,  and  as  such  patronised  and  supported  his  reputation ;  Shirfeif  wu 
adopted  by  Chapman^  in  the  same  manner  as  Brome  was  by  Dekker^  Field  by  Massinger,  Randolph  first, 
emd  afterwards  Cartwright,  by  Ben  Jonson, 

Shirley  wrote  several  books  for  the  instruction  of  youth  in  grammatical  learning,  many  poems,  and 
the  following  dramatic  pieces  : 

i.  The  Wedding,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phanix,in  Drury-Lane.  4to,  1629.  4to,  1638.  4to,  1660. 

2.  The  Grateful  Servant,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.  4to,  1633.  4to, 
1637. 

3.  Tlie  School  of  Compliments,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private-  House,  Drury-Lane.  4^o,  1631. 
4to,  WS7,  and  in  4to,  1667,  under  the  title  of.  Love  Tricks,  or  the  School  of  OomplimentSy  as  acted  at 
the  duke  of  York*s  theatre.  Little  Lincoln  s- Inn- Fields. 

4.  Changes,  or  Love  in  a  Maze,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Salisbury  Court,   4to,  1633. 
6.  A  Contention  for  Honour  and  Riches,  a  Masque,    4to,  1633. 

6.  The  Witty  Fair  One^  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  Hmise,  Prury-Lane,    4to.  1633. 

7.  The  Triumph  if  Peace,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  Four  Inns  of  Court,  at  the  Banqueting- 
House,  Whitehall,  Feb,  3, 1633*    4to,  1633.     See  Warton's  History  of  Poetry,  VoL  IL  p.  400, 

8.  The  Bird  in  a  Cage,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phanix,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1633* 
0    The  Traitor,  a  tragedy,  acted  by  h'u  majesty's  servants,    4to,  1635. 

This  play  was  revived  and  reprinted  in  4to,  1692  :  and  P.  Motteaux,  in  his  Gentleman's  Journal, 
says,  **  Shirley  only  ushered  it  on  the  stage,  but  that  it  was  written  by  one  Mr  Rivers,  a  Jesuit,  vko 
wrote  it,  and  died  in  Newgale."*  See  also  Gildon  on  it.  Oldys  MS.  Notes  on  Lan^baine.  It  was  also 
revived  in  i7  IS,  at  Umolnh- Inn-  Fields,  and  printed  in  Qvo  the  same  year.  To  that  edition,  as  well  at 
the  former  in  1692,  the  name  of  Rivers  is  put  as  the  author, 

10.  The  Lady  of  Pleasure,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1637. 

11.  The  Young  Admiral,  a  tragi-coniedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-lMne,    4to,  1GS7, 

12.  Hide  Parke,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1637. 

13.  The  Gamester,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Privaie  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to.  1637. 

14.  The  Example,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1637. 

15.  The  Royal  Master,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  New  Theatre  in  Dublin,  and  before  the  Lord 
Deputy  of  Ireland  in  the  Castle.    4to,  1638. 

By  the  Dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  it  appears  that  the  author  was  that  year  in  Ireland. 
1<).  The  Duke's  Mistress,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4  to,  1G33. 

17.  The  Maid's  Revenge^  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1639. 

18.  Chabot,  Admiral  of  France^  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane*    4to,  1639. 
Chapman  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

19.  The  Ball,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1639. 
Chapman  also  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

UO.  Arcadia,  a  pastoral,  acted  at  the  Phatnix,  Drury-J^ne,    4to,  1640. 

21.  The  Opportunity,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

22.  IsOTc's  Cruelty,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

23.  St  Patrick  far  Ireland,  the  first  part,    4to,  1610. 

24.  The  Constant  Maid,  a  comedy.    4to,  1640. 

This  was  afterwards  published  under  the  title  qf  Love  will  find  out  the  Way.  By  T.  B,  its, 
1CG2. 

25.  Tlie  Coronation,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  tlousC,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 

This  play  was  printed  with  the  name  of  John  Fletcher,  as  the  author,  and  as  such  it  is  included  in 
the  works  of  him  and  Beaumont ;  Shirley,  however^  claims  it,  in  the  catalogue  printed  at  the  end  of 
The  Cardinal,  and  says  it  wanfulsely^scribed  to  Fletcher, 

26.  The  Humorous  Courtier,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Privatt  House,  Drury-Lane,     4/o,  1640. 

27.  The  Triumph  of  Beauty,^  a  masque.     8ro.  16-16. 

28.  The  Bi  others,  a  comedy^  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    Qvo,  1652. 

29.  The  Sisters,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars,    Qvo,  1652. 


l>^.  The  Court  Secret,  a  tragi-comedy,  never  acted,  but  prepared  for  the  scene  ut  Blackfriars,  8Wf 

ic:3. 

Thofc  last  six  were  printed  in  one  volume* 

r)4.  Cupid  and  Death,  a  masque,  presented  before  the  ambassador  of  Portugal,  on  the  26th  tf  Msrckj 
1C;)3.     4to,  16.')3.     4/0,  1659. 

o5.  The  Politician,  a  tragedy,  presented  at  Saliibury-Court,    4to,  1655. 
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36.  The  Oentleman  of  Venice,  a  tragi-comedyy  preunted  at  a  private  houu  in  Saliihury-Court, 
4/0,  1055. 

37.  I'tie  Contention  ofAjtup  and  Vlytutfor  Ackilleit  Armour,  a  maique,    Qvo,  1659. 

38.  Honoria  and  Mammon,  a  comedy.     Bvo,  1659. 

39.  Andromana,  or  the  Merchants  Wife,  a  tragedy.    4tOj  1660. 

Lani^baine  mentioM  only  thirty-seven  dramatic  pieca  by  Shirley,  but  says  there  rcere  others  in  MS, 
€>ne  of  them  was  intttled,  Rosanio,  or  Lov^s  Victory,*  a  comedy,  Shirley  appears  to  have  left  some 
tkUdren  ;  one  of  them,  in  Wood*s  time^  was  the  butler  of  FumivaVs  inn  in  Holborn, 


TO 

Master  WILLIAM  PRINNE,t 


UTTER-BARRISTER  OF  LINCOLn's-INN. 


StR, 

Tu  E  fame  of  your  cnndour  and  innocent  love  to  learning,  especially  to  that  masical  part  of  humtii 
knowledge,  poetry,  and,  in  particular,  to  that  which  concerns  the  stage  and  scene,  (yourself,  as  I  hear, 
having  lately  written  a  tragedy,)  doth  justly  challenge  from  mc  this  dedication.  I  had  an  early  de* 
sire  to  congratulate  your  happy  retirement;  but  do  poem  could  tempt  me  with  so  fair  a  circumstance 
as  this  in  the  title,  wherein  1  take  some  delight  to  think  (not  without  imitation  of  yourself,  who  have 
ingeniously  fancied  such  elegant  and  apposite  names  for  your  own  compositions,  as  **  Health's  Sick- 
Jiess,"  **  The  Unloveliness  of  Love-Locks,''  &c.)  bow  aptly  I  may  present  you  at  his  time  with  **  The 
Bird  in  a  Cage  ;**  a  comedy  which  wanteth,  I  must  confess,  much  of  that  ornament  which  the  stag? 
and  action  lent  it,  for,  it  comprehending  also  another  play  or  interlude,  personated  by  ladies,  I  must 
refer  to  your  imagination,  the  music,  the  songs,  the  dancing,  ami  other  varieties,  which  I  know  would 
have  pleised  you  infinitely  in  the  presentment.  1  was  the  rather  inclined  to  make  this  oblation,  that 
]jo%terity  might  read  you  a  patron  to  the  Muses,  and  one  that  durst,  in  such  a  critical  age,  bind  up 
the  wounds  which  ignorance  had  printed  upon  wit  and  the  professors.  Proceed,  inimitable  JVIecaenas, 
«nd  having  such  convenient  leisure,  and  an  indefatigable  Pegasus,  I  mean  your  prose,  (which  scometli 
the  road  of  common  sense,  and  despiseth  any  stile  in  his  way,)  travel  still  in  the  pursuit  of  new  dis- 
coveries; which  you  may  publish,  if  you  please,  in  your  next  book  of  Digressions.  If  you  do  not 
happen  presently  to  convert  the  organs,  you  may  in  lime  confute  the  eteeple,  and  bring  every  parish 
to  one  bell. 

This  is  all  I  have  to  say  at  this  time ;  and  my  own  occasions  not  permitting  my  personal  attend- 
ancp,  I  have  entreated  a  gentleman  to  dern'er  this  testimony  of  my  service.  Many  faults  have 
escaped  the  press,  which  your  judgment  will  no  sooner  find  than  your  mercy  correct ;  by  which  you 
hlialt  tench  others  a  charity  to  your  own  volumes,  though  they  be  all  errata.  If  you  continue  where 
\ou  are,  you  will  every  day  enlarge  your  fame ;  and,  l>eside  the  engagement  of  other  poets  to  cele- 
Lrate  your  Koman  constancy,  in  particular  oblige  tlic  tongue  and  pen  of  your  devout  honourer, 

JAMES  SHIRLEY. 


*  Mr  Malone*s  attempt  to  ascertain  the  order  of  Shakespearc^s  plays,  p. SSI. 

-f  This  is  he  who  wrote  Uutho-mastrix,  the  Players  Scourge,  or  Actors  Tragedy,  printed  in  IGSS.  It  it 
a  large  railing  rhapsody,  consisting  chiefly  of  stupid  quotations  from  the  Fathers ;  from  whence  he  endea- 
vours to  prove,  that  all  who  write,  act,  or  frequent  plays,  are  certainly  damned,  lie  particularly  reflect- 
ed upon  the  king  and  queen  for  the  countenance  and  encouragement  they  gave  to  plays,  for  which  he  was 
prosecuted  in  the  Star- Chamber,  and  seoienced  to  stand  twice  in  the  pillory,  lot»e  an  ear  each  time,  pay 
M)OOJ.,  snfler  perpetual  imprisonment,  and  have  his  book  burnt  by  the  common  kangmanl 

Mr  Dodslcy. 

This  very  cxtraorduuiry  roan,  nhose  severe  punbhment,  and  Roman  ccnstancy  in  submitting  to  it,  had 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONS 


Duke  tif  Mantua, 
Perenotto,    Captain    of   hit 

Guard. 
Phil  EN  zo,  lover   of  Eugenia, 

under  the  dUguite  and  name 

ofRolliardo. 

ol7ill\    \Noblenien. 

MORELLOy    ^ 

DoNDOLo»    yCourtiert, 
Grutti,     3 


Jmhattador  of  Florence. 
BovAMicOf  a  Mountebank,  or  d^ 

cayed  Arti$t, 
Servant,  Guard,  Attendants, 

EvcEvik,  the  Duke*s  Daughter, 
Don  ELLA, 


Katharina, 
Mardona, 

FiDELLA, 
CASSIANAy 


Ladies,  aitan' 
dant  on  the 
Princess. 


ACTl. 


SCENE   I. 

Enter  Fulvio,  OnpfAifO. 

Orp.  He  does  oot  mean  this  bu'ildiag  for  a  col- 
lege, I  hope  ? 

Fulv.  That  were  an  ill  foundation  ;  there  arc 
roore  scholars  than  can  live  one  by  another  al- 
ready :  'tis  pity  we  should  have  more  plenty  of 
learned  beg^s. 


Orp,  Tis  past  all  my  conjecture  why  be  bvilt 
it. 

Fulv.  Signior  Perenotto,  captain  o'  the  guar! 
Is  of  counsel  only  with  the  duke  in't.  . 

Enter  Morello. 

Morel,  Signior  Orpiano,  and  Fulvio. 
Fulv.  My  spark  !  whither  in  such  haste  ?  U^ 
us  change  air  a  little. 

MoreL  You  are  travelling  to  your  mtstresst 


i 

i 
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mo  Mnal)  effect  open  the  minds  of  the  people,  and  contributed  more  thata  is  generally  Iraajrioed  to  the  di^ 
alters  of  the  times,  was  bom  at  Swanswick,  near  Bath,  in  Soroersctsbire,  In  the  year  1600.     He  was  fdt- 
cated  in  the  last-mentioned  city  ;  entered  of  Uriel  College  in  1616,  and  took  the  degree  of  B.A.  JamaiT 
80,  1620.    From  thence  he  was  removed  to  Lincoln's  Inn,  where  he  studied  the  coroiBOB  law,  and  bertoe 
successively  barrister,  bencher,  and  reader,  in  that  society.    After  tlie  execation  of  hts  sentence,  on  ac- 
count of  ^TSsfrla-nuufrtx  he  printed  other  pieces  which  gave  equal  ofleoce,  which  occasioned  hisbeiig 
again  prosecuted.    In  cons«iuence  of  which,*  he  was  fined,  branded,  and  imprisoned,  and  in  each  witb 
equal  or  more  severity  than  before.     1  he  place  of  his  confinement  was  Mount  Orguiel,  In  the  uIsimI  of 
Jersey,  where  he  continued  three  years;  at  the  end  of  that  time,  being  chosen  member  for  Newport,  is 
Cornwall,  he  was  released,  and  entered  London  in  triumph ;  and  he  soon  had  an  opportunity  to  rcTcoge 
the  severe  treatment  he  had  experienced  from  his  inveterate  foe,  archlnshop  Laud.     J^esat  in  the  Loa; 
Parliament,  and  was  one  of  the  secluded  members  who  were  imprisoned  on  account  of  their  aeal  for  a 
peace  with  the  king.    From  this  time  he  was  an  avowed  enemy  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  was  by  bin  iia- 
prisoned  in  Dunster  Castle,  in  Somersetshire.    At  the  Restoration  be  became  instmmental  la  recalling  the 
king,  and  was  rewarded  with  being  appointed  keeper  of  the  records  In  the  Tower,  and  a  salary  oiSoOl. 
pt;r  annum.    He  was  soon  after  named  one  of  the  commissioners  for  appeals  and  regalat4«g  the  excisr, 
was  elected  member  for  Bath,  and  embroiled  himself  with  the  House  of  ComttKMis,  on  whidi  account  be 
was  obliged  to  make  a  submission.    He  died  at  hb  chambers  in  LincolnVlon,  October  24, 16G9,  and  was 
buried  under  the  chapel  there. 
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Orp,  Madam  Dooella  is  newly  returned  to 
•ourt. 

Futv.  With  the  princess  ? 

Orp.  She  was  but  late  retired  into  the  coon* 
try: 
What's  the  matter? 

Morel.  Your  lordships,  I  hope,  bare  heard  the 
duke  sent  post  for  them,  as  they  say.  There  is 
•omething  in  it. 

Fuh.  What? 

Morel  Does  not  yoar  lordship  know  ? 

Fulv.  Nut  I. 

MoreL  Your  lordship's  wisdom  and  mine  is 
much  about  a  scantling  then ;  yet,  for  aught  I 
hear,  there  be  others  of  the  court  as  ignorant  as 

we. Your  honour's  pardon,  I  beseech  you ;  [ 

must  in  ail  haste  to  the  princess's  lodgiug. 

Orp.  Farewell,  signior. 
Your  amorous  lock  '  has  a  hair  out  of  mder. 

Morel.  Uin !  what  an  orersight  was  this  of  my 
barber ! 
I  must  return  now  and  have  it  corrected,  dear 
signior.  ^  [EiU. 

Fuh.  Here's  a  courtier,  that  will  not  miss  a 
hair  of  his  compliment  when  he  is  to  appear  be- 
fore his  mistress.  Every  morning  does  this  fel- 
low pot  himself  upon  the  rack,  witb  putting  on's 
apparel ;  and  manfully  endures  his  tailor  when 
be  screws  and  wrests  his  body  into  the  fashion  of 
his  doublet.— But  that  the  court  cannot  subsist 
without  a  fool,  I  should  manrel  what  this  felbw 
does  to  follow  it. 

Orp.  There  are  more  hare  much  about  his  par- 
cel of  brains:  the  benefit  of  youth  and  good 
clothes  procured  their  places,  and  ignorance  ^nd 
impudence  have  since  maintained  them. 

Fulv.  Two  great  helps,  as  the  world  goes. 

£nter  Gentleman'  Usherty  Donoolo,  and 

Grdtti. 

GentletnanrUth.  Clear  the  presence,  the  doke 
is  entering. 

Enter  Duke,  Eugenia,  Pebenotto.  Attend- 
ants 

Eug.  I  ever  was  obedient 


Duke.  Tis  for  thj  honour,  which  I  know 
Is  to  thyself  a  precious  sound.— *-That  building, 
1  late  erected,  then  shall  be  thy  palace. 

Eug.  Or  my  prison,  sir,  if  I  do  rightly  onder- 
itand. 

Duke.  That  name 
Is  too  -unworthy  of  it,  my  Eogenia. 
Nor  will  it  seem  restraint  to  my  loved  daughter^ 


Since  free  to  all  delights,  thy  mind  shall  be 
Its  own  commander;  every  day  shall  strive 
To  bring  thee  in  fresh  rarities :  time  shall  be 
Delighted  with  thy  pleasures,  and  stay  with  thee. 

Eug.  Indeed  I  shall  think  time  has  lost  his 
wings. 
When  1  am  thus  caged  up. 

Duke,  riiou  shalt  give 
To  him  feathers  when  thou  pleascst.    Mantua 
Shall  poor  her  raptures  on  thee. — Why  have  I 
A  crown,  but  to  command  what  thou  cao'st  wish 

for, 
My  dear  Euf^eaia? 

Eug.  A  deer,  it  seems; 
For,  as  yoo  bad  suspicion  of  my  wildness, 
You*ll  measure  out  my  walk. 

Duke.  1  am  thy  father, 
Who,  b^  example  of  the  wisest  kings. 
But  build  a  place  to  lay  my  treasure  in. 
Safe  from  the  robber,  where  Til  place  a  guard-^ 

Eug.  Do  you  suspect  I  shall  break  prison  ? 

Duke.  To  keep  off  violence,  and  sohciting. 
Which  may  disturb  thy  pleasures,  until  we 
Shall  find  out  otie  to  match  thy  birch  and  virtues ; 
My  dukedom  is  too  poor  that  way.    Maintain 
Thy  fatlier's  soul :  thou  hast  no  blood  to  mix 
With  any  beneath  prince.    Forget,  as  I  shall^ 
Thy  love  was  ever  falling  from  thy  greatness. 
Into  the  arms  of  one  carries  but  stile  of  honour. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  am  your  daughter. 

Duke.  Thou'st  deserved  my  blessing :  and  thy 
obedience 
In  this  new  crowns  thy  father.    I  see  I  need  not 
Urge  what  I  am  to  move  thee,  and  lay  force : 
Thy  understanding  does  appear  convinced. 
And  loving  duty  teaches  ihce  to  more 
Than  the  command. — Perenotio— 

Eug.  What  narrow  ground  I  tread !  I  know 
he  is 
Too  passionate  to  be  denied  his  will. 
And  yet  to  yield  will  make  me  miserable: 
Tis  ray  misfortune  to  be  born  so  great. 
Each  common  man  and  woman  can  enjoy 
The  air,  when  the  condition  of  a  princess 
Makes  me  a  prisoner :  but  I  must  obey, 
In  hope  it  will  not  lasL — I  liave  a  soul 
Is  full  of  grateful  dqty,  nor  will  suffin*  me 
Farther  dispute  your  precept :  you  have  power  ' 
To  steer  me  as  you  please. 

Duke.  All  the  Graces 
Speak  in  my  girl — each  syllable  doth  carry 
A  volume  of  thy  goodness :  all  my  cares. 
So  well  rewarded,  do  convert  to  sweetness : 
I  thank  tliy  filial  piety.    Know,  my  girl. 


1*1  ^*^I'  '""^^^  lock.—{.  e.  One  of  the  love-locks  anciently  worn.  .  Prynne,  to  whom  this  play  is  satirU 
^lly  dedicated,  wrote  a  book  against  them.    See  Dr  Warburton's  note  on  Much  ado  about  Nothing,  A.  b. 

f.  ^''•t?'**'?."^?.?**"  *?  ^\^  ^^^  derived  frem  France.  lo  CsroenM  Quip  for  mnVpttart  Courtier,  1 592. 
it  is  said:—**  Will  yoo  be  Jrenchefied  with  a  lovclocke  down  your  vhouMers ?  wherein  you  may  wearc 
your  mwtrct  favour."  Lovt-locks  are  often  mentioned  or  alluded  to.  See  htn  Jonam's  £*ictfiie,  A,  4*  S,  a  a 
fAf  Return  from  Pamattus^  A.  3.  ».  2^  and  in  other  pieces. 
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That  place  wherein  I  lock  so  rich  a  jewel, 
I  do  pronounce  figvin,  shall  be  tliy  paradise. 
Thy  paradise,  my  Eugenia,  saving  that 
In  this,  man  only  finds  no  being;  other 
Delights  shall  stream  themselves  into  th^  bosom, 
And  those  that  pass  shall  flow  again,  to  invite 
Thy  sense  to  tasting. — Perenotto— 

Peren.  Your  Grace's  pleasure  ? 

Duke,  Admit  those  ladies  that  attend. 

Fulv,  The  duke  shews  much  iodulgenoe. 
:  Orp,  Observe  the  issue. 

Duke,  Wc  will  not  limit  thy  companions; 
Elect  what  Mantuan  beauties  thou  canst  best 
Delight  in,  they  shall  serve  thee ;  orif  some 
Of  your,  own  train,  whom  we  have  thought  most 

proper 
To  be  your  personal  guard,-  affect  you,  they 

Writer  Donella,  Kathartna,  Maroona,  and   - 

FiDLLLA. 

Attend  our  pleasures :  see,  they  are  ignorant 
Yet  of  our  purpose.    If  to  any,  thy 
Affection  be  not  free,  thy  breath  discharge  them, 
And  'point  thy  own  attendants. 

Eug,  I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  appointment. 
Ladies,  I  know  you  love  me. 

[^e  goeu  to  the  Ladies, 

Don,  Doth  your  Grace  hold  suspicion  any  of 
us 
Serve  you  not  with  our  heart  ? 

Eug,  I  do  not  doubt ; 
Or  if  I  did,  you  now  approach  a  trial ; 
For  my  sake^  can  you  be  content  to  be 
All  prisoners. 

Ladift.  Prisoners  ! 

Eug,  YeS|  shut  up  close  prisoners,  and  be 
barred 
The  conversation,  nay  the  sight  of  men. 

Kath,  Marry,  heaven  defend !  wherein  have 
we  offended, 
Tliat  we  must  lose  the  sweet  society 
Of  men  ? 

Mar,  How  have  we  forfeited  our  freedom? 

Duke,  No  one  argue 'tis  our  pleasure. 

Don,  'Las,  madam,  I  am  new  coutracted  to  a 
handsome  signior. 

KtUh,  I  have  but  newly  entertained  a  servant, 
that  gave  me  these  gloves :  they  smell  of  him  still, 
a  sweet  courtier ! 

Doit.  Not  one  man  among  so  mnnv  ladies ! 
Not  a  gentleman-usher  1  nor  a  page  I 
How  shall  we  do,  madam  ! 

Mar.  I   beseech  your  Grace  let  me  be  ex-« 
empted. 
If  I  have  committed  an  offence  deserves  your 

anger. 
Let  one  of  your  lords  cut  off  my  head  rather — 
signior  Dondolo  ? 

Fid,  Shall  we  express 
So  cold  a  duty  to  her  highness  ?  fie,  ladies. 

Exig,  You  shall  but  suffer  with  me.  1  partake 
As  much  severity  as  any  of  you  shall. 

Duke,  1  will  expect  your  duties,  lords,  in  si- 
lence. 


Orpiano,  you  shall  to  Florence  with 

Our  daughter's  picture:  your  commission's  ieal> 

ed. — 
Now,  fair  ladies, 

I  hope  you're  fixed  to  wait  upon  Eugenia. 
If  your  restraint  be  a  burthen,  it  shall  b« 
In  her  power  to  enlarge  you,  and  elect 
New  friends  into  your  places. 

Ladiet,  'Tis  our  duties 
To  obey  your  grace  and  her. 

Duhs,  Perenot,  are  all  things  prepared? 

Peren,  They  are,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  once  then  let  us  usher  you. 

Kath,  Whither  do  we  go? 

Peren.  I'll  tell  you. 

Don.  Whither? 

Peren,  To  take  physic,  madam. 
The  duke  has  prepared  to  stay  all  looseness  is 

your  bodies : 
You  must  be  all  fast:  stone-walls  and  mortar  trill 
bind. 

Fid,  Come,  follow  with  a  courage. 

Doit.  I  hope  we  shall  be  allowed  our  little  do§i 
and  monkeys. 

Done/.  Sweet  madam.     [Exeunt  onmes  prettr 

FcLvio,  Orpiano,  Dokdolo,  and  GRunr. 

Grut,  Madam  Katharina  ! they  are  goo^ 

signior. 

Dond,  Would  I  had  known  this  afore. 

Fulv,  The  duke  will  be  censured  for  iliis  act* 

Orp,  Tis  very  strange  !  good  lady, 
I  read  a  forced  obedience  in  her  eye. 
Which  hardly  held  up  rain. 

Enter  Morello. 

Morel.  Save  you,  dear  signior.  Which  way  w( 
the  ladies  ? 

Grut.  News,  signior,  news. 

Morel,  I  be^ech  you  I  may  partake. 

Fulv.  Have  you  forgot  there  was  suspicion 
She  affected  signior  Philenzo,  the  cardinal's  o( 
phew. 

Orp,  Alas,  poor  gentlennan,  he  suflfers  for^ 

Fulv.  By  this  restraint  he  would  make  her  sorer 
his  jealousy  is  not  yet  over. — Signior  Morello,  i^ 
Your  lock  rectified  ?  You  have  missed  your  lad^^ 
but  a  hair's  breadth. 

MoreL  Nay  but,  my  lords  and  gentlemen,  wbei^ 
are  the  ladies  gone,  indeed  ? 

Grut,  We  ha'  told  you. 

Mor,  What,  committed  to  New-prison  I 

Fulv.  Very  true,  signior. 

Dond,  Our  dancing  days  ore .  done :  sliot  op 
close,  not 
A  man  must  enter. 

Morel,  Would  I  were  a  mouse  then.— Why  bot 
is  the  duke  mad  ? 

Orp,  Take  heed  what  you  say,  signior :  though 
we  Ite  no  informers,  yet  walls  have  ears.  j 

MoreL  Ears!  would  I  had  left  mine  behind  m^: 
I  hcre*s  news  indeed ! 
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)f'ad  come  a  little  sooner,  yoo  mifrht 
ur  leave ;  but  it  was  your  barljer's 

aid  he  had  left  me  i*the  tudt  an  hour 
I 

• 

ie  do,  gentlemen  ?  *Th  a  hard  case, 
:hat  has  an  intension  to. marry  aud 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

iat  art  thou  ? 

thing,  nothing ;  yet  ^  man,  yet  no 


■9T" 


)at  ?  th'  art  no  capon,  I  hope. 

-y*  sir ;  ^vill  you  spare  any  from  your 

art  very  free, 
sir.  I  am  in  debt, 
iRt  d4>'«t  owe  ? 
>Jv  harm, 
ence  cam*st  f 
pt  from  the  moon, 
ethiuks ;  thou  talk'st  very  madly  : 
humour  in  thee. 

e  any  thing  tu  do,  that  ye  account 
.cntlein^n  ? 
y,  wiit  thou  do*t  ? 

ou*ll  pay  tor^t.    Let  mo  have  money 
V\\  do  any  things 
i,  hold ! 
[  will  hold. 

1  lay  with  thcc ;  what  wilt  hold  ? 
paradoxes. 
Dond.  Paradoxes! 
lold  you  a  paradox. 
*8  hf  ar  some, 
e  are  no  beasts  but  cuckolds  and 

0  cold  weather  but  i*the  dog-days ; 

1  a  whore;  no  fool  tu  an  aldemiau; 
>  a  justice  of  peace;  nor  no  soldier  to 
Dtf  jerkin. 

oart  fellow. 

Enter  Dukp, 

he  Duke. 

,  my  fears  are  over ;  in  her  restraint 

p  jealousies^— How  now,  what  fellow's 

h  an  humourist  as  I  never  before  con* 
d ;  it  seems  he  makes  himself  free  of 

hat  would  he  have  ? 
pardon,  mighty  man,  if  it  be  no  trca- 
lor  thee.    Save  tliee,  wilt  employ  me  ? 
,  and  I  want  work.    Ask  me  not  what 
i  me  have  money  enough,  and  TU  do 


oo  have  your  tenses? 
ke  it :  I  can  see  greatness  big  with  an 
if  yet  towering  in  the  air  like  a  fanlcon; 
man  swear,  I  am  thy  eternal  slave  aud 
lee;  when,  if  opportunity  were  o0ercd) 


for  price  of  a  plush  cloak,  he  will  lie  the  first  shall 
strip  thee  to  the  very  suul :  I  can  taste  wine  that 
another  man  pays  for,  and  relish  any  thing  that 
comes  of  free  cost :  I  can  smelt  a  knave  through 
a  ^rrcd  gown,  a  politician  tliruu^h  a  surplice,  a 
fool  through  a  scarlet  outride:  I  can  touch  a  wencli 
better  than  a  lute,  and  teli  money  with  a  sccreta* 
ry,  to  shew  I  lia'  lost  my  ff^eling:  tush,  all's  no* 
thing,  I  have  a  humour  to  do  suinething  to  be 
talked  on;  nothing  can  cou^e  nmiss  to  mc  ;  Ifrt  mo 
have  money  cuout;h,  and  my  life  to  a  ci)C^;^-|iiu 
ring,  rU  do  any  thins. 

Dukfi,  You'il  exiL-ept  snmcwlint« 
Ejjl,  Not  to  do  o*er  the  seven  wonders  of  the 
world,  and  demolish  *era  uiien  I  ha'  dime.  Let 
roe  have  money  enough,  what  {>rar  so  high,  but  £ 
u  ill  measure  by  this  Jacoh*i  staif !  Divine  moiiey, 
the  soul  of  all  things  subiuunry,  what  lawyer's 
tongue  will  not  be  lipt  with  silver  ?  and  ivill  not 
money  with  a  judge  make  ita  plain  ca«e?  Does 
not  gouty  greatness  fmd  ease  with  Aunim  palpa* 
bile  i  and  hc*s  a  slight  physician  cannot  give  a 

golden  glister  at  a  dead  lift. Money,  1  adore 

thcc ;  it  comes  near  the  nature  of  a  spirit,  and  is 
so  subtle  it  can  creep  in  nt  n  citiimy,  l)e  preM^nt 
at  the  moHt  inwnnl  counciU]  and  betray  'eint 
money  !  it  opens  locks,  drnws  curtains,  buys  wit, 
sells  honesty,  keeps  oi>urts,  hghts  quarrels,  pulls 
down  churches,  and  builds  alms-houses. 
Duke,  A  wild  fellow. 

Falv,  Will  your  Grace  have  him  punished  for 
this  insolence  ? 

Duke,  No,  his  humour  is  good  mirth  to  ||9» 
Whence  art  ? 
Ro(,  I  am  of  no  country. 
Duke.  How? 

JioL  I  was  born  upon  the  sea. 
Duke.  When? 

Rot.  In  a  tempest,  I  was  told— ^ 
Morel,  A  blustering  fellow, 
Duke.  Thy  name? 
Rol.  Rolliardo. 

Duke.  And  how  long  hast  thou  been  mad  thus  ? 
KqL  Your  highness  may  be  merry — and  if  you 
have  no  employment  for  me,  I  am  gone. 
Duke.  Stay,  we  command  you,  and  beihiok 
again. 
What  to  cxcr*<4n  your  bold  undertaking. 

Rol.  I  ei(cepi^litfshing,  nothing  Duke,  it  wefO 
no  glory 
Not  to  be  general,  active  ip  alt ;  let  p^e  havQ 

money 
Enough,  and  I'll  do  any  thing« 
Jhtke.  You  shall. 

Fulv.  Will  your  Grace  set  him  o-work  ^ 
RoL  Name  ilie  action. 
Duke.  What  say  you  to  a  lady  ? 
RoL  I  will  fall  upon  her,  as  Jupiter  on  Danae  s 
let  me  have  a  khower  of  gold,  Acrisius'  bni74;n 
to.wer  shall  melt  again,  wece  there  an  army  altout 
it ;    I   would  compass  her  in  a  month,   or  dio 
for't 
Duke.  I|a !— A  lady  without  guard  yiQvAd  t«| 
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^ou  ap  for  me :  I  ha*  more  followeni  than  the 
Duke  alre<idy.  PrVthee  have  me  commended  to 
the  lady  Destinies,  and  tell  'em  1  am  provided. 

Bonam.  Mistake  me  uot,  he  speaks  to  ^oo,  has 
power 
To  make  you  happy. 

B.oU  PrWthee  make  thyself  happy  with  a  warm 
suit,  first,  thy  house  is  but  poorly  thatched :  and 
thou  be*it  sa  good  at  making  happy,  why  hast  no 
better  clothes  ? 

Bonam.  ^fis  no  felichy :  or  admit  the  sun 
t)ispeiiseth  a  rich  Warmth  ahout  tlie  world. 
Yet  hath  no  heat  itself. 

KoL  Philosophy ! 

Bonam,  To  omit  cireamst(m(5e,  I  know  what 
toir 
f  lave  undertaken,  to'  the  general 
Anel^rment :  Opon  penalty  of  death, 
Tou  must  procure  access  to  the  fair  princess, 
'Ti»  in  my  art  to  help     ■  -to  perfect  what 
The  Duke  holds  so  impossible. 

Bol.  How  canst  tliou  assist  me  ? 

Bonatn*   Altlio*  my  outside  promise  not^  liiy 
brain 
Is  better  furnished :  I  ha'  gained  by  study 
A  secret,  will  advance  the  work  you  labour  with ; 
ril  teach  you,  sir,  to  go  invisible 

RoL  How  ?  th'  hast  no  cloven  foot:  I  scent  brim- 
stone, and  thou  be*st  a  devil,  tell  me. 

Bonam,  I  trifle  not ;  I  am  a  man,  whose  fame 
Siiall  out-live  time,  in  teaching  you  this  mystery, 

For  which  I  must  exffect  reward you  are, 

(Loud  noise  proclaims  it)  able,  and  can  pay  me 
Out  of  the  Duke's  exchequer,  being  yourself 
His  >^alking  treasury. 

Rol.  You'll  teach  me  to  go  invisible,  you  say? 

Bonam,  I  can,  amd  with  your  safety ;  for  I  deal 
not 
With  magic  to  betray  yon  to  a  faith 
Black  and  satanicnl ;  I  abhor  the  deviL 

RoL  Very  like  so. 

B&nam,  Which' some  have  conjured  inta  a  ring 
To  e£fect  the  wonder ;  I  admit  of  no 
Suflfumiigation,  incense  offered  to 
InferfiaT  spirits ;  but  by  art,  whose  rules 
Are  lawful  artd  demonstrative—— 

BoL  Yoa  think  I  admire  you  all  this  whil^— 
harkce,  when  did  you  eat  ?  or  do  you  hope  again, 
that  you  are  put  to  this  pitiful  and  desperate  eli- 
gcntf  I  see  vou,  my  would-be-invisible,  fmeknatc ! 

Bonam.  b*ye  mock  me,  sir  ? 

Rol,  V\\  tell  you  a  better  project,  wherein  no 
courtier  has  prefooled  you.  Stick  your  skin  with 
feathers,  and  draw  the  rabble  of  the  city  tor  pence 
a-picce  to  see  a  monstrous  bird  brought  from  Pe- 
ru ;  baboons  have  passed  for  men  already,  been 
taken  for  usurers,  i'their  furred  gowos  and  night- 


caps :  keep  a  fcol  in  play,  to  tell  the  multitude  nf 
a  gentle  faith,  that  you  were  caught  io  a  wildsr- 
ness^  and  thou  may'st  be  taken  for  some  far* 
country  howlet  * 

Bonam,  Do  you  despise  my  art? 

R^L  Art !  but  such  another  word,  and  I  shall 
mar  the  whole  expectation  of  your  invisible  traf- 
fic :  in  to  your  nest,  and  leave  me :  distinguish 
men  l>efore  you  practise  on  ^em;  ^tis  wholesome 
caution. 

Bonam,  4.  leave  yoo  to  the  misery  of  your  un- 
belief. When  you  hear  of  me  hereafter,  you  will 
curse  your  fortune  to  hate  thus  neglected  me. 
Fare  you  well,  sir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Perenott6,  with  three  or  four  of  the 

Guard* 

RdL  This  is  Perenotto,  captain  of  the  guard. 
Peren,  Not  yet  attemped  you  ? 

1  Guard.  We  have  not  seen  bim,  my  lord, 
Peren,  He's  here. 

2  Guard.  Is  that  he  that  has  gold  enoaghf 
would  I  had  some  of  his  yellow-hamnoers. 

Rol,  D'ye  hear  f you  are  one  of  the  list 

I  Guard.  A  poor  halbert  man,  «r. 

BoL  Poor!  hold  thee,  there's  gold  fortkee: 
— 'thou  wo't  be  honest  now  ? 

1  Guard,  O  yea,  sir. 

Rol.  Not  a  penny ;  and  thou  hadst  not  been  a  fool, 
thou  wouldst  ha'  been  a  knave,  and  so  thof 
roight'st  have  got  by  me:  yet  by  those  scurry 
legs  there's  some  hope  tliou'lt  be  converted ;  at  all 
adventures  take  it. 

1  Guard*  I  will  be  what  you  please,  sir. 

Rol.  Tell  me  what  condition  is  that  signiorof; 
ii  he  rich  ? 

1  Guard,  He  loves  money. 

BoL  Come,  shalt  be  my  penuoner — here'i 
more  gold  for  thee ;  and  will  he  take  a  bribe? 

1  Guard.  D'ye  make  questicm  of  that,  sir  ?  be 
bought  his  office,  and  therefore  may  sell  his  con- 
science ;  he  has  sold  two  hundred  one's  twice 
ovd^:  he  was  brought  up  at  court,  and  koowi 
wluit  belotigs  to  bis  place,  I  warrant  you. 

RoL  Good. 

1  Guard,  Am  I  not  a  kfiate,  now,  sir? 

JttoL  I  like  thee. 

1  Guard.  To  your  cost : — I  hope  yoo  wo'oisc 
tell  him  what  I  say;  but  if  you  do,  and  hednocf 
to  turn  me  oat  of  my  office,  your  gold  is  restorative. 

Feriu.  To  your  stations,  and  be  circumspect. 

[Exit  GuqtI 

RoL  Noble  sir,  yoa  are  the  only  inan  I  have 
ambition  to  honour. 

Peren,    I  should  be  proud  to  merit  such  t 
phrase. 


^■^ 
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n  yoar  power  to  oblige  tay  soul— 

re  private, 

of  the  wind,  least  it  convey 

)  far.     This  morn  I  had  some  traf- 

iler;  and,  if  my  judgment  err  not^ 

imished  me. 

^ur  lordship  to*this  diamond  f 

s  a  glorious  one. 

it  not  spatUe  mrist  divinely,  signtor? 

ise  stuck  in  a  lady*s  forehead, 

a  t*ersian  staler  in  his  faith, 
re  adoration  to  this  light 
Bun-bearo.    I  ha*  fellows  to  'em, 
ightooes. 

is  box  is  studded  like  a  frosty  night 
h  stars. 

have  outbid  their  value;  moke  me  a 
ner 

tljem  for  your  commands. 
)w,sir? 
erioss* 

lever  shall  deserve  this  bounty :  if 
Be  out  some  service  to  begin  my  gra- 
ide— 

have  a  noble  soid^ 
1  how  to  merit  more, 
un  covetuue  of  such  n  knowledge. 
B  but  my  path  a  smuoth  one  to  the 
ijcest— — 
ott  know  my  undertaking. 

I  should  be  a  traitor  ? 
ines  oot  near  the  question  of  a  life; 
ible  you  to  buy  another  dukedom, 
ie. 

J^oogh  'twere  necessary  in  the  affiurs 
consequence  to  deliberate, 
once  rU  be  ^»  brief  as  you  ; 

. 

I 

• 

I  mdeed,  sijtnior,  you  shall  pardon  me 
and  I'll  keep  your  jewels  too, 
gifts :  hereafter  you  will  know  me. 
well,  sir.  [EjU, 

I  not  told  this  officer  was  corrupt  f 
to  believe  the  mirncle, 
but  jest  with  me,  ha  ? 

oRELLo,  DoxooLOi  audGvLVTrt. 

le  guard  will  accept  no  money. 

At  aoage  do  we  live  in,  when  officers 

bribes! 

1  the  golden  one. 

re^s  RoUiardo. 

juite  lost 

( he. 

he  keeps  my  jewels;  there  may  be 

>pe: 

iaio;  'tu  but  his  modesty 

»  seem  easy;  he  must  be  courted. 

ke  virgins,  first  sliould  give  denial, 

Hid  opportuuity  make  the  trial.— 

Uants. 


MareL  And  you  go  there  too,  stive  ^urself, 
you  are  in  a  worse  pickle  than  we  are. 

Dond,  And  how  is't  w'  ye,  signior? 

Orut  Do  you  thrive  in  your  hopes  ? 

RoL  I  do  not  despair,  gentlemen ;  you  see  I 
do  not  wear  my  hat  in  my  eyes,  crucify  my  anns, 
or  intreat  your  lordship's  braiu  to  melt  in  a  peti- 
tion for  me. 

MareL  I  did  but  jest,  I  kno^  you  hare  n  way 
to  tlie  wood  in  your  pericranium,  what  is't?  «ro 
are  honest,  simple-miudcd  lords* 

Rol,  I  think  so. 

Grut.  Nay,  nay,  impart. 

Dond,  We  tell  no  tales. 

JMoreL  Wou'd  we  were  whip'd  an'  we  do. 

Rot,  Why,  shall  I  tell  tou ?— Vou  are  ibroe— -*« 

Morel.  Very  secret — — 

RoL  Coxcombs. 

All  three.  How  f 

RoL  A  miserable  leash  of  court  mimics. 

MoreL  Mimicii !  whnt's  that? 

RoL  You  perfumed  pats  ! 

MoreL  Oh,  is  that  it  ?  I  never  heard  what  a 
mimic  was  before. 

RoL  D*ye  think  I  am  so  wretched,  in  a  pninC 
that  concerns  my  life  and  honour,  to  trust  mj 
ways  and  purposes  to  you  that  have  no  souls? 

Dond.  cio  souhl 

MoreL  Pence,  how  comes  he  to  know  that  ? 

Grui.  Why,  hast  thou  none  ? 

MoreL  'Fwas  more  thau  ever  I  could  see  ia 
myself  yet. 

RoL  Things  that  have  forfeited  Uicir  creation; 
and,  bad  not  your  tailors  took  compassion  on  you, 
you  had  died  to  all  men's  thoughts,  who  long  smoo 
wou'd  have  forgotten  that  ever  tlicre  were  such 
things  in  nature. 

Dond,  Shall  we  suffer  this? 

RoL  Ves,  nnit  make  legs,  in  token  of  your 
thankfulness.  If  I  were  at  leisure,  I  would  make 
you  shew  tricks  now. 

MoreL  Do  I- look  like  a  jackanapes? 

RoL  But  I  wo'not. 

MoreL  It  were  not  your  best  course. 

RoL  How? 

MoreL  Alas,  sir,  I  should  but  shame  myself, 
and  be  laugh'd  at  'fore  all  this  company. 

Roi,  When  you  see  me  next,  avoid  me  as  yoti 
would  do  your  poor  kindred  when  they  come  to 
ctmrt.  Get  you  home,  say  your  prayers,  and  woti- 
der  that  ^nu  come  oS  without  beating,  for  'tis  one 
of  mv  miracles.  [  Exit, 

MoreL  Hacf  we  not  better  a'  gone  to  tavern,  a^ 
I  plotted  at  first?  he  could  not  have  been  more 
valiant  in  his  drink.     . 

Grut,  I'm  glad  he*s  gone. 

Dond.  I  know  not  what  to  make  on  him. 

MoreL  Make  on  him,  quotha  !  lie  made  little 
reckoning  of  0%  and  he  bad  not  gone  as  he  did,  I 
^ould  ha'  made 

Dond   What? 

Afore/.  Urine  in  my  breeches — he  squeezed  we, 
1  thiuk  I  was  ready  to  melt  o*  both  sides. 
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Grut,  But  Iiarkee  ybu,  signiory  we  forget  the 
ladies  still. 

MnreL  Well  remembered. 

DontL'  Let's  consult  to  purpose  about  that — 
-  «ball  we  ?  . 

MoreL  No,  ever}'  one  think  what  he  can  by  him- 
.  self,  my  thouu;ht8  sliall  \te  private,  and  not  free  at 
this  time  ;  every  ore  scratch  his  own  head. 

Gmt.  And  he  that  i;ets  the  first  hint,  commu- 
nicate— 

Dond,  A  match. 

MereL  Let  me  see— hum, 

Dond*  \V  hat  if  I  did — nothing,  my  brains  are 
dull. 

Grut,  Ten  to  one,  but  if  I  did — let  it  alone,  a 
pox  oa*t ;  I  wf  re  best  dnuk  some  sack,  they  say 
It  helps  invention. 

AioreL  O  rare ! 

Both.  Rub,  rub,  out  with  it. 

Morel.  No,  'tis  gone  back  again,  I  drank  but- 
ter'd  sack  this  morning,  and  it  slipt  back  when 
^was  almost  at  my  tongue^s  end — but  it  was  a  de- 
,Iicate  project,  whatsoever  it  was. 

Grut.  Recover  it  uith  thy  finger.^ 

Dond.  Follow  it,  Morelio. 

MoreL  Now,  now,  now,  let  me  alone — make 
ao  noise,  'tis  coming  again ;  I  ha*ty  I  ha't — 

Dond,  Hold  it  fast  now. 

.Grut,  Lose  it  not,  thou  art  great  with  wit;  let 
us  deliver  thee.    What  is't  ?  > 

MoreL  Some  wiser  than  some —  , 

[They  follow  him  vp  and  down  for  discovery . 

Do/i(^  VN^ilt  not  tell  us? 

Grut.  Didst  not  promise } 

MoreL  No  haste — as  occasion  serves — it  cost 
more  than  so,  yet  you  may  know't. 

Dond.  Well  said. 

MoreL  Hereafter,  but  not  now.  Away,  do  not 
tempt  me,  I  will  eat  the  sweat  of  my  own  brain. 
O  rare !  never  was  such  a  strain  of  wit  invented. 
D*ye  hear,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  command  me 
any  service  to  the  ladies,  I  do  purpose  to  visit 
them — with  a  quirk — hey. 

Grut.  How? 

MoreL  Marrv  do  I. 

Dond.  Nay,  iMorello. 

MoreL  Gentlemen,  as  T  told  you,  if  you  have 
any  thing  to  the  ladies,  before  I  go,  I  am  the 
messenger.  There  is  a  crochet,  and  so  forth — a 
carwhichet  is  found  out — your  cars — I  will  do 
such  a  stratagem  as  never  the  like  was  heard  of 
in  the  world.    Oh  rare !  [Ejit. 

Dond.  He's  mad. 

Grut.  So  am  1,  that  he  is  so  reserved. 
Whatshall'sdo? 


Enter  Bokahico. 

Bonnm,  Save  you,  si^soiors.  Pray  whereabouts 
is  the  sign  of  the  invisible  man  ? 

Dond.  and  Grut.  The  invisible  man  ! 

Bonam.  Cry  ye  mercy,  now  1  see  it.      [Bik, 

Dond.  See*t !  he  docs  more  than  we  can.  The 
gentlem.in*s  mistaken;  here's  no  such  sign.  Yet 
he  went  in  there. 

Grut.  He  has  better  eyes  than  we  to  distin- 
guish it. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  This,  ay,  this  is  it. 

Dond,  What  is  it,  pray  ? 

Ser.  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Grut.  In  courtesy  we  ask. 

Ser.  Then,  by  the  sign,  thin  is  the  house  whi- 
ther I  am  going  to  enquire  for  a  gentiemaa  that 
teaches  men  to  walk  invisible.    ' 

Grut.  That  would  be  seen.    This  is  news. 

Ser.  News !  either  you  have  slept  long,  or  joq 
are  gentlemen  of  very  small  intelligence.  Ext- 
mine  the  next  paper  you  see  advanced,  and  in- 
form yourselves.    Farewell,  gallants.         [Exk, 

Dond.  He's  entered  tliere  too. 

Grut,  Teach  men  to  walk  invisible !  a  rerj 
fine  trade. 

Dtmd.  Would  'twere  true ;  we  should  desire  oo 
other  device  to  get  in  to  tlie  ladies. 

Re-enter  Bonam  ico  and  Servant  to  the  Ewm, 

Grut.  'TIS  impossible— See,  see,  more  geotle- 
men !  Pr'ythee  let's  to  him ;  this  will  be  a  trid 
worth  our  learning. 

Dond.  Stay,  we  are  not  acxiuainted,  let's  koocfc 
first. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Your  pleasures,  gentlemen  ? 

Dond.  Pray,  sir,  what  sign  is  this? 

Ser.  The  invisible  man,  sir. 

Grut.  Man  !  I  see  no  man. 

Dond.  Here's  nothing  but  a  cloud. 

Ser.  Right,  sir,  and  he'tf  behind  it ;  the  moo** 
invisible. 

Dond.  Pretty  faith ;  it  may  be  the  man  flhe 
moon  for  au^ht  we  know. 

Srr.  Would  yc  any  thing  with  my  ma«tcr? 

Grut,  He  does  teach  to  w*alk  invisible,  thej 
say. 

Ser.  He  is  the  only  professor  of  the  miraculom 
invirsthle  art. 

Doud.  May  we  change  a  little  discourse  vith 
him? 

Ser,  There  are  some  gentlemen  with  him;  but 


7  Recover  it  with  thgJin^er^U  e,  make  yonrMlf  sick^  by  putting  your  fngtr  down  yoar  throat,  aod  9 
bi  ing  it  up  agaio.    b. 
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I  am  prevented,  he's  coming  forth 

Enter  BnsAidico, 

;nior  Altomaro,  I  take  it. 

Fis  my  name,  sir,  a  poor  artist,  not 

•sc  |)arts  of  Italy. 

iJ  vou  were  not  too  busy,  sir, — 

'lease  you  walk  in.   I  am  now  alone; 

s  will  grace  my  poor  habitation. 

*c  saw  four  or  five  enter  but  now. 

[  ha'  dispatched  'em,  they  are  fresh 

' hich  way  ? 

•re's  not  a  man.   Are  thcv  not  sunk  } 

>ut  here  ? 

Jpon  my  credit,  sir,  no  other  way, 

en  they  went  invisihie. 

ighi,  'ir,  they  en  me  hither  to  that  pur- 

cicsigns  required  haste. 

lis  man  can.dt»*t,  I  see  already. 

r,  if  you  can  assure  us  this  invisible 

•  we  are  nut  so  i<:narant  as  we  seem, 

en  the  play  of  the  Inviisiblc  Kiii<;ht, 

riiat  of  the  Ring  too,*  ha*  ye  not  ? 

he  one  was  mai;ic,  ant  I  t'ntlier  an  im- 
lat  I  do  is  bv  art,  fair  and  natur.nl. 
drbf,  and  fear  arresliui;.^  you  sliall 
loney  in  protections  come  up  to  the 
rjeant,  uay,  walk  by  a  shoal  uf  thc>e 
rse-leaches,  and  be  mace-proof.*^  If 
minr!  to  rail  at  'em,  or  kick  some  o* 
li'sh  out,  they  sha'not  say  black's  your 
kith  all  their  lynx's  eyes  discover  you. 
see,  when  I  he  mercer's  abroad,  how 
rs  the  merchant  at  home  with  his  mis- 
rm,  and  deals  underhand  for  commo- 
yourself  talk  with  a  lady  in  secret, 
lay  with  her,  ravish  a  diamond  from 
ind  bind  her  soft  wrist  with  a  brace- 
r  abroad,  at  home,  before  her  ser- 
re  presence  of  her  jealous  husband, 
icr  up,  when  the  tame  lord  is  a-bed 
id  to  his  eyes  be  undiscovered  as  the 
r  ?  Do  you  sTispect  your  mistress  plays 
ould  you  hear  hoi^  she  entertains 
?,  and  know  what  she  does  i'the  clo- 
smooth  page.^  Would  you  be  present 


at  secret  counsels,  betray  letters,  see  how  such  a 
lord  paints  his  thighs,  this  perfume  his  breath, 
t'other  marshal  his  fine  Frttnch  teeth,  see  thi« 
statesman's  eyes  put  out  with  a  bribe,  how  that 
officer  cozens  the  duke,  and  his  secretary  abiiset 
*em  both,  this  lawyer  take  fees  o'  both  sides, 
while  the  judjre  examines  the  fertility  and  price 
of  the  manor  before  the  witnesses,  and  then  de-* 
crees  who  shall  have  the  land }  Would  you  sec 
Justice  employ  her  scales  to  weigh  lipht  gold, 
that  comes  in  lor  fees  or  corruption,  and  flounsh 
with  her  sword,  like  a  fencer,  to  make  more  room 
for  causes  i'the  court— 

DoncL  All  this  and  more  may  be  done,  if  we 
can  but  ^o  invisible;  but  how  can  you  assure  us 
o(  that?  I  would  iain  sec  any  roau  go  iuvisibJo 
once. 

Bonam.  See  him,  sir  ? 

GruC.  Video  pro  intelUgo^  t  mean,  sir: 

Boiiam.  Nay, sir, you  need  not disiins^uisn,  for  tt 
is  possible  to  sec  a  man  invisible.  Observe  me, 
you  see  me  now  perfectly  in  every  port,  if  I  should 
walk  before  you  without  a  body — 

Grut.  IIow  ? 

Bonam,  My  head  only  visible,  and  hanging  ia 
the  air  like  a  comet. 

Dond.  That  were-  a  strange  sight 

Bonam.  Sometimes  nothing  shall  be  seen  but 
my  arm ;  another  while  one  of  my  legs,  hopping 
without  a  body. 

Grut.  This  is  admirable. 

Bonam.  When  1  please,  1  will  have  nothin*; 
conspicuous  but  my  hand,  nay,  perhaps  my  little 
fmi^er. 

Dond.  Do  not  you  conjure  then? 

Glut,  Come,  you  will  cast  a  mist  before  our 
eyes. 

Bonam.  Tis  a  mystery  indeed,  but  a  safe  one, 


signiors. 


Dond.  Why,  look  you,  sir,  if  you  will  be  plea- 
sed that  we  may  see  yuu  first  walk  invisible,  we 
shall  not  only  credit  your  art,  but,  at  any  rate,  be 
iimbitiuus  to  be  your  disciples. 

Bonam.  Why,  gentlemen,  vou  speak  but  justice, 
you  shall  have  experiment.  1  will  be  invisible  first, 
but  at  t'other  in  this  kind,  I  will  not  demonstrate 
without  half  in  hand.  Let  me  have  fifty  crowns 
apiece;  I'll  point  you  a  day  when  I  will  be  invi- 
sible. 

Grut.  Can  you  not  do  it  presently  I 


the  Ring  tro — This  is  the  comedy  of  The  J\bo  merrif  MUkmaid$f  or,  The  best  IVordi  weare  th^ 

yJ.C.Ifi'jfO. 

»a/— Bruinwomi,  in  Every  Man  in  hh  Hnmour^  when  in  the  disgqise  of  a  Serjeant,  or  baililT, 

td  of  little  kings  we  are,  beariug  the  diminutive  of  a  macf,  made  like  a  young  artichoke,  tbat 

es  pepper  and  salt  in  itself.*' 

ymtrcyc — The  iame  phrase  ts  in  Stubbs's  Jnatomie  nf  Abuses y  1.5(15,  p.  65, — "  Then  having 

leinselvcs  ihas  for  a  small  space,  they  rctume  againe,  not  to  their  pristine  cursed  life,  ( 1  dare 

their  countrey,  and  then  no  man  say  blacke  is  their  eiV,  Init  all  ii  wel,  and  they  as  good 

s  those  that  suffer  them  unpaniftlMd.**  The  expresfion  Is  efep  yet  to  Im  heard  ^moj^  the  vul- 
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Bontim,  I  can  be  invisible  in  a  twinkling;  bat 
wbat  assurance  can  you  have,  that  I  am  here  at 
*ke  same  instant,  when  you  itee  no  part  of  oie?  I 
nay  deceive  you. 

bond.  He  says  true. 

Bonam,  i  do  purpose  therefore  to  give  you  rea- 
lity and  proof;  for  I  will  walk  invisible,  all  but — 
ny  hand. 

Both.  Your  hand? 

Banam.  Ouly  my  liand ;  you  shall  touch  it,  sec 
every  line  in  it,  and  the  rest  of  roy  body  be  to  you 
invisible.  This  will  require  a  little'  time  for  pre- 
paration ;  ,  and  when,  with  the  consent  of  your 
eyes  and  undarstaudings,  I  keep  my  promise  in 
this  point,  you  will  think  your  money  is  well  ex- 
poinded  to  \>e  taught  the  mystery. 

Dond.  Thin  is  very  fair. 

Grut,  The  crowns  are  ready,  sir. 

J}oiuL  £ipect  them  within  thi»  hour. 

Enter  RoLLtARDO. 

"Bonam,  At  your  own  pleasures. — Ha,  Kolliar- 
do  f  I  must  not  be  seen,  gentlemen. 

Both,  Farewell,  incompurahle  signior — what 
Iqck  had  we  to  light  upon  this  artist !  he  shall  not 
poblish  it ;  we'll  buy  the  whnle  secret  at  any  va- 
fuc,  and  then  get  him  remove  into  some  other 
province. — Who  is  this  ? 

^ol.  Am  not  1  mad  ? — sure  I  am,  though  I  do 
not  know  it ;  and  all  the  world  is  hut  a  Biedlam, 
a  house  of  correction,  to  whip  us  into  our  senses. 
J  have  known  the  time  when  jewels  and  gold  had 
igme  virtne  in  them ;  the  generation  of  men  now 
are  not  suhject  to  corruption.  Deooocritus,  the 
i»orl(l  is  reiincd. 

J)ond.  It  is  RoIIiardo;  ho  looks  melancholy, 
let  us  have  a  fling  at  him. — Give  you  joy  of  the 
l^reat  lady,  sir :  which  is  the  next  way  to  the 
moon,  pray  ? 

BoL  Bolt  upright,  musk-cat;  and  if  you  make 
baste,  you  may  be  one  of  her  palvcs :  next  time 
s!^  appears,  you  shall  see  her  beckon  to  you, 
with  a  pair  of  horns,  just  of  the  size  of  those  are 
prenaring  for  your  /orehead,  my  precioMs  ani- 
mal. 

Dond.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  the  fellow's  mad. 

Grut.  Can  you  tell,  sir,  what  became  of  all  the 
•wallows,  cuckoos,  and  small  birds,  we  bad  here 
last  summer  ? 

RoL  Marey,  sir,  they  went  to  sea,  to  %void  (he 
cranes,  and  there  have  been  mustering  ever  since; 
but  fur  want  of  a  woodcock  they  have  left  behind 
them,  they  dare  not  venture  upon  the  pygmies : 
you  may  do  well  to  overtake  the  buzzard,  and  re- 
licre  the  army,  sir. 

Griff.  Ha.'ha,  ha  !  [Exit, 

RoL  I  shall  be  grinned  to  death,  as  I  walk  the 
streets :  it  is  no  policy  to  be  dull  and  modest. — 
But  let  me  tee«  wliich  way  tp  pompass  my  work, 
and  put  myself  out  of  tiie  common  laughter;  the 
very  children  will  jeer  me  shortly  1  think,  and 
point  mc  put  vi'iih  stoueS|  the  precious  underta- 


\xt,    I  might  have  more  wit,  than  to  mn  myielf 
into  this  calamity. — Whom  have  we  next  ? 

Enter  the  Duke,  Ambaaador,  Fitlvio,  Doxdo- 
Lo,  Grctti,  Attendunttf  Courtien. 

The  duke  ?  what  stranger's  that  ?  I  must  not  seem 
dejected. 

Amhoi,  Is  this  he,  vour  highness  discoursed  off 

Duke,T\\\ii  is  the  piece  mi|de  up  of  all  perfonih 
ance. 
The  man  of  any  thing  without  exception : 
Give  him  but  gold,  kings  daughters  and  their  hein^ 
Though  lockt  in  towers  of  brass,  are  not  safe  fm 

him.  • 

Nay,  though  J  play  the  chemist  with  my  trusl^ 
An(l  from  a  million  of  sure  confidences 
I  draw  the  spirit  of  honesiy  into  a  few> 
He  can  corrupt  them. 

BjoL  You  are  my  prince,  great  sir,  nod  yon  IisTt 
spoke 
Not  much  unlike  a  brave  one. 

Dond,  Hell  jeer  the  duke  t<^o. 

RoL  If  my  head 
Come  to  be  paid  to  yoti  before  son-set, 
That  day  when  it  is  forfeit,  I  have  cleared  with  joo, 
And  shall  depart  ot^t  of  your  r^jal  debt ; 
There's  all  you  can  demand ;  a  good  sharp  sword 
Will  make  au  even  reck*ning. 

Amhm^  He  seems  poii6dent; 

1  Court,  With  your  grace's  Iprnft^  let  me  com 
to  fiim. 

Rot  Now  a  fierce  dog. 

1  Court,  What  caqie  into  thy  mind,  thoa 
daring  madi|UKi?  fool  is  a  word  of  favour  (s 
thee     '  ■ 

RuL  So,  sir. 

1  Court.  To  nndcrtake  suph  an  impossibli 
task  f 

RqL  Mushroom — I'll  cast  ^way  m  few  wonboi 
thee: 
Had  I  another  life,  I*d  undertake  yet. 
Though  I  be  low  in  all  »pinion. 
To  veMture  it,  with  the  riches  1  have  spread 
To  corrupt  others,  to  make  thee  ipy  parasite; 
I  woqid  engage  my  life  to  wear  no  steps 
To  thy  white  daughter:  thou  an^  thj^  grave  matron 
Most  humbly  should  present  her,  when  I  wsi 

pleased  too. 
For  fear  I  should  refuse  the  sport  yoa  brought  mCi 

Duke,  I  never  knew  ipan  bear  h^s  scofo  so  higiv 
To  him  some  other. 

Grut,  Not  I,  sir,  yoq  shall  excuse  me,  'twas  die 
last  thing  I  did. 

S  Coiir^  In  the  position  general,  FlI  not  toacb 
him. 
For  money  niay  b^  said  to  purchase  all  tfatogs; 
But  to  aspire  to  my  gogd  sovereign's  daughter 
Of  blessed  memory 

RaU,  She's  04>t  dei|<L  I  hope. 

9  Court,  There  gold  and  trash  was  impodentlj 
inferred. 
And  'twi|s  a  ts^  too  i|^len(s  in  tbi^t  poi<|( 
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Van^pim  m  poMl  of  ^r  pft)dd  Mtk 

leased. 

bemrd  a  fMond  af  leah,"  a  Je«»'a  ^attand 


irely  noir  raaiainhcp>d  of  joar  lordBhip— 

^teafl6(i ! 

aad  eourtesy  of  opinion^ 

loj  men  nomlitj  of  birth^ 

er  durst  do  nobly,  nor  attempt 

p^  bat  fell  below  their  honour 

» in  chambers,  scarcely  air  tbemielvet 

horse-raoe,  or  i*the  park  with  poppets. 

whidi  Vm  your  laughter,  (I  spesJc  to 

tenng  tribe  of  courtiers,  to  you  glow* 

omiiy) 

ief  glory,  that,  perhaps,  beidg  spnmg 

mble  parentage,  dare  yet  attempt 

0  far  above  me,  that  sets  all 

doms  in  combustion.    You  may  think 
e  a  sorry  burgain  fur  my  Itle : 
leia  know,  in  aiming  at  her  onlr, 
ory  after  death  receives  more  honour 
yonr  marble  pinnacles  can  raise  you, 
ster  figures,  whiter  far 
r  yonr  souls  were ;  and  that  hoar  I  die, 
ire  look  upon  me  without  fainting 

1  much  iear,)  you  shall  see  death  so 
somedf— 

or  any  terror,— >yoa  shall  think  htm 
;  to  ti»6  my  apper  garment  off,** 

I  told  yoor  highness  how  yon  should  find 
im. 
.  A  brave  resolution ! 

Be  this  the  prologue  to  llit  mirth  ;  my 
*d 

to  entertain  you ;  set  on,  well  leave  him. 
la! 

served  you  noble,  and  not  apt 


To  throw  derision  on  me  Willi  tjiis  rest ; 

NVhich  does  encourage  ode  ta  ask  y#ii  a  qilfstioilff 

Fuh,  Name  it,  sir. 

RoL  Pray,  what  stranger's  that  walked  wkbth^ 
duke  ?  • 

JFVf/o,  'Tis  an  ambasstttlor  from  Ftorfaee,  air. 

KoL  An  ambassadur!  hii  design,  I  pr4y? 

Fuh,  To  treat  of  marriage  betwhtt  oiir  princess 
And  the  great  duke's  laot  dceirad  much  by  our 

master, 
Who  has  some  hope  'twill  be  atifoctH  too. 
H'  as  brought  rich  presents  to  her. 

RoL  This  is  aU? 

Fuh,  You  have  it  freely.  iP^* 

Rol.  YouVe  honoured  m^-— Married  to  Tatica- 
ny? — So,  if  my  tmbitioo  had  been  fortuonle^  I 
nu^  have  been  his  taaler ;  but  my  stary  want 
infloience,  they  are  too  dull,  and  weary  of  nj 
.  fate.~Rolliardo  then  must  forfeit :  why  thttt's  th# 
worst  oif  t;  I  wiH  make  a  gUNicuft  blase  in  death, 
and  while  I  live  make  the  duke^s  treasury  pay  for 
it :  tor  shall  he  aecascf  mm  I  eihaost  him  poorfy ; 
I'll  study  out  some  noble  way  to  build  me  a  r#» 
membrahce<= — Ua ! — a  ckorcb  or  college !  tedious, 
my  glass  has  but  few  sands  ;  I  must  do  somethittf 
I  may  Hve  to  finish : — 1  ha't ;  I  will  send  to  aU 
the  prisons  i'the  city,  and  pay  the  poor  mea't 
debts  for  them:  the  workl  waMs  such  t  prece- 
dent. I  ha'  money  enough :  since  I  fail  Hf  my 
other  ends,  I  will  do  some  good  deeds  before  X 
die,  so  shall  I  be  ssore  sune  of  prayers  than  if  I 
built  a  church ;  for  they  are  not  certain  to  oomi- 
nue  their  foundation.  Fate,  I  de^pigie  thee:  I 
sink  ander  no  cheap  andeonirfkion  aeticfti,  but  tell 
my  life  to  fame,  in  catching  my  death  by  so  brave' 
an  aspiring. 

If  I  obtain  a  monumcat,  be  this  aU 

Writ  an  mygw«;  This  mm  climbed  kigh  UfdL 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  L 
•     Enter  Guard. 

ird.  Come,  gentlemen^  we  must  watch 
none  run  away  with  the  princess. 
rd.  He  must  have  an  excellent  stomach, 
k  break  these  stone-walls  Ut  oome  to 


3  Guard,  Beside  this  moveable  ««tt<af  fieah^ 
which  we  carry. 

%  Guard.  One  makes  l^warda  utiF'-Tis  alaiiljr. 

Enter  MoailLo,  Ufte  a  Ladb^. 

3forfl.  So,  tfow  am  I  as  valiant  as  Hercules  when 
he  turned  spiUMer.  Great  Jupiter,  tbe  patron  of 
*sonpe8^  assist  my  petticoat^  aod  at  my  return  I 
will  sacrifice  my  linen-breeobes  to  thee.— Here  bn 
the  oaen,  the  meai  t£  metal :— novt,  Venu%  1  be* 


anf  a  poumd  ofJImk^'itC'^B^  The  Mtrehant  of  Venice* 

iiaae  l«falv  ay  upper  gaimem*j|Bi^lf  the  uqjostceasure,  whlcli  Drydea  had  passed  on  oar  au* 
not  preclude  every  idea  of  bis  having  read  the  works  of  tbe  latter,  the  sameness  of  tbe  words  here 
h  those  pot  hito  the  month  of  Cmon  in  (Edipui,  A.  ^%  would  tesBpt  one  to  sappote,  that  Mr  Dry 
this  line  in  his  mhid,  when  he  wrote  Creon's  description  of  conscience : 

**  'Tb  mp  sUate^  my  drudge,  my  sqpple  glove, 

JN^  upper  ganneniy  to  put  anfAtow  eiff, 

As  I  think  best :  'Tis  my  obedient  conscience.'* 

fit  and  third  acts  of  (Edipus  were  written  bj  Mr  Dryden.    See  Defence  of  the  Duke  of  Quito. 

I.  So 
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teedk  tbee^  an'  they  be  men,  they  will  let  a  lady 
enter  withoat  many  questions. 

1  Ouard.  Safe  you,  sweet  lady ;  your  afiairs 
thb  way  ? 

Morel  I  go  bat  in  to  the  princess. 

1  Guard,  Frond  whom  ? 

JdareL  From  the  duke^s  grace. 

1  Guard.  What  may  be  your  ladyshif/sname? 

Morel  I  never  thooght  to  give  myself  a  name.— 
my  name  is  madam — um.  My  name  is  something 
an  odd  name;  but— I  do  not  stand  upon't-^my 
name  is  Thorn. 

1  Guard,  Indeed,  Madam  Thorn,  if  his  grace 
hath  sent  you  to  such  a  purpdse^  you  must  shew 
something  for  aixt  discharge. 

Morel.  Why,  hark'e  ^ou,  it  wtis  but  forgotten  d( 
the  duke  to  send  his  signet ; — but  I  have  brought 
some  of  his  higness's  deputies  with  me :  I  hope 
that  will  satisfy. 

[Am  he  iaket  out  money ^  ditcovert  breeches, 

S  Guard,  By  this  gold,  breeches  I 

S  Guard,  No,  they  are  but  silk — here  will  be; 
sport ;  I  have  a  hint  ah'eady. 

1  Guard,  Say  yon  so?  Tis  very  well-— Dot, 
madam,  we  are  many,  and  we  would  be  loth  to 
venture;  deal  ingeniously,'^*  sweet  htdy;  have 
yoB  n<)  more  gold  in  your  breeches? 

MoreL  Not  a  doit,  as  I  am  virtuous  and  sinfuK 

1  Guard,  Pass^but,  d7e  hear,  an'  you  should 
not  be  secret  now  ? 

MoreL  As  !  am  a  gentleman—— 

d  Guard,  A  gentleman  ?  do'st  hear  him  ?  Til 
put  him  to't 

MoreL  1  have  left  some  erowns  with  your  feK 
low. 

£  Guard,  Tush,  that  wo*not  satisfy  me^ 

MoreL  Indeed,  I  ba*  no  more  money. 

f  Guard,  You  have  commodity :  hang  (his 
tnmsilory  gold — give  me — what's  this? 

Morel  Nothing  but  a  wart  o*  my  little  finger. 

9  Guard,  A  wart !  let  me  see't. 

[PuUt  ogThis  globe, 

MoreL  ^Ilft  a  diamond ;  'twas  my  mother's  lega^ 
cy — Ar  else — 

2  Guard,  Is  it  your  will  I  should  have  it  ? 
MoreL  It  was  my  mother'tf  will  I  should  Wear 

it :  her  ghost  will  haunt  me,  an'  I  should  give  it 
away 

S  Guard,  You  know  the  way  back,  lady. 

MoreL  You  will  give  me  my  gold  again  ? 

1  Guard,  Not  a  doit,  as  I  am  virtuous  and 
sinful.  Stand  with  him  for  a  toy,  and  know 
you've  no  warrant  from  the  duke  r— Tis  in  our 
power. 

MoreL  D'ye  hear,  sir,  an'  it  were  a  diamond  of 
gold  you  should  havejt. 

2  Guard,  Lady,  I  kiss  youl*  hand:  *  ■ 


MoreL  YouVe  kissed  the  ring  off  my  finger,  Fii 
sure. 

1  Guard,  Use  your  fortune ;  pass. 

MoreL  If  I  get  Ui  the  ladies,  somebody  sbiU 
pay  for  this  r  that's  my  comfort. 

3  Guard,  Can  you  wrestle,  madam? 

[Take*  him  by  the  ihouUer, 

MoreL  Ah— wrestle,  sir,  lachey  do  not  use  ta 
wrestle. 

S  Guard,  lliey  are  thrown  down  with  their 
good- wills  then.  '  Come,  you  and  I  will  have  a 
bout;  I  must  hug  your  Kttle  body. 

1  Guard,  Humour  him,  and  you're  past  dsA' 
ger. 

MoreL  Would  you  ha'  me  tear  my  clothes  ? 

1  Guard.  I'll  persuade  him. 

S  Guard,  To  tell  you  true,  madam,  this-  feU 
low  is  an  abominable  lecher ;  there  is  no  'st^itf 
him  without  a  fall ;  a  very  satyr ;  he  leaps  all 
comes  near  him :  if  your  ladyship's  modesty  caff 
dispense  with  a  private  favour — yim  understsud; 
for  our  parts^  we  are  satisfied  otherwise,  and  our 
lips  are  sewed  op.  Take  Itiin  a  one  side,  andiee 
how  you  can  mollify  him;  he's  a  cock  o'  the 
game,  and  will  tread  you  an*  you  were  ten  thorns. 

MoreL  Mollify  htm!  Dotli  he  use  ladies  ao? 
He  will  mollify  me  ? 

9  puard  An'  you  were  his  sister,  all's  one  ts 
him ;  che  devil  is  not  more  hot  and  robusiioii% 
where  he  finds  opposition  to  the  sport ;  tberelore 
the  duke  made  choice  of  him,  as  suspecting  vmt 
lord  might  come  disguised  o'  this  faUiion,  to  pre- 
vent dishonour  to  the  princess  and  ladiesr-^M 
your  o#n  discretion. 

MoreL  What  will  become  of  me  ?  If  he  be  socb 
a  weneher,  he'll  ravish  me,  and  discover  all  What 
a  rascal  was  I  to  venture  thus  !  I'll  give  tbse  mjf 
fan  to  persuade  him-- help,  helpk 

3  Guard,  Nay  then. 

[He  throws  him  down,  onJ  ditcoven  kk 
breeches. 
Why,  how  now  ?  breeches ! 

t  Guard,  This  is  a  man. 

8  Guard,  Sure  'tis  a  woman. 

MoreL  To  tell  you  true,  gcfntlemen,  I  are  neJ» 
ther  a  man  nor  a  woman ;  I  assr  an  hermaphrtK 
dite. 

1  Guard.  How!  an  hermaphrodite?  wfast 
would  yott  do  among  the  ladies,  thtn  t 

2  Guard,  An  hermaphrodite ! 

3  Guard,  Let's  searcn  him. 
MoreL  Ah ! 

1  Guard.  Stay,  let's  be  advised ;  if  he  be 
such  a  monster,  our  best  way  if  to  carry  him  tt 
the  Duke. 

S  and  3  Guard.  Agreed. 

MtireL  I  shall  be  undofier«-D'  ye  iMar,  noMc 


'^«  /ii^eiitMafj^-lBgcalouily  and  iageonoiidy  are,  ia  our  •ncient  writei^,  wed,  WHhovt  the  least  distifc* 
ttoBi  for  each  other*  7 
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friends;  *tis  bat  a  follj  to  dissemble,  I  am  no 
such  thin^  1  am  no  hermaphrudite,  I  am  a  frieud 
of  yours. 

AIL  Of  oars? 

S  Guard,  Your  name,  I  beseech  too  ? 

MortL  I  did  but  jest  ali  this  while;  the  Duke 
himself  put  me  npoo'ty  to  see  whether  I  could 
cozen  you ;  my  name's  Morella 

1  Guard,  Signior  Morello  I  'tis  not  possible. 

MortU  As  I  am  virtuous,  I  am ;  I  am  no  her- 
maphrodite ;  no  matter  for  the  gold  or  diamonds, 
'tis  your  own.  TU  acquaint  his  Grace  how  care- 
ful i  found  you ;  and  if  he  does  not  reward  yon 
beside,  I'll  ^y  he's  the  poorest  duke  in  Christen- 
dom :  III  tell  him  presently. 

^  Guard,  Noble  ti^or,  well  wait  upon  you 
to  him. 

MortL  No,  no,  'lis  better  for  me  to  go  alone. 

1  Guard,  Your  pardon,  you  shall  tell  him  how 
careful  you  found  u> ;  we'll  relate  to  him  how 
canniRglT  you  carried  the  business. 

MareL  Nay,  d'ye  hear,  gentlemen— 

AIL  It  must  be  so,  sir ;  come,  sweet  eflkminate  ■ 
jignior.  [EstutU, 

Enter  FixLyio  and  Amhauador, 

Ambau  Y^ave  done  me  a  noble  office,  signior, 
in  this 
Bisoorery ;  where  now  lives  her  banished  lover? 

Futv.  My  kinsman  lives  in  Floreiice ;  but  two 
days  since 
I  received  letters  from  him. 

AmboM,  In  Florence  too  ? 

Fuh,  Sir,  you  may  censure  me; 
But  my  afiection  to  the  injured  lord. 
And  not  witbottC  respect  unto  the-  honour 
Of  your  master  too,  hath  been  the  cause  of 
My  free  language. 

Amhoi.  Trust  me,  signior. 
We  are  all  engaged  to  study  you  a  reoompence ; 
But  Mantna  was  unjust  to  banish  him. 
For  being  too  much  a  servant. 

Futv,  Sir,  when  princes  resolve  to  punish-— 

Ambas  Virtue  shall  be  treason. 
Twas  tyranny— why  now  is  she  thus  caj^ed  ? 

Fuh,  I  can  conjecture  nothing  but  his  jealousy, 
Which  will  be  ever  active.    By  that  love 
We  interchanged  at  Pisa,  when  we  grew 
Together  in  our  studies,  I  conjure 
Your  nobleness  to  silence. 

Ambas  You  will  dishonour  me  by  suspicion  :— 
I  am  charmed. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Domdolo,  and  Grutti. 

Peren,  My  honoured  lord ! 
Ambas.  Signior  Perenotto ! 
Fuh  My  gentle  sparks ! 
Dond.  and  Grut,  Your  servants. 


Fuh,  You  art  all  courtship. 

Peren,  Is  vour  lordship  for  this  wonder  ? 

Ambas,  What  wonder,  my  lord  ? 

Peren,  These  pair  of  gentlemen  have  discoursed 
me  into  admiration;  there's  one  has  undertaken 
to  go  invisible. 

Ambas,  Invisible! 

Peren,  This  hour  expected,  and  in  this  place. 

Fuh.  How? 

Dond,  With  a  trick  that  he  has. 

Fuh.  Do  you  believe  him,  gentlemen  ? 

Grut,  You  shall  see't. 

Ditnd,  We  were  heretics  in  that  point;  but 
our  understandings  are  convinced;  be  did  de- 
monstrate. 

Grut,  And,  because  you  shall  know  the  truth 
of  his  art,  he  will  be  invisible  all  but  his  hand : 
what  think  you  of  that  ?  the  rarest  fellow  in 
Christendom. 

Ambas,  Nothing  visible  but  his  hand  ? 

Dond,  As  sure  as  we  have  given  him  a  hundred 
crowufi  in  hand. 

Ambas,  Why  is  not  the  Duke  presented  with 
this  novelty  ? 

f)ond.  He's  travelling  to  the  emperor  first; 
only  as  he  goes,  for  our  sake,  he  will  shew  us  a 
%ary  of  his  art. 

Enter  RoLLiARoa 

Here's  RoUiardo;  he's  somewhat  costive  o* 
t'other  side,  wants  faith. 

RoL  Save  you,  nest  of  courtiers ;  smooth  face% 
rich  clothes,  and  sublime  compliments,  make  you 
amorous  in  sight  of  your  ladies.  Donzeil  del 
Pheboand  Rosicleer'%  are  you  there?  what  pes- 
tilent diseases  have  you  got,  that  you  wear  so 
much  musk  and  civet  about  you  ?  Oh  for  a  pnest 
of  Ci^pid  to  sacriBce  you  now !  how  your  breeches 
would  bum  like  incense,  and  your  hair,  disguised 
in  sweet  powder,  leave  yoiir  bodies  in  a  mist, 
while  your  bones  were  inwardly  consuming  with 
the  fire  of  dame  Venus's  altar ! 

Dond,  The  same  humourist  still. 

^oL  I  heard  say  we  shall  haye  strange  appari« 
tions  i'the  air,  and  yet  invisible  wonders;  a  hand 
mu^t  appear  as  fatal  to  some,  as  that  hung  o'er 
the  capitol ;  for  there  is  a  suspicion  some  purses 
wi|l  be  juggled  empty,  aud  as  silent  as  the  moon ; 
no  bright  Sol  appearing,  nor  a  piece  of  pale-faced 
silver  in  your  silKeii  hemispheres. 

Grut,  He  is  an  infidel. 

RoL  Right,  Jehochanan !  right,  my  precious 
Je>v  !  we  are  all  infidel  that  wo'not  believe  the 
court-catechism.  My  lord  ambassador,  you  are 
welcome  from  Florence:  does  the  great  duke 
pick  sallads  still  ?  I  mean  continue  his  assiae,  re* 
turn  into  his  excheouer,  once  in  seven  years,  the 
wealth  of  Tuscany  r  Vespasian  was  held  covetou 
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for  ordaining  vesMb  to  ficeivt  tbe  beaefidal 
pablic  janat ;  kmt  "d*  liMUi«ni«a  amofig  Christi- 
ans not  to  hold  iulm  oihr  htfi  ^  re  quaUM, 

jiOT98t«  xicrB  iniKi* 

Ript,  ^igDtor  P*reootto»  k  ha»  fmnled  «j  un- 
derstanding bow  you  can  subsist  at  court,  without 
making  use  of  tlie  common  skis,  llattery  and  oor- 
ruptkm ;  c^e  heod,  yeuVe  a  great  man,  and  *tis 
ominous  to  die  in  your  bed ;  a  sien  your  ohildfen 
are  like  to  inherit  but  weak  brums :  thou  mayst 
go  to  heairen,  but  thy  heir  had  rather  thou 
ahouldst  make  a  jopmev  to  Erebus  fbr  the  pro- 
teri>'s  sake,  **  Hap^  is  mat  son  whose  father  goes 
to  the  devil.'^'^Wby,  when  comes  out  my  don  In- 
visible ?  may  be  hers  here  already,  for  we  cannot 
5M  him.  WhUt  says  my  squirrel  ?  thou  lookest 
doll  atid  physical,  methinks :  the  crowns  will  re^ 
torn  again  intisibly,  neter  fear  it.  And  how  does 
sny  grave  gymnosophist,  whose  ambition  is  to  be 
registered  an  honest  lord,  though  thou  beest  bu- 
i\t6  li(k>n  alms,  carried  to  church  with  four 
torches,  and  have  an  inscription  on  thy  marble 
Irorse  than  the  ballad  of  the  detnl  and  the  baker, 
and  might  be  sung  to  as  vile  a  tune  too.— Oentle- 
iiien,  Fll  invile  ^  shortly  to  see  my  head  cut 
nff;  and  do  only  intt«at  you  would  not  laugh  at 
me  when  1  am  dead ;  *twill  shew  but  poony  in 
jrouy  and  I  shall  revenge  kwith  my  ghost  walk- 

I^h,  Slither  he  is  very  confident  to  atcbieve 
Ins  design,  or,  late  grown  deipemte,  he  tidks  so 
wildly. 

£nter  Servast. 

D<mtL  I  #onder  risnior  Alimnaro  forgets  us ! 
Now,  now  ye  shaU  bear:  this  is  bis  servant;  I 
know  be  is  not  far  oC  Where  is  thy  master? 

Serv.  He  b  invisible— this  letter  is  directed 
Iftymi. 

Tkt  Lefitt, 

That  you  may  perttSvt  t  itai  pMl^  with  ymtj 
I  am  now  intikSUe  att  %kt  my  hand,tmdAere 
II if;  yckm^nfUhtaaftfeadeveryUnef^J 
phj^Ktiedaponfherteeipi  efyoarcrmom,'-^ 

His  Hand. 
(kn.  Ay,  tkr,  kis  liil  oMm  hand,  I  can  assure 

Ornnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

JXmd.  He  does  not  metft  toaer^  ns  so?  thou 
doit  bot  ieat    Whefe  is  he  invisible  ? 

Serp.  Here,  I  think,  for  I  cannot  see  him ;  nor 
4o  I  know  when  I  shall,  or  where  be  wilt  be  vi- 
iible  again.  Upon  diligent  search  I  fonnd  this 
n^^>  ^t  iny  master  is  not  to  be  found. 

AAk  Then  be  is  invisible,  indeed. 

JU  All  bitt  bis  band.    Ha,iial 


Gfui.  I  do  indine  to  belitvn  that  wt  nt 
cheated. 

Peren,  With  a  trick  that  he  has.  Ha,  ha,  In  I 

Ambat,  You  were  heretics  in  that  paint,  till  he 
did  demonstrate.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

RoL  I  ivonot  contain  ay  merry  spleen.  Ha,lia! 

Falv.  Coaae,  my  lord,  let's  iaava  tbaoi  now,  to 
be  their  own  derision. 

[Bxeunt  Ambanador  awA  FoLVio. 

Enter  Guard,  with  Morello. 

Dond.  Signior  MorelkH  ha,  ba,  ha !  How  ctma 
he  in  a  petticoat  ? 

MartL  Carry  me  away  quickly ;  tbey  will  iaagk 
me  out  of  my  little  wit. 

RjoL  No,  no,  do  not,  gentkiinen ;  rcmeaDber 
yourselves. 

Qrut,  We  wo*not  then. 

Ptrea.  Morttlo !  Ill  wait  upon  him  to  the  Dake 
myself. 

MortL  What  wise  man  in  Italy  would  be  to  my 
coat  now  ?  [EmL 

RoL  I  was  costive,  and  an  infidel ;  you  ire 
Christian  coxcombs ;  and  so,  while  I  see  what  will 
become  of  the  mirth  that  is  gone  before,  I  ksve 
your  wise  Signiorships  to  the  mercy  of  your  gv^ 
ters;  which  is  a  apaedy  way,  after  a  litda  me, 
to  make  yourselves  invisible  indeed.  Pare  joa 
well.  [EiiL 

Dond,  ^^(oior  Qmtti,  we  are  gall'd. 

Grut,  I  always  thought  he  would  dieat  u. 
What  shalFs  do  to  prevent  more  laughter  ? 

Serv,  I  am  resolved.-'^I  shall  get  no  more  no* 
ney  by  him.  Geatfemcn,  be  not  Imd-buog,  dfsop 
not ;  'tis  in  this  acoooa  ^^  to  revenge  younshs^ 
and  it  may  be  recover  ynnrorowns  toow 

Dohd.  How,  pr'ytbae  ? 

Serv,  My  master —    . 

Dond,  Is  invisible ;  we  Imow't  too  welL 

Serv,  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  <UsOover  kia 
to  your  eyes  again,  oay»  give  him  to  year  pottci* 
sion? 

Dofuf.  This. 

Grut.  And  thi»-H»h,  «piickly. 

[Give  him  nmejf' 

Serv,  Then  first  know,  my  aaaater  is  not  dnt 
roan  you  took  him  for ;  no  Altoonaro  he,  bat  Bs- 
naroico  the  decayed  artist,  be  that  made  prape^ 
ties,  and  grew  poor  for  want  of  pictures ;  who^  for 
fear  of  his  creditors,  left  his  dwelling,  aod^ia  tliil 
quaint  diiguise,  set  op  the  trade  o£  coiniag  «di 
wise  gentleineii  as  you  are. 

Grut.  and  Dona,  Bonamico  ! 

Serv,  The  same. 

Dond  Oh  that  we  could  rtmh  him  agaia ! 

Serv.  Follow  me  dose,  and  I  'ynH  bnpg  700 
vrithin  an  hair's  breadth  «€  Ma  lain  beard 
diately. 
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Grui^  That  will  be  exoelkiit 

DomL  Nimbly,  good  Mercury,  nimbly. 

{Exeimt> 

Enter  EuGEif  u,  Fidella,  Mardona,  Donella, 
ICatharina,  Cassiana. 

FitL  Madam,  yoa  are  too  passive ;  if  yoa  be 
dejected,  what  roust  we,  whose  hopes  ami  blisses 
depend  upon  your  fortune  f 

Dm.  Oh  liberty,  liberty !  Are  all  the  Roman 
spirits  extinct  ?  Never  a  Brutus  in  nature  to  de- 
liver poor  ladies  from  thki  captivity  f 

Cos,  Since  there  is  no  probability  of  our  en- 
jaifement,  let's  be  merry,  and  despise  our  sufier- 
ings,  laugh,  tell  ules,  sing,  dance,  any  thing  to 
coien  our  melancholy. 

Eug.  There  are  some  thouchts,  that  stick  upon 
my  memory,  I  would  fain  discharge. 

Katk,  Shall  we  try  oar  lutes,  madam  ? 

Eug.  And  voices,  if  you  please. 

Pan.  Yes,  you  may  try :  ihey  say  music  built 
the  walls  of  Thebes ;  it  were  a  greater  miracle  if 
you  could  charm  these  to  fall.  1  shall  never  en- 
dure  to  live  an  anchorite  thus ;  and,  if  it  were  not 
for  the  happiness  that  I  do  somedroes  dream  of 
a  ooan,  I  should  leap  the  battlement.  Now  would 
I  give  all  my  jewels  for  the  sight  of  a  pair  of 
breeches,  thoo^  there  wene  uothing  in  'em. 

[Swig. 

This  but  feeds  mnr  dulhieis.  Shall  we  dance, 
madam,  and  stir  ourselves  ? 

Cos.  I  am  for  that  music :  we  shall  grow  to  the 
groand,  an'  we  ose  no  more  activity. 

Eug,  With  all  my  heart. 

Don.  None  o'  your  doit  measures;'*  there's 
no  sport  but  in  your  country  iigaries ;  a  nioible 
dance  will  heat,  and  make  us  merry. 

[The^  dance;  which  dome,  n  bell  rings. 

E^.  HariL,  the  bell. 

[Em  Domblla,  and  enters  again  with  a  Utter. 

Dan,  Some  news  from  the  Duke ; 
A  letter,  madam,  and  these  jewels. 

Eup.  Ha!  whence — from  Florence?    [Reads. 
Tfab  IS  my  fadier^  praotioe ;  Til  peruse  the  pa- 
per. [Exit. 

Don.  I  have  an  ezcelleiit  hint,ladies,  <Vf  a  mirth 
Cannot  but  please  the  prmeess. 

JFW.  Whatis't? 

Don.  It  will  reqnire  every  one's  endeavoor : 
What  if  we  play  some  pretty  comic  story  ? 

Kath.  A  play  f 

Coi.  ShiMwe? 

Dan.  We  !  do  net  distnist  your  ewn  perform* 
anoe.  I  ha'  known  men  ha'  been  inaafficieDt, 
but  women  can  play  their  parts. 

Mar.  I  like  it ;  'twill  be  new. 

Don.  We  will  not  present  it  to  the  prinoessy 
But  engage  her  person  in  the  action; 


We  shall  be  too  few  else ;  some  pretty  interlude, 
To  square  with  our  number.— —b'  ye  alkMr  it  ? 

AU.  Willingly. 

Don.  Come,  I'll  acquaint  you  with  a  plot  thea 
insCaady;  refer  yourselves  to  me  for  your  parts. 
We  caa  receive  no  disparagement,  our  spectators 
cannot  jeer  us ;  for  we'll  s|)eak  but  to  the  people 
in  the  hangings,  and  they  have  as  much  judgment 
as  some  men,  that  are  but  clothes,  at  most  bull 
walking  pictures. 

Fid.  I  shall  be  out. 

Cos.  What  part  will  yoa  give  me  ?  I'll  be  n* 
king. 

Kath.  Thou'lt  play  a  tyrant  brarely. 

Don.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  fit  you  all,  I  warrant 
you.  [Ereuntm 

Enter  DoapoLO  and  Grutti. 

Dond.  Now  our  invisible  merchant  is  caged»wf 
may  redeem  our  opinion,  and  pass  again  in  th« 
rank  of  discreet  courtiers. 

Grut.  I  think  now,  to  most  of  the  beholdenit 
he  is  invisible  all  hut  his  head,  for  he  has  but  a^ 
small  grate  to  look  out  aL 

Dond.  He  shall  gull  no  more  with  his  ait,  I 
warrant  him.   • 

Grut.  Nay,  be  is  like  to  lie  by't;  for  I  bear 
since,  all  his  credifiors,  like  so  many  crows,  bav« 
light  upon  him,  and  they'll  leave  him  but  a  thin 
carcase. 

Dond.  let  'em  pick  out  his  eyes,  what  cnxm  vvcf 

Grut.  He  sent  me  an  epistle  to  take  pity  on  him. 

Dond.  But,  I  hope,  thou  hast  more  wit  than  te 
shew  thyself  a  Christian  to  such  a  rascal  as  he  is* 

Grut.  1  returned  him  my  coart-oomplimenl^ 
that  [  was  sorry  I  could  notserve  himr;  I  would 
do  him  any  office  that  stretched  not  to  mine  ow« 
preJMdioe ;  that  we  had  taken  order  with  his  keep- 
ers, upon  payment  of  our  8umadii»bufst^  he  mignt 
be  enlarged. 

Dond.  Which  is  impoistble. 

Enter  Bov ahico  brave. 

Pr'ytlhee  let  me  see  his  letter;  in  what  snbmis- 
sive  language  the  rogue  does  beseech  us — Most 
heroic  signiors, — good — I  throw  my<ielf  at  the  feet 
of  your  mercy,  for  to  your  justice  I  beg  I  may  not 
be  made  a  facrificc^-*nay>  we'll  make  him  b%«ra 
we  ha'  done. 

Grut.  At  the  grate. 

Dond.  I  confer  I  ha'  done  yoa  wmflg  deci 
he  so  ?  it  shall  not  serve  the  turn — there  is  no 
hope  I  shall  ever  satisfy  you,— all  the  better,  lie 
and  rot^f  I  be  known  a  prisoner  to  my  credi- 
tors, I  am  irrecoverably  lost ; — oh,  compassionate 
a  miserable  man,  who  otherwise  must  soon  forfeit 
ins  day-light,  and  die  in  a  dangeon.— Ila,  ha,  ha ! 

BoHom.  Save  you,  noble  signiors. 
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Grut  Ha! 

Bond.  Tis  he. 

Grut.  Did  he  not  die  in  prison,  and  his  ghost 
kauats  us,  brave? — ^s  nut  he. 

Boi^ani.  When  this eternml  iubttance^^  (f  my  soul 
.Did  Uve  tmpritoned  in  my  wanton  fiesh, 
and  90  forth — And  how  d*ye  tike  Don  Andrea 
gentlemen }  poor  sntdce  !  but  he  has  cast  his  skin, 
and  rectivered  a  new  coat  o*tlie  Destinies^  spio- 
WAns^    The  bird  is  flown  again. 

Doful.  How  thfi  devil  canie  he  at  liberty? 

Grui.  And  thus  gallant? 

Bonam,  The  slave  does  not  beg  of  your  heroic 
signiorships  a  court-oompassion :  debts  mu3t  be 
paid :  there  is  no  danger  of  the  grate,  as  the  case 
gocBy  nor  of  forfeiting  his  day-light  in  a  dungeon, 
if  1  mistake  not,  my  illustrious  pair  of  wigeons, 
my  serene  smooth-faced  coxcombs,  whose  brains 
are  curdled  this  hot  weather.  Will  your  neat 
w«H*ship  sell  your  cloak,  ha  ?  or  you  that  superflu- 
ous double-hatch'd  rapier  ?  there  be  sums  in  na- 
ta  e  to  lend  you,  upon  security  that  I  shall  like 
•f 

Dond.  He  jeers  us. 

Grut.  Would  we  durst  beat  him. 

Bonam,^  You  see  me  now,  gentlemen,  perfect- 
ly ;  what  if  I  should  walk  before  you  without  a 
body,  my  head  hanging  in  the  air  like  a  comet? 

Enter  Rclliardo. 

Grut,  Would  thou  wer't  hanged  any  way. 

Dond  Here's  RoUiardo  too ! 
Ler*s  be  gone. 

Bonam.  Or  shall  I  appoint  you  a  day  when  I 
will  be  invisible  all  but  my  hand  ? 

Dend,  No,  I  thank  you,  sir;  we  have  some 
business  at  this  present. 

Grut.  Let's  to  the  prison,  and  know  the  won- 
der better : 
Noble  signior— — 

Bonam.  For  your  crowns — 
^  Dond.  We  are  glad  we  had  'em  for  you :  dear 
signior,  talk  no  more  on  'em.  [Exeunt. 

Bonam,  Farewell  phantasmas  then — ha !  'tis  he, 
sir! 

RoL  Keep  your  way. 

Bonam.  You  do  not  know  me : 
But  I  ha'  brought  a  life,  which  by  your  means 
Has   been  preserved  from  wretchedness;  your 

bounty 
Deserves  vou  should  dispose  it. 

RoL  W  hat  are  you  ? 

Bonam.  I  was  the  object  of  a  charity 
We  seldom  meet  in  mankind ;  from  a  prison 


You  sent  a  sum  to  free  me. 

RoL  Pr'ythee,  friend,  if  thou'st  received  a  ks- 

nefit,  go  home,  and  say  thy  prayers ; 1  would 

forget  it 

Bonam.  'Mong  many  whom  your  ftoblenessei^ 
larged, 
I  came  to  make  you  tender  of  my  lerrice : 
Despise  not,  sir,  my  gratitude. 

RoL  D*ye  mock  me  ? 

Bonam.   May  my  soul  want  heaven's  neicj 
then  f  to  you. 
Next  my  Creator,  I  do  owe  this  my  being; 
I  have  a  soul  is  full  of  thanks ;  but  name 
Employment  to  assure  yoo,  and  you  make  do 
twice  happy. 

RoL  I  ha*  nothing  to  say  to  you. 

Bonam.  Then  I  ha*  something  to  say  to  yoo. 

RoL  How? 

Bonam.  And  you  shall  hear  it  too,  and  give  me 
thanks; 
You've  sowed  your  charity  in  a  fruitful  ground, 
Which  shall  return  it  tenfold,  nay  one  hundred. 
What  you  have  done  for  me,  you  frhaii  ackooir- 

tedge 
I  will  deserve  to  the  height. 

Rol.  Th'  art  liberal  in  language. 

Bonam.  I'll  be  active— oflf  with  thia  sullen  facf^ 
It  scurvily  becomes  you,  d*ye  bear? 
I  studied  for  you  since  you  paid  my  debts ; 
rU  do  you  a  courtesy,  and  save  your  life. 
Which  your  attempt  upon  the  priocess^  has 
Left  desperate ;  a  happy  fancy,  sir, 
If  heaven  %vill  please  to  prosper  ii,  and  yoa 
Not  be  your  own  enemy  to  refuse  it. 

RoL  Ha,  ha,  ha !  what  meao*M  ? 

Bonam.  Nay,  you  shall  laugh,  and  heartily,  eft 
I  ha'  done  wi  ye. 

The  Duke  does  love  his  daughter,  sends  her  all 
Rarities  are  presented  to  him. 

RoL  His  souPs  not  dearer  to  kum what  of 

that  ? 

Bonam,  Why  then  you  shall  be  admitted  iotci 
the  castle  of  comfort,  that's  alt ;  the  conceit  ii  in 
my  brain ;  and  would  you  pould  a«  probably  p^ 
her  consent  to  untie  her  virgin-zone,  as  I  dispose 
your  access  to  her ;  it  sball.not  co^  you  much.  If 
I  fail,  instead  of  saying  of  my  prayers,  111  can$ 
the  destinies^  and  die  with  you. 

Rol*  D*ye  hear,  1  ha*  bestowed  three  hundred 
crowns  already  to  set  your  heels  at  liberty.  If 
you  do  mock  me,  it  shall  cost  me  five  hundred, 
but  ril  ha'  you  clapped  up  again,  where  you  shsll 
howl  all  dav  at  the  grate  jfor  ^  meal  at  night  ffoa 
the  basket'^ 


r  '^  When  this  etertial  tubiianee^  &c. — See  T^  Spanish  Tragedy, 

I   *'   ihe  basket — In  which  broken  mpat  was  formerly  sent  to  the  prisons.    8. 

StOHe  sayt,  that  "  the  poorer  sort  of  prisoners,  as  <%e11  in  this  coanter,  (t.  e,  the  Poultry,)  as  to  tbtt  ll 
.Wood-street,  receive  daily  relief  from  the  sberiff's  table  of  all  the  broken  meat  and  bread.**-— iHiyfC* 
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Are  jou  in  earnest  now  ?    . 

I. 

By  all  that  you  have  threatened,  so  am 

tut  the  patience  to  walk,  and  hear  me. 

n  thy  art  procure  this  f 

My  art !  Why,  look  you,  I  made  this 

i  bestow  it  on  you. 

lat  to  do  ?  Co  reckon  the  hours  I  have 


Bonttm,  It  sha*not  cost  me  so  much  trouble,  as 
that  t()y  did,  to  make  you  master  of  your  wishes 
still,  ifHeaven  prosper  it.    Come,  let's  talk  pr^ 
vately,  you  shall  ha*  the  pot. 
H^  that  doth  many  good  deeds,  it  may  fall, 
Amoiij^  the  rest,  one  may  reward  them  all. 
I  long  to  be  discoursing  it.     Pray  lead  the  way. 

RoL  Provide  again  yoir  mock  me  not.    Coma 
on,  sir. 


ACT  IV. 


SCfiNR  t 


Inter  Dondolo  and  Grutti. 

4>lliardo  pay  his  debts !  Sure  the  follow, 

saw  much  money  in's  life,  now,  by  the 

e  master  of  so  many  sums,  is  grown 

euL 

[any  other  hath  he  discharged,  they  say. 

le'U  undo  the  Exchequer  an'  he  hold  on. 

e  chronicled  for't. 

Ee  has  some  cause  to  imagine  himself 

,  aiid  that  makes  him  so  desperately 

coward  his  end.    Signior  Pereaotto. 

JSn^er  Pereno'tto. 
Dondolo  and  Grutti,  news»  news  for 

Vhat,  we  beseech  you  ? 
fou  have  lost  the  best  mirth  in  Italy  in 
ce ;  your  companion  Morello— 
Vas  carried  to  the  Duke  in  a  petticoat, 
e  attempted  a  passage  to  the  sequesler- 
W hat's  the  issue? 
\Iirth  in  abundance* 
low  came  he  off? 

Nay,  'tis  on  still.  The  Duke,  to  make 
>rt,  would  call  a  council,  before  whom 
gnior  must  be  arraigned.  Not  to  hold 
>ence,  the  business  was  merrily  discus- 
le  pitiful  projector  was  judged— 
low,  how? 

To  wear  the  petticoat  for  a  month.  If 
without  it,  during  the  term,  he  incurs 
tal  exile  from  court. 


Dond.  Und  Orut,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Per  en.  You  may  imagine,  with  what  variety  of 
lamentable  faces  the  courtier  heard  his  unexpected 
sentence.  Some  would  have  pleaded  for  him,  but 
for  laughter,  which  continued  so  long  and  so  high, 
that  he  had  time  to  collect  his  scattered  senses; 
and,  instead  of  swooning,  which  was  expected,  he 
grew  fortified,  oud  most  hmnhly  besought  th^ 
Duke,  since  his  sentence  had  past  so  definitive^ 
he  would  be  so  merciful  to  admit  him  that  course 
of  a  moon  to  be  his  jester ;  that,  since  he  coald 
not  shake  off  the  fool's  coat,  that  he  might  have 
that  favourable  pretence  to  keep  it  on* 

Grut,  Very  good. 

Peren.  Twas  easily  granted ;  but  ever  since,  to 
the  astonishment  of  the  hearers,  he  is  gnxvn  *»«>  jo- 
cund and  airy,  nay,  a^  if  he  had  been  born  with 
a  song  in's  head,  he  talks  everlasting  ballad ;  no 
man  laughs  at  him,  but  he  lashes  him  in  rhyme 
wor>e  than  a  satyr.  The  Duke  has  privileged  his 
mirth,  made  him  fool- free,  and  now  he  ()lays  the 
tyrant.^-IIe's  here  already. 

Enter  Morello  like  a  jester. 

MoreU  O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes ! 
If  there  be  any  one,  in  city  or  in  town. 
Can  shew  me  a  wise  man,  I'll  please  him  for 
his  pains. 

Peren.  Disgrace  has  made  him  witty. 

Dond.  What  will  you  say  to  him  will  shew  yOu 
a  wise  man  ? 

Morel  Marry,  if  he  go  far,  he  is  not  so  irise 
as  he  should  be.  Dondolo,  Grutti !  old  acquaint^ 
aoce,  how  is't?  how  is*t? 


0,  b.  UL  p.  61.    And  Masslnger,  in  The  City  Madam^  act  i.  sc,  1.,  mentioos  the  sberiCs  bai- 


.<! 


Thou  unthankful  wretch. 


Did  our  charity  redeem  thee  out  of  prison, 
Thy  patriiBODy  spent,  ragged,  and  lowsy  i 
When  the  sheriff's  basket  and  hit  broken  meat 
IfVere  your  festival  exceediogs ;  and  is  this 
So  soon  forgot  ?" 

as,  and  probably  at  seme  other  times,  it  is  still  customary  for  the  lord  mayor  «nd  sherilb  te 
irkeu,  and  the  houses  of  those  who  vend  either  meat  or  bread|  and  solicit  cnarity  for  the  prt* 
oed  in  the  several  jails* 
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«  Grut,  The  case  is  altered  with  you. 

Morel  It  does  appear  so ;  bat  nothing  can  make 
Am  proud,  Fil  know  my  fellows. 
Jreren.  How  do  you  mean,  Morello  ? 
Morel,  Your  lordship  may  make  one  at  foot- 
ball ; 
"'Txs  all  the  sport  now-a-dajs. 

What  other  is  the  world  than  a  ball, 
"Which  we  run  after  with  hoop  and  with 

hollow  ? 
He  that  doth  catch  it  is  sure  of  a  fall. 
His  heeU  trip*d  up  by  him  that  doth  follow. 
Dond.  Do  not  women  play  too  ? 
Crut.  They  afe  too  light,  quickly  down. 
Motel  O  yes,  the>  are  tlie  best  gamesters  of  all, 
For  thouj^h  they  often  lie  on  the  ground, 
Not  one  aoKiogst  a  hundred  will  fall, 
But  under  her  coats  tlie  ball  will  be 

found. 
With  a  fading.'^ 
&it  we  be  three  of  old,  without  exception  to 
your  lordship,  only  with  this  difierence,  I  am  the 
wisest  fool;  for  you  play  the  tool  in  your  old 
olothes,  and  1  have  a  new  coat  on. 
Feren*  Does  it  not  become  him  ? 
Dond,  Karely  well ;  Do  you  ever  mean  to  re- 
sign it  ? 

.  Grut,  Twere  pity  but  he  should  have  a  pa- 
tent for*t,  to  him  and  his  posterity. 

Morel  Hark  you,  gentlemen,d'ye  bear  the  news? 
Dond,  News !  what  news  ? 
Morel  Do  you  not  hear  on  t  yet  ?  why,  'tis  io  a 
ballad  alreadv. 

Grui.  Ajm  thou  can*st  sing  it 
Morel  Twas  well  gues'd,  and  I  can  ^but  hit  o* 
the  tune. 

There  wax  an  invisible  fox,  hy  chance 

Did  meet  with  txoo  visible  geese  i 
He  ted  'em  a  fine  invisible  dance^ 

For  a  hundred  crowns  apiece. 
Invisible  all  but  his  hand  he  would  go, 

But  when  it  came  to  be  tn/d, 
Not  onfy  his  hand  which  was  left  he  did  show, 

But  a  fair  pair  of  heels  beside. 
Invisible  since  their  wits  have  been. 

But  yet  there  is  hope  of  either. 
Their  wit  and  their  crowns  may  return  again, 

Invisible  altogether,  [Exit. 

Grut,  And  he  continue  thus  but  a  moon,  he'll 
make  the  court  mad. 

Feren,  Oh  'twill  be  excellent ;  since  it  is  not 
safe  for  a  wise  man  to  speak  truth,  'twere  pity 
fools  should  lose  their  privilege.    The  Duke. 

Enter  Duke,  FuLvio,  and  Courtiers, 
»    Fulv,  My  lord. 


Duke,  Wbatb'ti; 

Fulv,  Here's  an  important  suitor  calls  hnsadf 
An  artiatt,  borably  craves  admittance  with 
A  present  which  he'd  tender  to  yoiur  acceptaacs. 
And,  if  my  judgment  err  not,  a  most  pleasing  oae. 

Duke.  Let  us  see  him  and  his  present; 
It  will  reward  my  daughter's  palieace. 

Love  and  obedience : ^Alt  the  ramies 

Ten  kingdoms  yield,  shall  not  be  thought  too 

weighty. 
That  she  may  shift  each  solitary  hour 
With  a  fresh  object. 

Enter  Bonamico.    A  Cage  discovered, 

Dond,  Bonamico! 

Grut,  Tis  he. 

puke.  By  my  love  to  goodness^ 
It  is  a  master-piece,  't*iU  feed  the  eye 
With  plenty  of  delight. 

Bonam,  I  am  as  jocund  since  I  am  admitted,  I 
talk  as  glib, 
Methioks,  as  he  Uiat  farms  the  mooumenti.'* 

Duke,  Is'c  not,  sirs  ? 

Feren,  My  lord,  I  have  not  seen  so  much  delight 
In  any  piece  these  seven  years. 

Duka,  Where's  the  master  of  this  work? 

Bonam,  My  lord, 
I  am  the  constable,  that  put  ail  these  in  the 
cage,  and  you  may  call  it  a  point  of  injustice,  for 
they  never  kept  late  hours :  though  they  all  weir 
feathers,  there's  not  a  roarer  amongst  them,  and 
yet,  were  they  suffered,  they'd  fly  high,  for  sods 
of  them  are  very  lofty-minded. 

Duke,  A  pleasant  fellow  too. 

BoaaiN.  Ob^  my  lord,  we  are  all  bom  in  our 
degrees  to  make  one  another  merry :  the  birds 
make  me  merry,  1  make  my  wife  merry,  the  fool 
makes  your  courtiers  merry,  and  the  oosrtiers 
make  your  Grace  merry. 

Duke.  And  whom  do  I  make  merry  ? 

Bonam,  The  whole  oommoawealtli,  if  yoogD" 
vera  handsomely. 

Duke,  There's  salt  in's  mirth  :— 
ni  have  this  fellow  wait  i'the  court. 

Bonam.  I  shall  be  kicked  out  by  the  pageSi 

Duke,  Why  so? 

Bonam.  Because  I  cannot  flatter. 

Duke.  A  conceited  thing : 
We  lack  the  humourist  iCoUiardo  here. 

Dond.  We  saw  him  in  the  court  ere  while,  mj 
lord. 

Duke,  This  hmnour  j^6M  Iiave  beta  a  gsd- 
fly  to  him. 
And  stung  him  to  the  quick. 

Bonam.  Not  altogether  so,  Duke. 

Grut.  Fellow,  what  bird  is  that  ? 

Bonam,  Fellow  ! — cry  mercy,  I  do  forget  yoo, 
fellow.    I'll  tell  thee :  d'  ye  not  know  him?  ^ 


A    Kil 


'*  Fading. — A  fading  is  an  Irish  dance.     See  Mr  Tyrrwhit's  note  on  The  Whtter^  fkfc,  A.  4. 8.  S. 
'^  That  farms  the  monununts,--^!  suppose  he  means  the  monuments  in  old  St  Faal's,  or  those  ia  Weit* 
mlaster-Abbey.    S. 
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woodoodc,  the  same  that  carried  a 
mpea  in  January  last  to  Bethlem  Ga- 

nd  what  call  you  this  ? 

rhis  was  the  duke  of  Vemce  hb  own 

d  taken  by  the  Turks. 

f  the  Turks  sa/st  thou  ?  he  droops 

deed. 

ance  his  captivity,  the  wretch  endured 

7  by  the  infidel ;  it  had  notlyng 

ind  water  for  three  months. 

shrewd  calamity. 

do  afiect  this  fellow's  prate. 

(that's  this? 

rhis  is  the  blackbird  which  was  hatcht 

y. 

died ;  ^  and  which  was  ominouii, 
time  Spinola's  thrush  *'  forsook  hhn. 
Tas  this  he  ? 
fes. 

nd  what  was  this  ? 

Hiis  was  the  pigeon  was  so  shrewdly 
uMlled 
2;  letters  at  the  siege  of  Bergen.  ^ 

ilas,  pretty  bird 

niis»  a  wagtail  of  the  city,  which  a 
silkman 

)vedy  he  called  it  wife,  hut  could  not 
much  jealousy  he  had  caged  her  up) 
om  flying  out.    This  was  a  rail, 
a  zealous,  brother  in  Amsterdam,  ^^ 
5  sent  unto  an  English  lady, 
at  sea  by  Dunkirkers.-*Name  but 
oroe, 

it  she  gapes  as  she  would  eat  the  pope ; 
e  made  much  on  :  she  and  the  horse 
at  Spain,  by  an  instinct  of  nature, 

I  shewn  tricks  together.    I  could  run 
rer — 

"acious  pardon, 

low,  our  pardon  ? 

I'm  now  another  man,  and  know  my 

istaooe. 

his  man  is  good  at  all. 

My  bu£fbon  face  is  oiF,  I  did  but  shew 

snt  condition  of  a  mountebank, 

flTbase  toys  with  miraculous  lies." 

II  boact :  they  are  the  only  choice 


Italy,  and  other  parts  of  Europe  yield 

For  the  work ;  if  it  prove  so  fortunate 

To  receive  grace  from  your  divine  acceptance. 

The  workmanship  (so  duty  suffer  not) 

I  freely  tender— 

Duke.  No,  that  were  to  quench 
The  fire  in  all  deservers — Fulvio. 

Fulv,  My  lord. 

Duke.  Pay  the  cost  double :  1*11  seud  it  to  my 
daughter. 

Banam,  It  takes  as  art  could  wish  it.     [Atide, 

Duke,  I  know  it  is  a  present,  the  sweet  soul 
Will  raise  much  joy  in.---$igiiior  Perenotto— 

Peren,  My  lord. 

Bonam.  There  are  two  birds  I  ha'  not  named. 

Dond,  What  are  they  ? 

Bonam,  A  pair  of  gulls,  which  you  may  share 
between  you. 

Peren.  It  shall,  my  lord. 

Duke,  If  Florence  now  keep  touch,  we  shortly 
shall 
Conclude  all  fear  with  a  glad  nuptial.    [ExeunU 

Enter  Eugenia,  Fidella,  Maroon  a,  Donellai 
Cassiana,  Katharxna. 

Don.  You  like  this  story  best  then  ? 

Eug.  That  of  Jupiter  and  Danae  comes  near 

our  own. 
Don,  Be  it  so :  we  are  all  perfect  in  the  plot, 

1  think. 
Eug,  Tou  shall  dispose  the  rest 
Don.   You  will  not  be  ambitious  then,  and 

rirrel  about  the  parts,  like  your  spruce  actor, 
t  will  not  play  out  of  the  best  clothes,  and  the 
fine  Youog  prince,  who,  if  he  fight,  'tis  six  to  four 
he  kills  all,  and  gets  the  lady. 

Fid.  We  are  constant,  you  shall  appoint  them. 

Don.  Then,  madam,  without  ceremony,  you 
shall  play  Danae,  that  is  shut  up  in  the  brazen 
tower. 

Eug.  Well,  Tm  contented,  'twill  suit  with  my 
present  fortune. 

Don,  I  need  not  to  instruct  you  in  the  cha- 
racter. You  shall  be  the  king  Acrisius,  her  fa* 
ther ;  a  jealous,  harsh,  crabbed  man,  who,  in  fear 
pf  the  oracle,  commands  her  to  be  thus  enclo- 
sed. 

Mar.  So :— I'll  fit  you  for  a  vinegar  king. 


iiort  died, — ^The  cdebrated  ambasiador  from  Spain,  who  obtained  an  influence  oter  King 
isboooorable  to  the  crowD  as  disgraceful  to  the  nation.  He  died  a  very  short  time  after  the 
year  IG2&,  at  a  place  called  Bunoel,  of  pure  apprehenfitnu  of  griefs  as  Uowel  says  it  was  gl- 
e  was  then  on  his  way  to  Flanders,  from  whence  he  designed  to  have  come  to  England.  See 
ttere,  edit.  1754,  p.  178. 

i*s  MrufA.— Th'is  seems  to  allude  to  some  circumstance  at  that  time  well  known,  bat  now  per- 
verably  lost.    The  marqais  of  Spinola  was  the  perMm  who  carried  on  the  siege  of  Oatend^ 
Bergen^  taken  notice  of  below. 
Bge  of  Bergen.    The  town  of  Bergen  was  invested  by  the  manpiis  of  Spfaiola  in  1685,  but  with* 

After  being  before  it  some  time,  he  found  himself  obliged  to  raise  the  siege. 
rdam^^See  note  16  to  Dke  Mn^r  of  Qmiaborough.    l}odsley*s  edtU 
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Don.  No  matter  for  properties—** 
AVe'll  iuiagincy  madam,  you  have  a  beard. 

JU  What  ahali  1  play  ? 

Don.  You  must  lie  ladies,  whom  the  king 
leaves  to  keep  her  cx>mpanjr »  eutertain  what  hu- 
mour yViu  please. 

Cm,  and  Kath.  This  is  our  own  parts  indeed. 

Don,  You  will  play  it  the  more  natural,  and 
let  me  alone  to  play  the  lliunderer,  I'll  wanton 
Jove  it :—  now  whet  your  inventions  and  about  it, 
imagine  our  scene  expressed,  and  the  New>pr»- 
son,  the  title  advanced  in  form. 

Eu^,  The  New-prison  !  why  ? 

Don.  O  *iis  an  excellent  name,  where  spec- 
tators tliron((  together,  as  ours  do  methinks  in  the 
arras  already ;  the  music  have  their  part.  Dis- 
pose yourselves  for  your  entrances,  wpile  I  speak 
the  pnilogue  to  our  mixed  audience  of  silk  and 
crewel  gentlemen  ^^  in  the  hangings. — Hem. 

Katii  Let  it  be  a  confident  prologae  howso- 
ever. [Muiie, 

Don,  Ye  are  welcome  to  New-pritoo;  we  have 
still 
Our  ancient  keeper,  and  we  fear  he  will 
Speak  in  hib  old  key  too ;  but  do  not  look  fqr 
Choice  diet,  for  alas,  we  play  the  cook  for 
All  yuu  are  like  to  feed  on;  let  your  palate 
Expect  at  most  then  but  a  root  or  sallad 
Picked  from  tlie  prison  garden.    We  know  you 

are 
Judicious  liHngings,  and  well  seen;  nor  dare 
We  lift  you  up  (too  bold)  lest  we  incense 
Your  green  and  spreading  wits  with  impudence. 
As  I  began,  let  me  conclude  in  rhvnie; 
Hang  still,  you  learned  critics  of  the  time. 

N(»w  Danae  and  the  ladies. 

Eug,  Wa^  ever  father  to  his  child 
So  unkind  ?  It  makes  me  wild. 
When,  to  beguile  a  tedious  hour. 
From  the  top  of  this  high  tower, 
1  see  every  other  oreatuh«, 
Enjoy  a  liberty  by  nature. 
Can  the  silver  running  fountains, 
And  tlie  cloud-aspiring  mountains. 
Every  gmve  and  flowery  field, 
But  a  new  affliction  yield  ? 

Don,  This  is  excellent;  she  has  played  the 
part  before. 

Ca$.  Waste  not  yourself  in  woeful  plaint. 
Sorrow  will  not  help  restraint. 
Think,  madam,  all  is  bi\t  a  dreain, 
That'wf;  f^|[p  in— Now  I  aip  out-7 — beam,  ^ream ; 
Help  m^  Katharine,  lean  maV^  no  sense  rhym'f 
to't» 
PoA,  Cream  IS  as  good  a  rlmne  as  your  mouth 
can  wish ;  ha,  ha,  ha : 


Cm<  Does  not  the  arras  laugh  itt  me  ?  11  shake% 
methinks. 

Kaik  It  cannot  chuse,  there's  one  behind  does 
tickle  it. 

Eug,  A  dream  I  alas,  'tis  no  relief 
For  us  to  flatter  so  much  ^ef ! 
Fancy  wants  power  to  delight. 
Or,  if  we  could  think  it  might. 
Such  a  dream  so  sad  would  make  us. 
That  it  .could  not  chuse  but  wake  us. 

Don,  My  lady  has  helped  her  pretty  well  oot 
of  her  dream. 

Kath,  The  sun  with  glittering  golden  rays, 
May  appear  one  of  these  days ; 
Yan  knQw  always,  after  winter. 
Comes  the  spring  and  pleasant  summer. 

Don»  Winter  and  summer !  ha,  ba,  ha. 

Mar,  Winter  and  sninmer !  by  my  faith  tbst!i 
well,  there's  but  half  a  year  beliween ;  there  be 
some  call  themselves  poets,  make  their  rhymes 
straddle  so  wide,  a  twelvemonth  will  hardly  if 
concile  them,  and  I  hope^  a  lady  may  straddle  ^ 
little  by  poetical  licence. 

Cat.  Madam,  your  father,  king  Acrisios^ 

Mar.  Must  I  enter  already  ? — Uuol 

Eug,  This  is  hia  hour  to  visit  os^ 

Mar,  How  fares  our  daughter  ? 

Cot.  What  voice  is  that } 

Don,  The  king  speaks  through  a  trunk. 

Mar,  How  ia't,  heroic  birth  ?  what  dulness,col(l 
As  Saturn's,  dwells  on  thy  forehead  ?  be  bold 
To  give  thy  grief  a  tongue ;  instruct^  child, 
My  paternal  nature,  le^t  I  grow,  wild 
As  the  rude  north : — tbou^t  of  thee  makes  wf 

hairs 
Silver,  my  blood  is  curdled  with  n^  cajresL 

Don.  Most  high  and  mighty  nonsense!  ssei 
the  king  has  swallowed  pills^  and  his  stooiachh 
not  able  to  digest  them,  does  vomit  them  up  sgsio. 

Mar,  Is  thy  organ  dumb. 
Or  am  I  gn>wn  cheap  in  majesty  ?  trivial  fool. 
Shall  I  reap  crabbed  thistles  in  neglect  for  rich, 
love? 

Cos,  Crabbed  language,  I  am  sure. 

Shn,  Sure  my  lai^  does  not  understand  hioi^ 

Eug.  If  my  brow  so  sad  appear. 
My  fortune's  livery  J  wear. 

Mar,  Weep  no  more,  thy  eyes  pave  the  grouoi 
with  pearl. 
My  power  is  raised,  my  crown  thy  tribute^  giri, 
Here  b  nothing  to  want 

Eug.  Nothing  to  want,  indeed  ?  to  he 
A  prisoner  spiea^s  all  misery. 
'  Jjlhr,  CurSe  not  thy  sof^  stars,  but  take  thy  fair 

bliss 
With  comfort :  free  from  loud  noise  and  fear  it 


^  •,- 


**  Pnopertiet,  in  the  langsage  of  the  j^ykoive,  are  every  Implement  neeessary  to  the  exhibitioa.  Set 
notes  by  Or  JohnH»n  and  Mr  Htevens  to  7^  taming  of  ike  ^rew,  Indnctioo. 
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\dy  station.    When  I  hare  nnacrowed 
1  oracles^  whidi  not  understood, 
lies  with  involved  sen»e— I  shall  then 
!  thy  person,  Dtoa»$  till  when, 
t  else  do  clog  thy  thoughts  with  unkind 
rs,  unload  the  dark  burthen  of  thy  mind. 
nee  thy  grief  aloud^  my  amorous  darling, 

rill 

Let  him  chuse  hil  rhyme,  I  beseech  you, 

Uh,  uh— cold  phlegih  obstructs  my  kn- 
•barling^  carling. 

Ha,  ha,  'tis  time  to  make  an  end, 
almost  choked  with  his  own, phrase. 
And  you'  get  me  to  play  an  old  man 

We*ll  have  a  young  one  for  thee ;  twenty- 

I  a  doat,  is  a  double  gamer-nny  turn 
lext 

He's  gone,  and  leamh  us  behind, 
our  passions  to  the  wind, 
mt  o^the  sudden  doth  surprtie 
ve  motion  ?  On  my  eyes 
ark  and  heavy  cloud  doth  sit^ 
uade  me  it  is  night? 
De  charm ;  I  cannot  keep 
rindows  open,  I  must  sleep. 

Enter  JupiteIL 

rhis  was  well  passiooated ; .  no^  comes 
to  take  my  lady  napping ;  well  sleep  too : 
iranton  have  her  swia^  would  she  were  a 
her  sake. 

Let  the  music  of  the  spheres 
te  these  mortal  ears ; 
'oTe  descends  into  this  to#er| 
lien  streaming  showeiv 
use  him  from  the  eye 
I,  who  b  apt  to  pry 
'  pleasures,  I  to-day 
d  Ganymed  go  play, 
IS  stole  from  heaven  to  be 
le  on  earth  to  Danae. 
!  where  the  princely  maid, 
easy  conch  is  laid, 
ban  the  queen  of  loves^ 
ibout  with  milky  doves, 
let  Paphian  altars  smoke^ 
thy  better  name  invoke.  , 
lymen  li|^ts  his  holy  6res, 
at  canst  mfuse  desires 
ods,  from  thy  lip 
B  heavenly  nectar  sip^ 
nslate,  by  kissing  thee, 
'  breast  bis  deity. 
>b  mvself  of  treasure, 
mt  the  gate  of  pleasure  t 

II  here,  it  were  a  sin, 
Uvsium  is  within. 

i  then  these  flattering  kisses, 

other  greater  blisses.  {Bell  vilkin. 

The  bell— news  from  my  father. 


Cof.  Then  your  play  is  interropted  Jore— - 
Madam,  111  see. 

Don.  Beshrew  the  bell-man ;  and  you  had  not 
waked  as  you  did,  madam,  I  should  ha'  forgot  my- 
ffelf,  and  played  Jupiter  indeed  with  you ;  my 
imaginations  were  strong  upon  me,  and  yuu  lay 
sweetly — how  now  ? 

Ca$.  A  present,  madam,  from  the  duke :  one  of 
the  finest  pieces  of  pageantry  that  e*er  you  saw  : 
'tis  a  cage  with  variety  of  birds  in  it :  it  moves 
on  wheels.  Your  assistance,  ladies,  to  bring.it  in. 

Eug,  A  cage— if  from  Florence,  it  shall  to  the 
fire^ 
Or  whence  soe'er :  it  cannot  be  intended 
Out  as  a  mockery  of  my  restraint 
I'm  very  sad  o*the  sudden :  ha  !  'tis  so  t 
Break  it  to  pieces. 

Don.  Twere  pity,  madam,  to  destroy  so  much 
art. 

Eug,  Yet  spare  the  workmanship,  in  the  perusal 
Tbercrs  something  pleads  for  mercy  t-—»I  feel 

wiihio 
aome  alteration,  I  know  not  what ; 
Let  me  intreat  your  absence  for  some  minutes ; 
I  am  in  earnest,  on^  do^  without  reply. 
Your  eyes  shall  feed  with  plenteous  satisfaction 
On  this  gay  object,  when  1  call  you. 

Ladies^  We  obey  you.  [Exeunt, 

Eug.  Yet  can't  I  say  I  am  alone,  that  have 
So  many  partners  in  captivity. 
Sweet  rellow«>prisoners,  'twas  a  cruel  art. 
The  first  invention  to  restrain  the  wing, 
To  keep  the  inhabitants  o'the  air  dose  captive^ 
That  were  created  to  sky  freedom :  sorely 
The  merciless  creditor  took  his  first  light, 
And  prisons  their  first  models,  from  such  bird- 

loops. 
I  know  yon  nightingale  is  not  lon^  lived. 
See  how  that  turtle  mourns,  wanting  her  mate ! 
And  doth  the  duke,  my  father,  think  X  can 
Take  comfort  cither  in  restraint,  or  in 
The  sight  of  these  that  every  moment  do 
Present  it  to  me  f  were  these  tendered  me  } 
They  siudl  no  more  be  prisoners  to  please  me. 
Nor  shall  the  woods  be  robbed  of  so  much  music. 
[She  opent  the  Cage^  and  Rolli  ardo 
cvmeifrom  the  PiUitr,     • 

RoL  I  take  you  at  your  word,  fair  princess, 
I  am  the  truest  prisoner  t  tremble  not. 
Fear  flies  the  noble  mind,  for  injury  dares  not 
come  near. 

jBv^.  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Rm,  The  humblest  of  your  servants. 

Eug,  You  are  not  mine ;  for  in  this  bold  a^ 
tempt 
You  have  undone  me. 

RoL  You  see  I  keep  at  distance. 

Eug,  You're  too  near;  I  will  discorer  you 
though 
I  fall  myself  by  your  presumption. 

Rol,  Hold,  be  counselled  rather 
But  to  calm  silence  for  a  pair  of  minutes^ 


244 


TttE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


[Shibi.et« 


And  none  shall  perish :  yoa  shall  save  him  too 
That  would  for  your  sake  lose  himself  for  ever. 

Eug.  For  my  sake  ?  what  relation  has  my  birth, 
Or  any  passion  1  call  mine,  to  you  ? 

RoL  Nor  doom  me  unto  scorn ;  I  am  a  gentle- 


man 


And  when  my  inimitable  resolution 
In  those  attempts  whose  very  sound  breeds  earth- 
quakes 
In  other  hearers,  shall  your  knowledge  fill 
With  wonder  and  amaze,  you  will  at  least 
Think  I  fall  too  low,  if  I  love  benead)  you. 

Evg,  Ha !  this  is  a  strange  accident. 

RoL  Was  it  less  ; 

Than  death,  dear  princess,  to  adventure  hither? 

Eug,  It  will  be  death,  however. 

Rol.  You're  deceived,  lady. 

Eug,  Unw  I  am  perplexed  ! 

RoL  It  had  been  death; 
Your  sight  gives  me  a  lease  of  longer  life, 
Idy  head  stands  fast. 

Eug.  He  speaks  all  mystery ;  I  sha'hot  get  him 
off, 
I  fear,  without  some  stain. 

RoL  The  truth  is,  princess,  if  yon  now  discover 
me, 
(Though  I  made  nice  at  first,  to  put  your  fright  by,) 
You  cannot  harm  me  much,  I  lia'  done  my  task. 
Do  you  fear  me  still  ?  why  is  there  such  a  space 

Betwixt  us,  lady  ? Can  you  keep  that  man 

At  so  unkind  a  distance,  that  for  your  sake 
Has  in  his  undertaking  swallowed  danger,    * 
Robb'd  death  of  all  bis  fears? 

tlug.  For  my  sake  ? 

RoL  Your's fair  princess,  dare  you  so  far 

trust  me  yet. 
To  let  me  kiss  your  hand  ? 

Eug.  Audacious  !-r— sir, 
I  shall  grow  loud,  if  you  forget  your  distance, 

Not  that  yoj  may  hold  long 

l*m  studying  how  I  should  be  rid  of  him  without 

their 
Knowledge :  yet  that's  dangerous  too,  and  might 
Shew  guilt  in  me,  for  he  will  boast  on'L 

Ho/.  Such  was  the  Duke,  your  gradous  father^s 
care. 
He  would  put  confidence  in  none  about  him. 
But  saw  roe  brought  himself. 

Eug,  This  is  a  fine  paradox. 

RiU,  Which  must  be  to  high  purpose.    Come, 
be  wise, 
And  keep  me  while  you  have  me ;  'tis  but  reaping 
This  fruitless  harvest  from  my  cheek  and  chin. 
And  you  can  form  the  resL  You*re  young  and 

beautiful ; 
Lose  not  the  blessing  of  your  youtii,  sweet  prin- 
cess; 


Fair  opportunitT  waSts  upon  your  pleasure ; 
You  want  but  the  first  knowledge  of  yoar  joy. 
Your  blood  is  ripe ;  come,  I  am  confident 
Your  will  is  but  contronl'd  by  upstart  fears, 
like  advanced  beggars^  that  will  check  their 

princes. 
My  safest  way  is  yours  now  to  conceal  me. 
It  may  be  thought  1  have  enjo3red  you  else ; 
111  censure  soon  takes  fire :  nay,  perhaps,    - 
To  be  revenged  of  your  stem  cruelty, 
I'll  swear  myself  I  have  possessed  you  freely. 
Play  your  game  wisely  then,  your  honour  lies 
Full  at  my  mercy;  come,  'tis  in  your  love 
To  lead  me  to  a  secret  conchy  ' 

Eug,  Bold  villain. 
For  these  uncivil,  most  unhallowed  'words, 
I'll  die,  but  ni  undo  thee. 

RoL  Stay,  and  let  me  drrle  in  mine  arms 
All  happiness  at  once ;  I  have  not  sooi 
Enough  to  apprehend  my  joy»  it  nMreads 
Too  mighty  for  me. — Know,  excellent  £ogeoi% 
I  am  the  prince  of  Florence,  that  owe  heirta 
More  for  thy  virtues^  than  his  own  creatioo. 
I  was  bom  with  eoilt  enough  to  cancel 
My  first  purity ;  but  so  chute  a  love 
As  thine,  will  so  refine  my  second  bein^ 
When  bolv  marriage  frames  os  in  one  pieces 
Angels  will  envy  me. 

Eug.  Ha,  the  prince  of  Florence  ? 

Ro7,  I  ha'  made  no  travail  for  so  rich  a  Uo- 

Tum  me  to  pilerimage,  divinest  beanty. 
And  when  I  ha  pot  a  girdle  'bout  the  world,  ^ 
This  purchase  wdl  reward  me. 

Eug,  Purchase !— 1  am  not  bought  and  sold,! 
hope  ? 

RoL  Give  it  what  name  yon  will,  youVeniiM^ 
Eugenia. 

Eug.  Your's,  prince  ?  I  do  not  know  by  vhst 
title  vou  pretend  this  daim ;  I  never  yet  reaoao' 
ber  that  I  saw  you ; 
And,  if  I  had  any  interest  in  myself. 
Produce  your  witness  when  I  gave  it  yoa. 
I  bave  possession  yet ;  ere  1  deliver  it, 
You  must  shew  stronger  evidence. 

RoL  Are  we  not  contracted  ? . 

Eug.  Contracted!   when?  where?— Good 
prince,  I  pity  your  abuse. 

RoL  'TIS  firm  between  our  fathers. 

Eug.  Mine  cannot  give  away  my  heart. 

RoL  Cannot? 

Eug.  Shall  not,  prince :  'tis  not  your  travail  ssd 
your  trouble. 
With  this  conceit  to  boot,  were  it  yonr  own 
Invention,  with  all  your  birds  about  yooi 
That  can  take  me. 

RoL  Is  it  my  person,  madamy 


'®  Jnd  9Dkem  Ihd'puta  girdle  *bwt  the  world.-^ThU  expression  seems  to  have  been  proverbiaL    See 
Mx  Steevcos*!  note  on  Midsummer  Nighr$  Dream,  A.  8.  S.  S* 
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If  ordiy  ?  For  my  birth  and  fortune 
Te  joor  scorn, 
iket  not  from 

if  of  your  state,  or  blood,  m  j  lord, 
Qot  love  you,  since  affection 
ipelledy  and  rests  in  the  clear  object ; 
I  yoor  person  of  just  value, 
sr  seem  as  fair  and  comely, 
pparel,  and  become  what  we 
luse  true  love :  you  have  enough 
fou  a  happier  choice ;  attempt 
e,  and  leave  me  to  myself, 
destiny :  for  know,  Florentine, 
me  faith,  one  love,  and  though  my 
her 

person,  'tis  beyond  his  will 
false  to  him  I  gave  my  faith  to ; 
lot  noble  now  if  you  proceed, 
t  yoa  were  born,  and  do  not  tempt 
commit  a  sacrilege ; 
jive  my  heart  to  any  other 
denzo,  I  commit  that  sin. 

[He  ditcovcn  himuif. 


JRoL  If  you'll  not  pardon,  I'll  deliver  up 
Philenzo  to  be  punished  for  this  trial.— See,  lady. 

Euf,  My  dear  banished  Philenzo  ! 

B4H,  O  let  not  such  a  glorious  building  stoop ; 
It  b  my  duty. 

Eug,  I  will  make  it  mine. 

R(S,  I  have  a  double  duty,  for  I  owe 
Your  constancy  as  much  respect  and  reverence^ 
As  your  most  prii»cely  person. 

£ug.  What,  for  our  safety  f 

RU,  Oh  with  what  willingness  could  I  be  lost 
In  this  distracted  wilderness  of  joy  ! 
To-morrow,  madam,  I  go  to  my  arraignment. 

Eug.  How? 

Rot  Spend  no  fear  upon*t. 
Your  story  shall  be  pleasing :— I  ha'  much 
To  tell  you — for  your  ladies 

Eug.  They  are  mine,  what  should  our  innocence 
Fear  in  their  knowledge  ?  I  desire  to  hear 
The  circumstance  of  £is  wonder. 

RoL  It  attends. 
The  story  past,  we  must  some  counsel  find ; 
The  puzzle  of  our  fate  is  still  behind.     [Exeunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

>KD0L0,  MORELLO,  and  GllUTTI. 

s  are  sorry  we  gave  thee  distaste; 
he  friends;  you  did  apprehend  too 

cely  ?  it  might  ha'  been  your  own  case, 
ne,  you  were  unkind  to  rub  us  before 

i  wise  hereafter,  and  make  the  fool 
'tis  mnoy  an  honest  man*s  case  at 
safer  to  displease  the  Duke  than  his 
f  sentence  the  one  speaks,  flatterers 
cle ;  but  let  the  impudent  fool  bark 
irdly,  other  men  ha  the  wit  to  make 
tis  policy  in  state  to  maintain  a  fool 
:encn  great  men  discretion. 
I  Grut,  Great  men-!  we  are  none. 
D,  but  you  may  be,  by  the  length  of 
d  shortness  of  your  memory ;  for  if 
:  wit  enough  to  do  mischief,  and  ob- 
I  to  forget  good  turns,  you  may  come 
es  in  time ;  keep  a  fool  p'  your  own, 
I  are  made 
ide!  what? 

ckolds,  if  my  lady  take  a  liking  to  the 
O  your  fool  is  an  excellent  fellow 
isions. 

SONG. 

all  sorti  qfpeqple^ 
uUter  ffwe  look  well  tc^ 


The  fool  is  the  hett ;  he  from  the  rest 

Will  cany  away  the  bell  too. 
Allplacti  he  i»free  oft 

AndfooU  it  without  blushing. 
At  masks  andplt^Sf  is  not  the  bays 

Thrust  out,  to  let  the  plush  in  f 
Tour  fool  isfne,  he's  merry. 

And  of  all  men  doth  fear  least ; 
At  every  word  he  jests  woith  my  lord, 

And  tickles  my  lady  in  earnest : 
The  fool  doth  pass  the  guard  now, 

lie* II  kiss  his  hand  and  leg  it ; 
When  wise  men  prate,  and  forfeit  their  state. 

Who  but  the  fine  fool  will  beg  it  f 
He  without  fear  can  walk  in 

The  streets  that  are  so  stony ; 
Your  gallant  sneaks,  your  merchant  breaks, 

He*s  a  fool  that  dots  owe  no  money. 

Enter  Rollxarbo. 

RoL  The  Duke,  where  is  the  Duke  ? 

MoreL  He's  forthcoming ;  there's  no  more  mo- 
ney i'the  exchequer. 

J(^L  I  come  to  give  up  my  accounts,  and  reckon 
with  him ;  somebody  tell  him  so. 

MoreL  And  ^ou  do  not  reckon  well  with  him, 
he*li  be  even  with  you ;  Til  do  your  message. 

RoL  Do,  and  say  I  sent  a  &ol  o*  my  errand, 
pr  jrthee.  Cry  mercy,  such  an  office  would  ha' 
become  either  of  you,  gentlemen. 

DoadL  Ilis  tongue  moves  circular  in  abuses. 

Grut.  The  Duke. 
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Enter  Duke,  Fulvio,  PsrenottO^  &c. 

« 

Duke.  How  now,  what  daj  ii't  ? 

RoL  nis  holiday. 

Dttfte.  How? 

RoL  Therefore  we  are  preparing  a  morris  to 
make  your  t;ncfe  merry :  they  have  chosen  me  for 
the  hohby-horse,  ^  and,  if  I  do  not  deceive  their 
expectation,  they  will  laogh  at  me  extremely  be- 
fore I  die. 

Duke.  Do  yoa  come  like  one  prepared  for 
death? 

RoL  Not  so  well,  I  hope,  as  I  may  be  hereaf- 
ter, unless  you  will  be  unjust,  and  have  a  desire 
to  be  clapt  into  the  chronicles,  with  some  of  your 
predecessors,  for  cutting  off  heads,  when  you  do 
not  like  their  complexion;  'tis  but  laying  one 
block  upon  another,  and  I  am  quickly  sent  of  a 
lieadless  errand. 

Duke.  Uniust !  do  you  remember  what  sums 
you  owe  for?  do  not  jest  away  your  life. 

RoL  I  crave  no  longer  day  for't,  and  I  prove 
not  myself  free  from  my  engagements. 

Duke.  How? 

RoL  For  although  I  had  not  the  art  to  go  in* 
▼isible,  as  these  wise  courtiers,  nor  could  counter- 
feit another  sex  so  becomingly  as  t'other  gaudy 
signior,  to  introduce  me  to  tlie  ladies ;  yet,  with 
your  princelyJicence,  I  may  say,  'tis  done. 

Duke,  Done !  what  is  done  t 

Peren,  He's  mad,  sir. 

RoL  I  come  not  to  petition  for  a  mercy, 
But  to  cry  up  my  merit,  for  a  deed 
Shall  drown  all  story;  and  posterity, 
When  it  shall  find  in  her  lai^  chronicle 
Jdy  glorious  undertaking  shall  admire  it 
More  than  a  SvbiJ's  leaf,  and  lose  hself 
In  wonder  of  the  action  i  poets  shall 
With  this  make  proud  their  muses,  and  apparel  it 
In  ravishing  numbers,  which  the  soft-haired  vir- 

Foigetting  all  their  legends,  and  love-talcs 
Of  Venus,  Cupid,  and  tlie  'scapes  of  Jove, 
Sliall  make  their  only  song,  and  in  foil  quire 
Chant  it  at  Hymen's  feast. 

Duke,  What  means  this  boasting? 

Fulv.  Rolliardu. 

RoL  You  think  I  am  a  lost  man;  and  your  gay 
things. 
That  echo  to  your  passions,  and  see  tlirougb 
Your  eyes  all  that^s  presented,  do  already 
Tickle  their  very  souls,  ^iih  expectation 
To  see  me  beg  most  miserably  rbr  life. 

But  you  are  all  deceived here  I  pronounce 

The  great  work  done  that  cancels  all  my  debts; 
I  have  had  access  unto  the  fair  Eugenia, 
Your  princely  daughter,  staid,  discoursed  with  her; 
More,  she  has  entertained  me  for  her  servant. 

Peres.  Sir,  do  you  believe  him? 


Duke.  Thou  hast  profaned  a  name  will  strike 

thee  dead. 
RoL  It  cannot  be;  for  if  you   mean  your 
daughter, 
Mis  that  is  my  preserver:  blest  Eugenia, 
To  whose  memory  my  heart  does  dedicate 
Itself  an  altar^  in  whose  very  mention 
My  lips  are  hallowed,  and  the  place  a  temple 
Whence  the  divine  sound  came ;  it  is  a  voice, 
Which  should  our  holy  churchmen  use,  it  m^t 
Without  addition  of  more  exorcism 
Disenchant  houses,  tie  up  nightly  spirits 
Which  fright  the  solitary  groves.    Eugenia 
When  I  have  named,  I  needs  must  lotS  my  breadl 
Tlie  better  after  it. 

Duke.  Thou  hast  undokie 
Thyself  i'f  he  repetftion ;  and  in  tills. 
Wherein  thou  cunningly  wouldst  beg  our  pity, 
Thou  hast  destroyed  it,  and  not  left  a  thooght 
To  plead  against  our  anger;  where,  before, 
Thy  life  should  have  been  gently  invited  forth, 
Now  with  a  horrid  circumstance  death  sbtH 
Make  thy  soul  tremble,  and,  forsakii^  tfll 
Thy  noble  parts,  it  shall  retire  into 
Some  angle  of  thy  body,  and  be  afraid 
To  inform  thy  eyes,  lest  they  let  in  a  horror 
They  would  not  look  on. 

HoL  I  am  still  the  same,  and  let  me  be  so  boM 
To  plead  your  royal  word ;  'twas  my  securiij; 
Nor  shall  you  take  mine  to  induce  your  faith : 
To  what  is  done,  I  have  more  pregnant  evideifoe; 
Your  bigness  knows  that  chamctef. 

[Presenti  a  Papef. 

Duke.  Ila,  'tis  nfot  so ;  V\\  not  believe  mjr  ejt% 
Come  hither,  Fulv?o ;  Perenotto,  read. 
But  not  too  I  oud  ;  does  she  nut  write  to  me — • 
//  it  unjust  you  Ut  RoUiardo  die^ 
Unieu  Eugenia  bear  hint  company  9 
Give  me  the  paper. 

Peren.  Tis  counterfeit,  my  lord ;  art  offmy  htod 
If  this  be  not  a  jig  of  his  invention. 

Duke.  My  soul  is  in  a  sweat.  I  feel  my  Uood 
Heave  in  my  teins — he  looks  as  h^  had  seen  her. 
More  my  prophetic  thoughts  do  whisper  to  me— 

JVi/v.' Believe  it  nor,  sir. 

Dttke.  I  wo'not-^ Perenotto— 

[Whisperu  Ftu.goetofiL 
at  to  think. 

Chut.  The  Duke's  perplext ;  observe. 

Jto/.  Win  either  of  you  speak  for  me,  ^ntle- 
men,  if  the  Justice  of  my  cause  should  hi\  vat  ? 
I'll  pay  you  ^r*t.  i  know  courtiers,  that  hVe  upoo 
countenance,  must  sell  their  tongues;  wiuitis  the 
price  of  yours,  pray  ? 

Grttt.  Humble  yourself,  you  coxcomb. 

Duke.  Away,  and  let  not  him  stir,  I  charge  jo«. 
This  does  intrench  too  much  upon  her  persoo. 
Have  my  endeavours  to  preserve  Eugenia, 
Of  whom  I  tilought  so  many  men  onwortfay, 


^  BiMykorM    See  Mr  Toilet's  biflsertatloa  on  the  Morrb-Danccn,  FirsI  Fart  of  Bwr$  lY.  ^  ^ 
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dieonelfes?  Human  inrendoD 
lOt  iosrract  me  to  dispose  her  where 
Id  be  more  defenced  from  all  men's  ejes; 
lorite  lives  not  prisoned  in  a  wall 
are  security.    Tis  not  possible. 
n  i  troubled  thus?  Mv  fear  abases  me; 
a  cause  1  would  checK  an  oracle. 
lU  his  dexterous  foreery  unsettle 
Kdencc  ?  I  wo'oot  shew  a  guilt 
luch  weakness  in  me.    Fulvio— 
itlcmen — we'll  speak  to  you  anon. 
I  ha*  sp<ike  too  much  already,  it  seems; 
has  sent  for  her  ;  I  dare  repose  my  life 
to  whose  trust  I  gave  my  heart ;  she  is  a 
d  wituesses  in  herself. 
It  will  be  mirth,  sir. 

I  like  not  this  consulting— they  break  off 
:lf — now,  in  the  name  c?  Mercury,  what 

;.  I  see  it  is  in  vain 

mipt  our  fate ;  what  is  decreed 

becomes  not  mortals  to  dispute. 

e,—  nay,  be  not  modest, you  were  bom  to't, 

irefore  take  your  place :  nay,  nay,  be  cx>- 

vered; 
;  that  a  crown,  and  these  your  subjects^ 
n  I  die,  you  know  'twill  come  to  that, 
of  my  sole  daughter — So :  does  he  not 
we  a  prince  indeed  ?  appears  he  not 
f  lump  of  majesty  ? 
f.  Hc*s  studying  some  speech,  I'll  lay  my 

life 

r.  Against  his  coronation,  to  thank  all 
ng  subjects,  that  as  low  as  earth 
Get  him  their  duties. 
[Draw  their  Swards :  Eugenia  eniprg, 
and  Per  EN  OTTO. 
Hold,  1  beseech  ^ou ; 
my  duty  suffer  misconstruction, 
e  my  knee  doth  lieg  your  blessinf^  here 
my  arms,  and  circle  next  to  h^ven 
lust  be  dearest  to  m.e, 
r.  Ha? 

M  v  joy  of  life ! 
s.  Destn>y  me  not. 

Alas !  I  would  preserve  all,  am  so  far 
from  killini^ 
would  die  myself,  rather  than  see 
>p  of  blood  forced  from  his  crimson  foun- 
tain, 
one  tear  radct  from  your  eye.  Oh  hear  me^ 
:er  let  your  anger  strike  two  dead, 
woold  let  us  dwell  both  in  one  grave; 
I  yoii  know  how  near  we  were  in  life, 
uid  not  think  it  fitting  that  in  death 
les  were  divided.    You  hare  heard, 
he  poor  turtle's  ravished  from  her  mate, 
ihan'd  dove  ()oth  groan  away  her  life 
»Vire<f  ^litade ;  let  me  call  him  husband, 
I  yourself  like  rest. 
;.  Kill  not  thy  father  with  one  word,  £u- 

ibondl 


£if^.  I  do  beseech  yoo  hear  me. 

Duke,  Beg  thou  mayst  be  forgotten,  'tis  sin 
'Bove  my  forgiveness^— This  a  match  for  thee  f 
What  man  can  bring  me  a  certificate 
He  had  a  father,  or  was  christened  ?  He  ? 
We  are  all  in  a  dream ;  awake  me,  thunder. 

BoL  Temper  your  passion,  sir. 

Duke.  Some  tortures,  to  enfoi'oe  confettioB 
from 'him 
How  hejprocured  access. , 

RoL  Tney  sha'not  need ;  yon  sent  mie,  sir^ your- 
self. 

Duke.  We? 

RoL  The  cage  was  my  conveyance. 

Peren.  That  was  presented  lately  with  the  hirda» 
you  gave  command. 

Duke.  Be  dumb,  I  dare  not  hear  you. 

Dand.  This  was  a  Bird  in  a  Cage,  indeed. 

Duke.  Search  for  tlie  traitor  Bonamico  pre* 
sently. 
He  has  betrajred  me;  they  shall  suffer  both. 
Before  the  noise  be  spread  to  our  dishonour. 

Eug.  Yet  will  you  bear  me? 

Duke.  I  hear  too  much ;  thou  hast  foi^ot  thy 
birth. 
Thy  fortunes,  and  thy  father.    Were  my  cares^ 
So  wondered  at  abroad,  censured  at  home, 
Worthy  of  nothing  but  contempt  from  thcNi^ 
Froni  whom  they  were  begotten  ?  thou  hast  ploughed 
Upon  my  face;  Canst  thou  undo  a  wrinkle. 
Or  change  but  the  complexion  of  one  hair? 
Yet  thou  hast  grayed  a  thousand,  taken  from  ||ie» 
Not  added  to  my  comforts,  more  than  what. 
Like  an  induij^ent  parent,  I  have  flattered 
Myself  into. 

Enter  Bonamico. 

Grut,  Here  is  the  other  traitor,  sir. 

Duke.  Away  with  'em  to  death. 

Eug,  Let  me  go  too. 

Duke.  It  needs  not ;  thou  art  dead  already,  girl. 
And  in  thy  shame  I  and  tlie  dukedom  sufier : 
Thou  may'st  remember,  (false  to  thy  own  vow,) 
Philenzo,  whom  1  banished  for  thy  sake : 
The  title  of  my  subject,  aid  thy  love 
Tq  him,  pulled  our  displeasure  on  him ;  since 
We  studying  to  add  more  height  to  thc^ 
Tboo  hfl^  made  thysfslf  less^  and,  for  aught  wo 

know. 
Clasped  with  the  son  of  earth  to  cool  the  fever 
Of  hot  sin  in  thv  veins ;  ungrateful  to 
Philenzo,  cold  already  in  thy  memory. 

lloL  'tis  happiness  enough  that  you  have  men- 
tioned htm ; 
And,  whether  to  your  mercy  or  your  justice, 
See  that  Philenzo  kneels. 

OmneM,  Lord  Philenzo ! 

Futv.  My  noble  cousin,  so  near  me,  and  con- 
cealed ! 

Eug.  Your  daughtey'a  knees  join  with  his  bend- 
ed heart, 
To  beg  your  pardon, 

Dfike*  Philenzo  \  were  not  yc^u  banished,  sir  I 
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Rot  It  was  your  senteoce. 

Dai^Oh  pain  of  death  not  to  return.  Blest  fate! 
Thou  hast  relieved  me  !  badst  tfaoo  died  before 
By  our  command,  it  would  have  been  thought  ty- 

raany. 
Though  none  durst  tell  us  so :  now  we  have  ar- 
gument 
Of  justice,  and  our  every  breath  is  kw, 
To  speak  thee  dead  at  once ;  we  sha'not  need 
To  study  a  divorce,  thy  second  exile 
Shall  be  eternal— ^eath. 

RoL  You  do  me  honour. 

Duke.  Be  it  your  punishment,  as  you  preferred 
him 
By  art  to  her,  now,  by  another  art. 
For  ever  to  divide  them ;  be*s  executioner. 
And  after  ipake  him  higher  by  the  head. 
To  cure*s  ambition :  sce't  ad^'anoed. 

RoL  Ere  I  go,  dread  sir, 
I  have  an  humble  suit ;  it  is  not  life 
111  ask,  for  that  I  ^'r/e  up  willingly, 
Aiid  call  it  mercy  in  you,  to  immortalize 
The  affection  I  shall  owe  Eugenia : 
Your  other  banibhmcnt  is  Only  death. 
You  new-create  me  now ;  it  was  my  aim, 
And  my  attempt  you  thought  so  bold,  I  made 
To  serve  this  end,  that,  since  I  could  not  live, 
1  might  6ie  for  her ;  pray  reprieve  my  breath 
But  till  I  take  my  leave ;  one  minute  does  it ; 
It  shall  be  a  very  short  and  silent  farewelL 

Enter  Anibaaador^ 

Duke.  Tis  granted. 

Fulv.  My  lord  ambassador ! 

Duke,  Not  the  least  whisper  of  Phtlenzo,  as 
you  value  our  regard. — O,  my  good  lord,  welcome ! 
^^  Ambat,  Letters  to  your  grace. 

Duke,  They  are  grateful  as  my  comfort : — Pe- 
renotto,  let  them  withdraw;  her  vein  will  be  dis- 
covered : — Fulvio,  follow  and  part  them ;  give  or- 
der for  his  execution;  off  with  his  head  instantly 
— I  can  read  no  more  for  joy :  Perenotto,  use 
your  best  oratory  on  my  daughter  to  forget  that 
traitor,  and  prepare  to  marry  Florence ;  'tis  am- 
duded  to  be  solemnized  by  proxy. 

Dond.  ril  see  the  execution.  \Exit, 

Duke.  Now  to  the  rest :  [Heads. 

"  Your  last  letters,  were  acceptable ;  and  our 
son  before  liad  intention  to  fuiish  the  marriage  in 
his  person ;  but  lately  receiving  intelligeoce,  that 
one  Phiieuzo,  of  noble  birth,  now  in  exile,  though 
without  your  consent,  had  long  since  interest  m 
your  daughter's  nffectiun,  we  thought  meet  rather 
to  advise  for  his  repeal,  than  proceed  to  our  dis- 
honour. Where  the  hearts  meet,  there  only  mar- 
riages are  sacred ;  and  princes  should  be  exem- 
plary in  all  justice.  Although  we  disclaim  in  this 
design,  on  our  parts,  we  will  continue  all  other 
princely  correspondence." 
X  am  justly  punished,  and  have  ran  myself 
Into  a  labyrinth,  from  whence  no  art] 
Con  bring  me  off  with  safety.— My  lord,  you  may 
Please  to  retire  yourself:  a  thousand  wheels 


Do  move  preposterous  in  iiiy  brain :  what  cnre^ 
I  lose  myself.    Run  with  a  haste  thou  woddst 
Preserve  my  life,  and  stay  the  execution: 
I  will  not  liave  a  drop  of  blood  fall  from 
Philenzo  for  mv  dukedom  !  fly,  I  say. 
Thou  sboaldst  be  there  already. 

Enter  Dondolo. 

How  now,  has  Philenzo  still  a  bead  on? 

Dond,  Yes,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Follow  him,  and  with  that  nimUene* 
thou  wouldst 
Leap  from  thy  chamber  when  the  rooPs  m-6n, 
Proclaim  aloud  our  pardon  to  Philemo, 
And  bring  him  back  to  os. 

Dond,  'Fis  too  late,  sir;  Philenzo's  desd  si* 
•  ready: 
He  saved  the  executioner  that  trooble. 
The  voice  is,  he  is  poisoned. 

Enter  Fulvio.- 

Duke.  Poisoned!  how? 
Where  is  Philenzo  ? 

This  fool  reports  him  poisoned !  what  drtom* 
stance  ? 

Fuh,  He  had  no  sooner  parted  from  Eugedt, 
But  suddenly  he  fainted ;  at  which  fall 
Of  his  own  spirit  he  seemed  grieved  with  shsmc^ 
To  shew  so  little  courage  near  his  death. 
Which  he  called  martyrdom ;  and  presently, 
Whether  supplied  by  other,  or  prepared 
By  himself,  we  know  not,  he  had  a  vial 
Of  water  sovereign,  as  was  pretended. 
To  enliven  his  dull  heart;  he  drank  it  up^ 
And  soon  shewed  chearful  in  his  eyes ;  we  led 
Him  smiling  forward ;  but  before  we  could 
Approach  we  place  of  death,  he  sunk  again. 
But  irrecoverably ;  for  in  vain  we  applied 
Our  help :  by  which  we  did  conclude  he  bad 
Drank  poison. 

Duke,  All  this  talk  is  such,  and  througb 
My  ear  I  take  it  ill  with  as  much  danger; 
I  feel  it  active  in  my  brain  already. 
Call  our  physicians,  I  will  hang  them  all. 
Unless  they  can  recover  him ;  it  shall  be 
Death  to  save  any  roan  hereafter,  if 
They  sufier  him  to  perish. 

JBa/er  Perenotto^  Evcbvia. 

Fulv.  Sir,  your  daughter ! 
It  seems  the  accident  has  arrived  at  her. 
Du /re.** Arrived  at  her  ?  fame  will  soon  spresd  it, 
Fulvio, 
About  the  world,  and  we  shall  be  their  nockcrj. 
He's  dead,  they  tell  me,  girl;  poisoned,  they  »/> 
too. 
Eug.  Oh,  my  Philenzo ! 

Enter  Grutti. 
Philenzo*s  Body  11  brought  in,  and  laid  vpw  ' 

carpet. 

Duke.  Eugenio  shalt  not  marrr  Florencs  now> 
Nor  any  other,  since  Philenzo's  (lead; 
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o't  not  believe  me:  had  he  lived, 
(1  thine ;  that  minute  took  him  henoe, 
irat  resolved  to  ha'  given  thee  to  him. 
!  do  not  mock  roe,  sir,  to  add  to  my 
jToo  ne*er  would  give  me  to  him  ! 
ay  heaven  forgive  me  never  then ;  but 

ite  compunction  ?  Noble  gentleman  ! 
imve  princely  funeral,  and  carry 
marble  the  mscription  of 
leath,  and  my  Eugenia's  husband, 
idam,  this  sorrow  for  his  loss  is  r^^. 
Florentine  ambassador, 
le  the  expectation  of  that  prince    - 
ssolved,  and  messengers  were  sent 
execution, 
ho  now 

my  Eugenia?  I  have  .undone 
'  our  posterity, 
t  so,  sir; 

give  me  leave  tq  make  ny  choioei 
air  to  find  a  husband, 
here? 

«,  royal  sir;  Philenzo  is  nbt  dead, 
>y  virtue  of  a  drink,  to  seem  so ; 
rent  his  suffering,  that  I  might, 
snd  by  my  confederacy, 
9f  his  body  fit  for  bunaly 
a'from  your  anger. 
)*st  not  mock  me  ? 
me  beg  your  pardon : 
f  your  change  to  mer^,  I  have 
rhat  terror  could  not  force  roe  to. 

ioRELLQ,BoMAMico,  and  LadUt> 

is  is  prettv,  Dondf>lo. 
essings  fall  doubly  on  thee  I 
expects 


Not  such  a  full  stream  of  happiness ;  Heaven  £§• 

pose  him 
To  meet  it  quickly ! 

Peren.  Here  are  stningc*tumings !  see,  he  sdrs ! 

RoL  Where  am  I  now  ?  no  matter  where  I  be; 
^s  heaven  if  my  Eugenia  meet  me  here : 
She  made  some  promise  sure  to  such  a  purpose. 
This  music  sounds  divinely.    Ha,  Eugenia ! 
Tis  so ;  let's  dwell  here  for  eternity* 
If  I  be  dead,  I  wo'not  live  again  ; 
If  living— I — Ha !  Tro  lost,  lost  for  ever. 

Duke,  Not  found  till  now :  take  her^  a  gift  froni 
roe, 
And  call  me  father. 

RoL  1  am  not  yet  awake« 

Eug,  Thou  art,  Philenzo,  and  all  this  is  tmth ; 
My  father  is  converted. 

RoL  Tis  a  miracle ! 

Duke,  Yon  must  believe  it : 
In  sign  how  we  are  pleased,  proclaim  this  day, 
Through  Mantua,  a  pardon  to  all  oflenders. 
As  amply  as  when  we  took  our  crown. 

Morel  Then  my  petticoat  is  discharged. 

Dond,  Now,  lady,  yon  are  free. 

Grul.  Make  me  happy  to  renew  my  suit 

Mor,  And  mine.    Sball's  to  barlibreak }  ^ 
I  was  in  hell  lost;  'tis  little  less  to  be  in  a  petti* 
coat  sometimes. 

RoL  Madam,  vouchsafe  him  kiss  your  hand ; 
We  owe  him  much.  iPreteniinf  Bonamico. 

Duke,  We'll  take  him  to  our  service. 

Bon.  I  am  too  rouch  honoured. 

Duke.  And  you  into  our  bosom.  This  day  shall 
Be  consecrate  to  triumph ;  and  may  time. 
When  *tis  decreed  the  world  shall  have  an  end, 
Bv  revolution  of  the  year,  make  this 
Toe  day  tlmt  shall  conclude  all  niemories ! 

l^Exeunf^ 


MJfc— LittletoB  expUins  Chortu  circukrti,  '*  Barley-break,  when  tbey  dance  taking  haodi 


Firgin  Martyr,  A.  5.  8.  1  : 

**  He  18  at  BarH^brtak^  and  tbc^litft  couple  are  now  in  heU.** 
lofi,  A.  1-  S.  1.: 

*'  Hey-day  I  there  are  a  legion  of  young  Coptdt 

At  BarU'breakr 
ndtr^  A  Woman  never  vest,  \63%  A.  1. : 

*• If  you  find  my  mistrb 

Have  a  mind  to  this  coupling  at  harl^hrtake^ 

Let  her  not  be  the  last  couple  to  be  left  in  hell." 
Detivenmce  of  206  ChriBtUms,  1608.  Sign.  A.  3.  : 

** or  ra.tber,  as  lovers  roming  after  young  damosels  at  harli-^ret^** 
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CHRISTOPHER  MARLOW. 


TO  MT  WORTHY  FRIEND 


MR  THOMAS  HAMMON» 

OF   GRATIS   IKV,  &€• 


Thii  Play,  oompoied  by  so  worthy  an  author  as  Mr  Marlow,  and  the  part  of  the  Jew  pccmtfJ 
by  so  ioiinitable  an  actor  as  Mr  Allen,*  being  in  this  latter  age  commended  to  the  sti^ge :  as  I  asber* 
ed  it  unto  the  court,  and  presented  it  to  the  Cock-pit,  wi^  these  prolosnes  and  epilogues  here  in- 
serted, so  now  being  newly  brought  to  the  press,  I  was  loth  it  should  be  publisbed  without  tht 
omanieot  of  an  epistle ;  making  clioice  of  you  unto  whom  to  derote  it ;  than  whom  (of  all  thou 
gentlemen  and  acquaintance,  within  the  compass  of  my  long  knowledge)  there  is  none  more  able  to 
tax  ignorance,  or  attribute  right  to  merit.  Sir,  you  hare  £wn  pleased  to  grace  some  of  mine  owd 
works  with  your  courteous  patronage :  I  hope  this  will  not  be  the  worse  accepted,  because  coamead- 
ed  by  me ;  over  whom,  none  can  claim  more  power  or  privilege  than  yourself.  I  had  no  better  i 
new-year's  gift  to  present  you  with ;  receive  it  therefore  as  a  continuance  of  that  ioTiolable  oblige 
menty  by  whidi  he  rests  still  engaged,  who,  as  he  ever  hath,  shall  always  remain 

l^tsftmtcs, 
THO.  HEYWOODt. 


THE  PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  AT  COURT. 


Gracious  and  great,  that  we  so  boldly  dare, 
('Mongst  other  plays  that  now  in  fashion  are) 
To  present  this,  writ  many  years  agone, 
And  in  that  age  thought  second  unto  none; 
We  humbly  crave  your  pardon :  we  pursue 
The  story  of  a  rich  and  famous  Jew, 


Who  lived  in  Malta :  you  shall  find  him  still, 
In  all  his  projects,  a  sound  Machiavel ; 
And  that's  his  character :  be  that  hath  past 
So  many  censures,  is  now  come  at  last 
To  have  your  princely  ears';  grace  you  him  tbeS) 
You  crown  the  action,  and*  renown  the  pen. 


*  The  praises  bestowed  on  this  excellent  actor  and  worthy  man,  by  his  contemporaries,  would  be  «{> 
ficient  to  vend  his  name  doHO  to  posterity  with*  bonoar.  Independent  of  the  noble  endowment  wbich  he 
founded  at  uulwich.  He  was  bom  in  London  on  the  1st  of  ^^eptember,  1566,  was  early  introdnced  if 
the  stai^e,  and  appean  to  have  been  at  the  bead  of  his  profession,  by  which  be  acc|nired  a  coosideTable 
fortune.  He  retired  to  Dulwicb  several  years  before  bis  death,  which  happened  on  the  SMh  of  iivWh 
hcTf  1 6t6.     See  his  life  in  the  Uiographia  Britannica, 

f  Tkomat  ZfeyiMod.*— See  an  account  of  him,  page  I  of  thb  volome. 


[  «1  ] 


EPILOGUE. 


I  oor  fear,  dread  sovereign,  we  have  been 
» tedioiis ;  neither  can't  be  teas  than  sin 
wrong  your  princelj  patience :  if  i^e  have, 


(Thus  low  dejected)  we  your  pardon  crave: 
And  if  aught  here  offend  your  ear  or  sight. 
We  only  act,  and  speak,  what  others  write. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  STAGE  AT  THE  COCKPIT. 


i  know  not  how  our  play  may  ^ass  this  stag^ 

t  by  the  best  nf  poets  *  m  that  age, 

e Malta  Jew  had  being,  and  was  made; 

d  be,  then  by  tlie  best  of  actors  f  played. 

Hero  and  Leander,  one  did  gain 

lastiDg  memory ;  in  Tamerlane, 

is  Jew,  with  others  many ;  ih'  other  won 

e  attribute  of  peerless,  being  a  man 

xxD  we  may  rank  with  (doing  no  one  wrong) 


Proteus  for  shapes,  and  Rosdus  for  a  tongoe  : 
So  could  he  speak,  so  vary ;  nor  is'l  hate 
To  merit,  in  himt  who  doth  personate 
Our  Jew  this  day,  nor  is  it  his  ambition 
To  exceed,  or  equal,  being  of  condition 
More  modest ;  this  is  all  that  he  intends, 
(And  that  too,  at  the  urgeoce  of  some  friends) 
To  prove  his  best,  and,  if  none  here  eainsay  it. 
The  part  he  hath  studiedf  and  iotencn  u>  play  it 


EPILOGUR 


graving,  with  Pygmalion  to  contend ; 
painting,  with  Apelles ;  doubtless  the  end 
tit  be  disgrace :  our  actor  did  not  so, 
only  aim*d  to  go^  but  not  out-go. 


Nor  think  that  this  day  any  prize  was  played; 
Here  were  no  bets  at  all,  no  wagers  laid  : 
All  the  ambition  that  his  mind  doch  swell. 
Is  but  ^  hear  from  you  (by  me)  'twas  wdU 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Macbiavel,  the  Prologue* 

Bar  ABAS,  the  Jew, 

FaaNCZE,  Governor  of  MaUa, 

CALYMATH,&m  lo  the  Grand Signior. 

Don  Lodowick,  the  Governor^i  Son. 

DoK  Matbias. 

iTBAMoaE,  a  Turkith  Slave. 

DcL  Bosco^  the  Spanish  Vict  AdmiraL 

Jacomo,  \  V  ' 

Baenardiko,   5  '"'■»«'*• 

Pbilia  Bobzo. 


Two  Merchaniit 

Three  Jews, 

Knights, 

Bashaws, 

Officers, 

Reader. 

Abigail,  Daughter  to  BerofcMk 

Two  Nuns, 

Abbess, 

Bell  AM  IRA,  a  Courtezan, 


Marlow. 


f  AUea. 


w  I      «KaB^aBB 

.^Tbis  was  Richard  Perkins,  one  of  the  performers  belonging  to  the  Cockpit  theatre  in 
rv-Laae.  Hbname  is  printed  among  those  who  acted  in  Hannibal  and  Scif^io,  by  Jfabhesi  l%t 
uUngt  by  ShirUy  f  and  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  fVett^  by  Heywobd,  After  the  playhouses  were  shot  a^ 
ccoottt  of  the  cooAisioB  arisiiy  from  the  cavil  wan,  PerkUa  and  Suauwr,  who  belonged  to  the  sama 
e,  lived  together  at  Clerkenwell,  where  they  died  and  were  buried.    They  both  died  some  yaafS  b»' 


the 


^oeThs 


an  Flays  and  Ptagars,  voL  xil. 


[     263     ] 


THE 


JEW  OF  MALtA.* 


ACT  I. 


inter  MACHiAVEt. 

JfttcA.  Albeit  the  world  think  Machiavel  is 

dead, 
Yet  waa  his  soul  bat  flown  beyond  the  Alps, 
And,  now  the  Guize '  is  dead,  is  come  from  France 
To  view  this  land,  and  frolic  with  his  friends. 
To  some  perhaps  my  name  is  odious ; 
But  such  as  love  me,  guard  roe  from  their  tongues, 
And  let  them  know  that  I  am  Machiavel, 
And  weigh  not  men,  and  therefore  not  men's 

words. 
Admired  I  am  of  those  that  hate  roe  roost! 
Though  Some  speak  openly  against  ray  beoks, 
Yet  will  they  read  me,  and  thereby  attain 
To  Peter'^  chair ;  and  when  they  cast  me  off, 
Are  poisoned  by  my  climbing  followers. 
I  count  religion  but  a  childish  toy. 
And  hold  there  is  no  sin  but  ignorance'. 
Birds  of  the  air  will  tell  of  murders  past ; 
I  am  ashamed  to  hear  such  fooleries. 
Many  will  talk  of  title  to  a  crown. 
What  right  had  Cspsar  to  the  empery  ?  * 
Might  first  made  kings,  and  laws  were  then  most 

sure 
When,  like  the  Draco's^,  they  were  writ  in  blood. 
Hence  comes  it,  that  a  strong-built  citadel 
Commands  much  more  than  letters  can  import; 
Which  maxim  had  but  Phalaris  observed, 


He  had  never  bellowed  in  a  brazen  bdlf. 

Of  great  ones  envy ;  o'the  poor  petty  wightiy 

Let  me  be  envied  and  not  pitied ! 

But  whither  am  I  bound  ?  I  come  not,  t, 

To  read  a  lecture  here  in  Britain, 

But  to  present  the  Tragedy  of  a  Jew, 

Who  smiles  to  see  how  full  his  bags  are  crammd, 

Which  money  was  not  got  without  my  means. 

I  crave  but  this — grace  him  as  he  deserves. 

And  let  him  not  be  entertained  the  worse 

Because  he  favours  me. 

Enter  Barabas  in  hU  Counting'hausef  wUhhuft 
of  Gold  brfore  him. 

Bar,  So  that  of  thus  much  that  return  ms 
made. 
And  of  the  third  part  of  the  Persian  ships, 
There  was  the  venture  summed  and  satisfied. 
As  for  those  Samintes,  and  the  men  of  Uzz, 
That  bought  my  Spanish  oils,  and  wines  of  Greece, 
Here  have  I  purst  their  paltry  silverbings.^ 
Fie;  what  a  trouble-^tis  to  count  this  trash! 
Well  fare  the  Arabians,  tvho  so  richly  pay 
The  things  they  traffic  for  with  wedge  of  gpldi 
Whereof  a  man  may  easily  in  a  day 
Tell  that  which  may  maintain  him  all  his  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  fingered  groat, 
Would  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  coin ; 
But  he  whose  steel-barr'd  coffers  are  cramni'd  foO} 


f  This  plajr,  though  not  printed  earlier  than  163f),  was,  with  the  ballad  on  the  same  solyect,  lolilaHr 
Tke  natrtheroiu  Ljife  and  UrribU  death  of  the  Rich  Jace  of  MaUa,  entered  on  the  Statiouers  books  May 
1604.    See  Mr  Steevens's  note  to  The  Merchant  of  Venice, 

'  J%e  Quite, — i,  «•  the  Duke  of  Guise,  who  had  been  the  principal  contriver  and  actor  in  the  horrii 
massacre  on  St  Bartholomew's  day,  1078.  He  met  with  bis  deserved  fate,  being  assassinated,  by  oidff 
'«f  the  French  king,  in  1588. 

*  Empery — ^Tbe  quarto  edition  reads  empire :  but  to  complete  the  verse,  we  should  read  emftrf;  > 
%ofd  that  occurs  often  in  our  ancient  plays.    S. 

'  DrocoV^i.  6,  The  severe  Uw-giver  of  Athens  |  **  whose  statutes,**  said  Demades,  "  were  not  wri^ 
ten  with  ink,  but  blood."    S. 

^  Silverbingi, — I  am  unacquainted  with  any  such  word  :  perhaps  we  should  read  iilveringtf  orntotf- 
Ungi  I  a  diinuuitivei  to  expreK  the  Jew's  contempt  of  a  metal  inferior  in  value  to  gold.    S. 
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his  nfe-time  hath  been  tired, 
;  his  fillers  ends  with  telling  it, 
n  his  age  be  loth  to  labour  so, 
a  poand  to  sweat  himself  to  death* 
;  the  merchants  of  the  Indian  mines, 
ide  in  metal  of  the  purest  mould ; 
&lthy  Moor,  that  in  the  Eastern  rocks 
t  controul  can  pick  his  riches  up, 
his  house  heap  pearl  like  pehble-stones ; 
them  free,  and  sell  them  by  the  weight ; 
fiery  opals,  sapbires,  amethysts, 
hard  topas,  grass-green  emeralds, 
>us  rubies,  sparkling  diamonds, 
d  seen  '  costly  stones  of  so  great  pricey 
of  them,  indifierently  rated, 
a  carrect^  of  this  quantity, 
rve,  in  peril  of  calamity, 
om  great  kings  from  captivity, 
the  ware  wherein  consists  my  wealth ; 
ismethinks  should  men  of  judgment  frame 
leans  of  traffic  from  the  vulgar  trade ; 
their  wealth  increaseth,  so  inclose 
riches  in  a  little  room. 
V  bow  stands  the  wind  ? 
lat  comer  peers  my  halcyon's  bill  ?  ^ 
the  east?  yes;  see  how 'stand  the  vanes? 
4  by  south ;  why,  then  I  hope  my  ships 
or  Egypt  and  the  bordering  isles 
:ten  up  by  Nilus*  winding  kmnks; 
Lifosie  from  Alexandria, 
with  spice  and  silks,  now  under  sail, 
loothly  gliding  down  by  Candy  shore 
Ita,  through  our  Mediterranean  sea. 
K>  comes  here  ?  bow  now  ? 

Enter  a  Merchant. 

.  Barabas,  thy  slups  are  safe 

in  Malta  Road ;  and  all  the  merchants 
»cher  merchandize  are  safe  arrived, 
ive  sent  me  to  know  whether  yourself 
>me  and  custom  them.  ^ 
.  The  ships  are  safe  thou  sayst,  and  richly 

fraught  ? 
'.  They  are. 

.  Why  then  go  bid  them  come  ashore, 
ring  with  them  their  bills  of  entry  : 

our  credit  in  the  custom-house 
*rve  as  well  as  I  were  present  there* 
id  them  threescore  camels,  thirty  mules, 
venty  waggons  to  brmg  up  the  ware* 
t  thou  master  in  a  ship  ol  mine ; 
i  thy  credit  not  enougii  for  that  ? 
\  The  very  custom  barely  comes  to  more 


Than  many  merchants  of  the  town  are  worth ; 
And  therefore  far  exceeds  my  credit,  sir. 

Bar,  Go  tell  'em  the  Jew  of  Malta  sent  thee^ 
man ; 
Tush,  who  amongst  'em  knows  not  Barabas  ? 

Mer,  I  go. 

Bar,  So  then,  there's  somewhat  come. 
Sirrah,  which  of  my  ships  art  thou  master  of? 

Mer,  Of  the  Speranza,  sir. 

Bar.  And  saw'st  thou  not  mine  Argosie  «l 
Alexandria? 
Thou  couldst  not  come  from  Egypt,  or  by  Cairo^ 
But  at  the  entry  there  into  the  sea. 
Where  Nilus  pays  his  tribute  to  the  main ; 
Thou  needs  must  sail  by  Alexandria^ 

Mer.  I  neither  saw  them,  nor  enquired  of  (hem; 
But  this  we  beard  some  of  our  seamen  say. 
They  wondered  how  you  durst,  with  so  much 

:  wealth, 
Trust  such  a  crazy  vessel,  and  so  far. 

Bar,  Tush,  they  are  wise ;  I  know  her  and  her 
strength ; 
Bye,  go,  go  thou  thy  ways,  discharge  thy  ship. 
And  bid  my  factor  bring  his  loading  in ; 

[Ejcit  1  Merchant, 
And  yet  I  wonder  at  this  Argosie. 

Enter  a  ^d  Merchant. 

2  Mer.  Thine  Argosie  from  Alexandria, 
Know,  Barabas,  doth  ride  in  Malta  Road, 
Laden  with  riches  and  exceeding  store 
Of  Persian  silks,  uf  gold,  and  orient  pearl. 

Bar.  How  chance  you  came  not  with  those  other 
ships, 
That  sailed  by  Egypt? 

2  Mer,  Sir,  we  saw  'em  not. 

Bar.  Belike  they  coasted  round  by  Candy  shore^ 
About  their  oils,  or  other  businesses; 
But  'tw^  ill  done  of  you  to  come  so  far 
Without  the  aid  or  conduct  of  their  ships. 

S  Mer.  Sir,  we  were  wafted  by  a  Spanish  fleer, 
That  never  left  us  till  within  a  league, 
That  had  the  galleys  of  the  Turk  in  chase. 

Bar.  Oh,  they  were  going  up  to  Sicily ;  well  go 
And  bid  the  merchants  and  my  men  dispatch 
And  come  ashore,  and  see  the  freight  discharged. 

2M<!r.lgo.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Thus  trouls  our  fortune  in  by  land  and  sea> 
And  thus  are  we  on  every  side  enriched ; 
These  are  the  blessings  promised  to  the  Jewa^ 
And  herein  was  old  Abraham's  happiness. 
What  more  may  heaven  do  for  eartnly  man, 
I  Than  thus  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps. 


id  teeit^i,  e,  rarely  beheld. 

correct — or  carat,  a  weight  of  four  grains,  wttli  which  diamonds  are  weighed.    S»  ' 
U9  what  comer  peers  my  halcyorCi  hillf — It  was  anciently  believed,  thai  this  bird,  (the  K log  Fisher) 
I  up,  would  vary  with  the  wind,  and  by  that  means  shew  from  what  quarter  it  blew.    $ee  note  or 
Ceor,  vol.  9.  p.  419.  edit.  lITtf. 
utgm  thttnr^i,  e,  eater  the  goods  they  coDtain  at  the  custom-house* 
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Ripping  the  ho\rek  of  the  earth  for  tliem. 

Making  the  sea  their  aenrants,  aod  the  winds 

To  drive  their  substance  tvith  successful  blasts  ? 

"Who  hateth  me  but  for  my  happinesa? 

Or  who  is  honoured  now  but  for  his  wealth  ? 

Rather  had  I  a  Jew  be  iiatcd  tho8» 

Than  pitied  in  a  Christian  poverty ; 

For  I  cao  see  no  fruits  in  all  their  faith, 

But  malice,  falsehood,  aod  excessive  pride; 

"Which  methinks  fits  not  their  profession. 

Happily  some  hapless  man  hath  conscience^ 

And  for  bis  conscience  lives  in  beggary. 

lliey  say  we  are  a  scattered  nation ;    ' 

I  cannot  tell,  but  we  have  scambled  '  tip 

More  wealth  by  far  than  tliose  that  brag  of  faith. 

There's  Kirriah  Jairim,  the  great  Jew  of  Greece, 

Obed  in  Bairseth,  Nenes  in  Portugal, 

Myself  in  Malta,  some  in  Italy, 

Many  in  France,  and  wealthy  every  one; 

I,  wealthier  far  than  any  Christian. 

I  must  confess  we  come  not  to  be  kings ; 

That's  not  our  fault :  alas  !  our  nurobei^s  few, 

And  crowns  come  either  hy  succession, 

Or  urged  by  force;  and  nbthing  violent. 

Oft  have  I  heard  tell,  can  be  permanent 

Give  us  a  peaceful  rule,  make  Christians  kingsy 

That  thirst  so  much  for  principality. 

I  have  no  charge,  nor  many  children, 

But  one  sole  daughter,  whom  I  hold  as  dear 

As  Agamemnon  did  his  Iphigene ; 

And  all  I  have  is  her^s. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  three  Jews* 

t  Jew,  Tush,  tell  not  me  'twas  done  of  policy. 

S  Jew,  Come  therefore  let  us  go  to  Barabas ; 
For  he  can  counsel  best  in  these  affiiirs : 
And  here  he  comes. 

Bar,  Why,  how  now,  countrymen  ? 
Why  flock  von  thus  to  me  in  multitudes? 
What  accident's  betided  to  the  Jews  ? 

1  Jew.  A  fleet  of  warlike  galleys,  Barabas, 
Are  come  from  Turkey,  and  lie  in  our  road ; 
And  they  this  day  sit  m  the  council-boase 
To  entertain  them  and  their  embassy. 

Bmr,  Why,  let  them  come,  so  they  come  not  to 
war; 
Or  let  them  war,  so  we  be  conquerors : 
Nay,  let  them  combat,  conquer,  and  kill  all,«— 
So  they  spare  me,  my  daughter,  and  my  wealth.' 

[Aiidi. 

1  Jew.  Were  it  for  confirmation  of  a  league, 
They  would  not  come  in  warlike  manner  thus. 

2  Jew.  I  fear  their  coming  will  afflict  us  all. 
Bar.  Fond  men,  what  dream  you  of  their  mul- 
titudes ? 

What  need  they  treat  of  peace,  that  are  in  league  ? 
The  Turks,  and  those  of  Malta,  are  in  league. 


Tut,  tut,  there  is  some  other  matter  in*t. 

1  Jew,  Why,  Barabas,  they  come  for  peace  or 
war. 

Bar.  Happily  for  neither,  bat  to  paas  along 
Towards  Venice  by  the  Adriatic  sea,    . 
With  whom  they  have  attempted  many  times^ 
But  never  could  eflect  their  stratagem' 

3  Jew,  And  very  wisely  said ;  it  may  he  so. 

9  Jew,  But  there's  a  meeting  in  the  senate-hooM^ 
And  all  the  Jews  in  Malta  must  be  there. 

Bar,  Hum !    all  the  Jews  in  Malta  must  ba 
there? 
Aye,  like  enough ;  why  then  let  every  man 
Provide  him,  and  be  there  for  fashion-sake.— 
If  any  thing  shall  there  concern  oor  state, 
Assure  yourselves  I'll  look  unto  myself. 

1  Jew,  1  know  you  will ;  well,  brethren,  let  os  ga 

2  Jew,  Let's  take  our  leaves; — fisreweU,  good 

Barabas. 
Bar,  Do  so :— farewell,  Zaaretb; — farewell,  Te» 
mainte.  [Exeunt  Jemu. 

And,  Barabas,  now  search  this  secret  out ; 
Summon  thy  senses,  call  thy  wits  together : 
These  silly  men  mistake  tlie  matter  clean. 
Long  to  the  Turk  did  Malta  contribute; 
Which  tribute,  all  in  policy,  I  fear, 
The  Turks  have  let  increase  to  sudi  a  sun, 
As  all  the  wealth  of  Malta  cannot  pay; 
And  now  by  that  advantage  thinkfl^  belike. 
To  seize  upon  the  town :  Aye,  that  be  sedks. 
Howe'er  the  world  go,  111  make  sure  o(  one. 
And  seek  in  time  to  intercept  the  worst. 
Warily  guarding  that  which  I  have  got. 
Ego  mihitnet  sum  semper  proximus. 
Why,  let  them  enter,  let  them  take  the  town.  [Exit. 

Enter  Governors  of  MaUoy  Knights^  met  6y  fia* 
shows  of  the  Turk,  and  Calymath. 

Gov,  Now,  Bashaws,  what  demand  yon  at  our 

hands? 
Bash.  Know,  Knights  of  Malta,  that  we  came 
from  Rhodes, 
From  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  other  isles 
That  lie  betwixt  the  Mediterranean  seas— - 
Gov.  What's  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  other 
isles. 
To  us  or  Malta  ?  What  at  our  hands  demand  ye  f 
Caly.  The  ten  years  tribute  that  renuuns  un- 
paid. 
Gov,  Alas,  my  lord,  the  sum  is  over  great; 
I  hope  your  highness  will  consider  us. 
Cafy.  I  wish,  grave  governors,  'twere  in  my 
power 
To  favour  you;  but  'tis  my  father's  causey 
Wherein  I  may  not,  nay  I  dare  not  dall^. 
Gov,  Then  give  us  leave,  great  Selim  Caly* 
math. 


9  Sramftted—Scomikd  has  much  the  same 
p.  9.  edit  ni8. 


meaning  as  seramkUd.    See  note  on  King  Hmrg  K  VoL  TI» 
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SUod  all  oaide,  and  let  the  koighu  deter- 
mine: * 

id  to  keep  our  galleys  under  sail, 

pily  we  shall  not  tarry  here. 

iveriiors,  bow  are  you  resolved  f 

Thus  :  Since  your  hard  conditions  are 
such . 

m  will  needs  have  ten  years  tribute  past,  ^ 

J  have  time  to  make  collcctiuu 

St  the  inhabitants  of  Malta  for^t. 

.  Tltat^s  more  than  is  in  our  commission. 

.  What,  Callapine,  a  little  courtesy  ? 

low  their  time,  perhaps  it  is  not  long ; 

»  more  kingly  to  obtam  by  peace, 

>  enforce  conditions  by  constraint. 

espite  ask  you,  governors? 
But  a  month. 

.  We  grant  a  month;  but  see  you  keep 
your  promise. 

lunch  our  galleys  back  again  to  sea, 

we'll  attend  the  respite  you  have  ta'en ; 

r  the  money  send  our  messenger. 

ill,  preat  governors,  and  brave  kn^hts  of 

Malta,  [Exeunt. 

And  all  good  fortune  wait  on  Calymatb. 

!,  and  call  those  Jews  of  Malta  hither  : 

htjf  not  summoned  to  appear  to-day  ? 

Tney  were,  my  lord,  and  here  they  come. 

Enter  Barabas  and  three  Jewt, 

light.  Have  you  determined  what  to  say 

to  them  ?  • 

Yes,  give  me  leave ;  and,  Hebrewsii  now 

oome  near, 
he  emperor  of  Turkejr  is  arrived 
>elim  Calymath,  his  highness'  son, 
r  of  uo  ten  years  tribute  past; 
len,  here  know  that  it  concemeth  as. 
llien,  good  my  lord,  to  keep  your  quiet 

still, 
>rdsbip  shall  do  well  to  let  them  have  it. 
Soft,  Barabas^  there's  more  'longs  to't 

than  se. 
it  these  ten  years  tribute  will  amount, 
e  have  cast,  but  cannot  compass  it 
lOD  of  tbe  wars  that  robb'd  our  store  : 
erefore  are  we  to  request  your  aid. 
Alat,  my  lord,  we  are  no  soldiers : 
liaf  s  our  aid  against  so  great  a  Prince  ? 
night.  Tut,  Jew,  we  know  thou  art  no 

soldier; 
irt  a  merchant  and  a  monied  mafi, 
s  thy  money,  Barabas,  we  seek. 
.  How,  my  lord  !  my  money  ? 
.  Thine  and  the  rest ; 
be  short,  amongj»t  you't  must  be  had. 
AlaS;  my  lord,  the  most  of  us  are  poor ! 
,  Then  let  the  rich  increase  your  portionSf 


Bar.  A  re  strangers  with  your  tribute  to  be  tamd? 

8  Knight.  Have  strangers  leave  with  us  to 
get  their  wealth  ? 
Then  let  them  with  us  contribute. 

Bar.  How,  equally  f 

Gov.  No,  Jew,  like  infidels : 
For  through  our  sufferance  of  your  hateful  live% 
Who  stand  accursed  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
These  taies  and  afflictions  are  befallen : 
And  therefore  thus  we  are  determined ; 
Head  there  the  articles  of  our  decrees. 

Read  First,  the  tribute  money  of  the  Tuikt 
shall  all  be 
Levied  amongst  the  Jews,  and  each  of  them  Co 

pay  one 
Half  of  his  estate. 

Bar.  How !  half  his  estate  ?  I  hope  yon  meaa 
not  mine. 

Gov.  Read  on. 

Read.  Secondly,  he  that  denies  to  pay,  shall 
straight  become 
A  Christian. 

Bar,  How !  a  Christian  ?  Hum,  what's  here  to 
do? 

Read,  Lastly,  he  that  denies  this,  shall  abso- 
lutely lose  all  he  has. 

Ail  Three  Jews.  Oh,  my  lord,  we  will  give  half. 

Bar,  Oh  earth-metall  d  villains,  and  no  He* 
brews  bom ! 
And  will  you  basely  thus  submit  yourselves 
To  leave  your  goods  to  their  arbitrement  ? 

Gov,  Why,  Barabas,  wilt  thou  be  christened  ? 

Bar,  No,  Governor,  I  will  be  no  convertite  '^ 
•  Gov,  Then  pay  thy  half. 

Bar,  Why  know  you  what  you  did  by  this  de- 
vice? 
Half  of  my  substance  is  a  city's  wealth. 
Governor,  it  was  not  got  so  easily ; 
Nor  will  I  part  so  slightly  therewithal. 

Gov,  Sir,  half  u  the  penalty  of  our  decree, 
Either  pay  that,  or  we  will  seize  on  all. 

Bar.  CorpQ  di  deo  ;  stay,  you  shall  have  balf| 
Let  mo  be  used  but  as  my  brethren  are. 

Gap.  No,  Jew,  thou  hast  denied  the  articles^ 
And  now  it  caimot  be  recalled. 

Bar.  Will  you  then  steal  my  ^oods? 
Is  theft  tbe  ground  of  your  religion  ? 

Gov.  No,  Jew,  we  take  particularly  thine, 
To  save  the  ruin  qf  a  multitude : 
And  better  one  want  for  a  common  good, 
Than  many  perish  for  a  private  man : 
Yet,  Barabas,  we  will  not  banish  thee, 
But  here  in  Malta,  where  thou  got^t  thy  wealthy 
Live  still ;  and,  if  thou  canst,  get  more. 

Bar.  Christians,  what,  or  how  can  I  multiply  ? 
Of  nought  is  nothing  made. 

1  Knight.  From  nought  at  first  thou  cam'st 
to  little  wealth. 


P  QimverlitM"^.  e,  convert.    80  in  Kimg  Jokm^  A;  5.  8. 1« 
**  Bat  since  you  are  a  gentle  c9nv€rtUt^**  8* 
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Prom  little  unto  more,  from  more  to  most : 

If  your  first  curse  fall  heavy  on  thy  head, 

And  make  thee  poor,  aud  scorned  of  all  the 

world, 
^s  not  our  fault,  but  tliy  inherent  sin. 

Bar,  What^  bring  you  scripture  to  confirm 
your  wrongs  f 
Preach  me  not  out  of  my  possessions. 
Some  Jews  are  wicked,  as  all  Christians  are :  • 
But  say  the  tribe  that  I  descended  of 
Were  all  in  general  cast  away  for  sin, 
-Shall  I  be  tried  by  their  transgression? 
The  man  that  dealeth  righteously  shall  live : 
And  which  of  you  can  charge  me  otherwise  f 
Gov.  Out,  wretched  Barabas,  shamest  thou  not 
thus 
To  justify  thyself,  as  if  we  knew  not 
Thy  profusion  ?  If  thou  rely  upon  thy  righteous- 
ness, 
Be  patient,  and  thy  riches  will  increase. 
L    Excess  of  wealth  is  cause  of  covetousness : 
(  And  covetousness,  oh  'tis  a  monstrous  sin. 

Bar.  Aye,  but  theft  is  worse  t  tush,  take  not 
from  me,  then, 
For  that  is  theft ;  and  if  you  rob  me  thus, 
I  must  be  forced  to  steal  and  compass  more. 
1  Knight.  Grave  governors,  list  not  to  his 
exclaims : 
Convert  his  mansion  to  a  nunnery. 

Enter  Officers. 

His  house  will  harbour  many  holy.  nuns. 

Goo.  It  shall  be  so;    Now,  officers,  have  you 
done  ?  • 

Offi,  Aye,  my  lord,  we  have  seized  upon  the 
goods 
And  wares  of  Barabas,  which,  being  valued. 
Amount  to  more  than  all  the  wealth  in  Malta. 
And  of  the  other  we  have  seized  half. 
Then  we'll  take  order  for  the  residue. 

Bar.  Well  then,  my  lord,  say  are  you  satisfied? 
You  have  my  goods,  my  money,  and  my  wealth, 
My  ships,  my  store,  and  all  that  I  enjoyed; 
Aod,  having  all,  you  can  request  no  more, 
Unless  your  unrelenting  flinty  hearts 
Suppress  all  pity  in  your  stony  breasts. 
And  now  shall  move  you  to  bereave  my  life. 

Gov.  No,  Barabas,  to  stain  our  hands  with 
blood 
Js  far  from  us  and  our  profession. 

Bar.  Why  I  esteem  the  injury  far  less, 
To  take  the  lives  of  miserable  men. 
Than  be  the  causers  of  their  misery. 
You  have  my  wealth,  the  labour  of  my  life. 


The  comfort  of  mine  age,  mj  chrldren't  hope; 
And  therefore  ne'er  distinguish  of  the  wrong* 

Gov.  Content  thee,  Barabas^  thou  hast  nougbt 
but  right. 

Bar.  Your  extreme  right  does  me  exoeediag 
wrong ; 
But  take  it  to  you,  i'tbe  Devil's  name. 

Gov.  Come,  let  us  in,  and  gather  of  these 
goods 
The  money  for  this  tribute  of  the  Turk. 

1  Knight'  Tis  necessary  that  be  look'd  unto; 
For  if  we  break  our  day,  we  break  the  league, 
And  that  will  prove  but  simple  policy.  lEsemU^ 

Bar.  A^e,  policy,  that's  their  profession, 
Aod  not  simplicity,  as  they  suggest. 
The  plagues  of  Egypt,  and  the  curse  of  Heaveo^ 
Earth's  barrenness,  and  all  men's  hatred. 
Inflict  upon  them,  thou  Primia  Motor  ! 
And  here  upon  my  knees,  striking  the  earth, 
I  ban  "  their  souls  to  everlasting  pains^ 
Aod  extreme  tortures  of  the  fiery  deep. 
That  thus  have  dealt  with  me  in  my  distress. 

1  Jew.  Oh  yet  be  patient,  gentle  Barabas* 

Bar.  Oil,  silly  brethren,  bom  to  see  this  day, 
Why  stand  you  thus  unmoved  with  my  lamcatif 
Why  -weep  you  not  t«>  think  upon  my  wroogs  ? 
Why  pine  not  I  and  die  in  this  distress  ? 

1  Jew.  Why,  Barabitf,  as  hardly  can  we  brook 
The  cruel  handling  of  ourselves  m  this ; 
Thou  seest  they  have  taken  half  oar  goods. 

Bar,  Why  did  you  yield  to  their  extortioB? 
You  were  a  multitude,  and  1  but  one, 
And  of  me  only  have  (bey  taken  all. 

1  Jew.  Yet,  brother  Barabas,  remember  Job. 

Bar,  What  tell  you  me  of  Job }  I  wot  hit 
wealth 
Was  written  thus;  he  had  seven  tfaoasand  shee|v 
Three  thousand  camels,  and  two  hundred  yoke 
Of  labouring  oxen,  and  five  hundred 
She-asses ;  but  for  every  one  of  these, 
Had  they  been  valued  at  indifferent  rat^ 
I  had  at  home,  and  in  mine  Argosie 
And  other  ships  that  came  from  Egjrpt  last. 
As  much  as  would  have  bought  his  beasts  sad 

him. 
And  yet  have  kept  enough  to  live  upon ; 
So  that  not  he,  but  I,  may  curse  the  day. 
Thy  fatal  birth  day,  forlorn  Barabas  ! 
And  henceforth  wish  for  an  eternal  night, 
That  clouds  of  darkness  may  inclose  my  fleth, 
And  hide  these  extreme  sorrows  from  mine  eyes; 
For  only  I  have  toiled  to  inherit  here 
The  months  of  vanity  and  loss  of  time, 
Aud  painful  nights  have  been  appointed  me. 


t» 


"  /  htai  their  souls.']  To  ban^  is  to  curse.    So  in  jirien  of  Feversham  : 

**  Nay,  if  thou  han^  let  me  breath  curses  forth.' 

First  p^ft  ofJtntonio  and  Melliiiaj  A.  8.  • 

"  Wee  wring  ourselves  into  this  wretched  world, 
**  To  pule  and  weepe,  exclairoe,  to  curse  aod  rail^, 
"  To  fret  aod  ban  the  fates  to  strike, 
^*  As  1  doe  now." 
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Good  Bnrabas,  be  patient. 

.ye,  I  pray  leave  me  in  my  patience. 

rere  ne'er  possest  of  wealth,  are  pleased 

with  want; 

lira  liberty  at  lea$t  to  mourn, 

6eld  amidst  his  enemies, 

ills  soktiers  slain,  himself  disarmed, 

^i  09  means  of  his  recovery ; 

le  sorrow  for  this  sudden  chance, 

!  trouble  of  my  spirit  I  speak ; 

tries  are  not  s«)  soon  forgot. 

Come,  let  us  leave  him  in  his  ireful 

uood, 

i  will  but  increase  his  extacy.  '* 

3n  then ;  but  trust  me,  'tia  a  misery 

Dan  in  such  affliction. 

l^rabas; 

ye,  fare  you  well.— 

oplicicy  of  these  base  slaves, 

:1k:  villains  have  no  wit  themselves, 

to  be  a  senseless  lump  of  clay, 

vith  every  water  wash  to  dirt ! 

•as  is  bom  to  better  chance, 

id  of  finer  mould  than  common  men, 

rure  nought  but  by  the  present  time* 

g  thought  will  search  his  deepest  wits, 

ivith  cunning  for  the  time  to  come ; 

ire  apt  to  happen  every  day. — 

er  wends  *'  my  beauteous  Abigail? 

r  Abigail,  the  Jcw*s  Daughter. 

las  made  my  lovely  daughter  sad  ? 
nan,  moan  not  for  a  little  loss; 
has  enough  in  store  for  thee, 
ot  for  myiself,  but  aged  Barabas; 
'  thee  lamenteth  Abigail, 
learn  to  leave  tliese  fruitless  tears ; 
i  thereto  with  my  afflictions, 
:  exclaims  run  to  the  senate-house, 
!  senate  reprehend  them  all, 
their  hearts  witli  tearing  of  my  hair, 
sduce  the  wrongs  done  to  i;jy  father. 
>,  Abigail,  things  past  recovery 
'  cured  with  exclamations, 
daughter,  suSerance  breeds  ease, 
may  yield  us  an  occasion, 
the  sudden  cannot  serve  the  turn, 
y  girl,  think  me  not  all  so  fond,'**^ 
Qtljr  to  forego  so  nmch 
revision  for  thyself  and  me. 
lod  portagues,  besides  great  pearls, 
r  jewels,  and  stones  intinite, 
I  worst  of  tills  before  it  fell. 


r  closely  hid. 
Jbig,  Where,  father  ? 
Bar.  In  my  house,  mv  girl. 

Abig.  Then  shall  they  ne'er  be  seen  of  Rarabas ; 
For  tlrcy  have  seized  upon  thy  house  and  wares. 
Bar,  But  they  will  give  me  leave  once  more, 
I  trow, 
To  go  into  my  house. 

Ahig,  That  may  they  not ; 
For  tliere  I  left  the  governor  placing  nuns, 
Displacing  me ;  and  of  thy  house  they  mean 
To  make  a  nunnery,  where  none  but  their  ovm 

sect  '^ 
Must  enter  in ;  men  generally  barred. 

Bar,  My  gold,  my  gold,  and  all  my  wealth,  is 
gone  T 
Vou  partial  heavens,  have  I  deserved  this  plague  ? 
What  will  you  thus  oppose  me,  luckless  stars) 
To  make  me  desperate  in  my  poverty  ? 
And,  knowing  roe  impatient  m  distress. 
Think  me  so  mad  as  I  will  hang  myself. 
That  I  may  vanish  o*er  the  earth  in  air. 
And  leave  no  memory  that  e'er  I  was  ? 
No,  I  will  live ;  nor  loath  I  this  my  life  : 
And,  since  you  leave  me  in  the  ocean  thus 
To  sink  or  swim,  and  put  me  to  my  shifts. 
Til  rouse  my  senses,  and  awake  myself. 
Daughter,  1  have  it :  thou  perceiv^st  the  plight 
Wherein  these  Christians  have  oppressed  me; 
Be  ruled  by  me,  for,  in  extremity. 
We  ought  to  make  bar  of  no  policy. 

Apig,  Father,  whate'er  it  be,  to  injure  them 
That  have  so  manifestly  wronged  us. 
What  will  not  Abigail  attempt? 

Bar,  Why,  so;  then  thus,  tliou  tuld^st  mo  they 
have  turned  my  house 
Into  a  nunnery,  and  some^nuns  are  there  ? 

Abig.  I  did. 

Bar,  Then,  Abigail,  there  roust  my  girl 
Intreat  the  abbess  to  be  entertained. 

Abig,  How,  as  a  nun  ? 

Bar.  Aye,  duugliter;  (o^  religion 
Hides  many  mischiefs  from  suspicion. 

Abig,  Aye,  but,  father,  they  will  suspect  roe 
there. 

Bar,  Let  'em  suspect ;  but  be  thou  so  precise 
As  they  may  think  it  done  of  holiness. 
Intreat  'em  fair,  and  give  them  friendly  speech. 
And  seem  to  them  as  it  thy  sins  were  great. 
Till  thou  hast  gotten  to  be  entertained. 

Abig,  Thus,  father,  shall  I  much  dissemble. 

Bar,  Tush ;  as  good  dissemble  that  thou  never 
mean'st. 


Ih^The  word  extacy  was  anciently  used  to  signify  some  degree  of  alienation  of  mind. 

»— See  note  on  Taucred  and  Sigitmunda*  • 

-i.  e./o«/iiA. 

-i.  e.  sex.    Sect  and  sex  were,  in  our  ancient  dramatic  writers,  osed  synonymously  fef  each 

e  several  instances  in  Mr  bteevens's  note  on  The  Sd  Part  of  Henry  IL  A.  2.  S.  4. 
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As  first  mean  truth  aiid  then  dissemble  it: 
A  counterfeit  profession  is  better, 
Than  unseen  hypocrisy. 

Abig.  Well,  father,  say  I  be  entertained. 
What  then  shall  follow  ?' 

Bar,  This  shall  follow,  then  : 
There  have  I  hid,  close  underneath  the  plank 
That  runs  along  the  upper-chamber  floor. 
The  gold  and  jewels  which  I  kept  for  thee.—- 
But  here  they  come;  be  cunning,  Abigail. 

Jbig.  Then,  father,  ^o  with  me. 

Bar,  No,  Abigail,  in  this 
It  is  nut  necessary  I  be  seen ; 
Tor  I  will  seem  offended  with  thee  for^t. 
Be  close,  my  girl,  for  this  must  fetch  my  gold. 

Enter  three  Friart  and  two  Nunt, 

1  Friar,  Sisters,  we  now  are  almost  at  the  new- 
made  nunnery. 

1  Nun.  The  better ;  for  we  love  not  to  be  seen : 
^is  thirty  winters  long,  since  some  of  us 
Did  stray  so  far  amongst  the  multitude.  1/ 

1  Friar,  But,  madam,  this  house. 
And  waters  of  this  new-made  nunnery,  / 

Will  much  delight  you. 

1  Nun,  It  may  be  so;  b»it  who  comes  here? 

Abig,  Grave  abbess,  and  you  happy  virgins 
guide, 
Pity  (he  state  of  a  distressed  maid  ! 

Abbess.  What  art  thou,  daughter? 

Abig.  The  hopeless  daughter  of  a  hapless  Jew, 
The  Jew  of  Malta,  wretched  Barabas, 
Sometimes  the  owner  of  a  goodly  house. 
Which  they  have  now  turned  to  a  nunnery. 

Abbets.  Well,  daughter,  say,  what  is  thy  suit 
with  us? 

Abig.  Fearing  the  afflictions,  which  my  fatlier 
feels. 
Proceed  from  sin,  or  want  of  faith  in  us, 
l*d  pass  away  my  life  in  penitence, 
And  be  a  novice  in  your  nunnery. 
To  make  atonement  for  my  labouring  soul. 

1  Friar.  No  doubt,  brother,  but  this  proceed- 
eth  of  the  spirit. 

8  Friar.  Aye,  and  of  a  moving  spirit  too,  bro- 
ther ;  but  come. 
Let  us  intreat  she  may  be  entertained. 

Abbest.  Well,  daughter,  we  admit  you  for  a  nun. 

Abig.  Fir^t  let  me,  asu  novice,  learn  to  frame 
My  solitary  life  to  your  straight  laws; 
And  let  me  lodge  where  I  was  wont  to  lie : 
I  do  not  doubt,  by  your  divine  precepts 
And  mine  own  industry,  but  to  profit  much. 

Bar.  As  much,  I  hope,  as  all  I  hid  is  worth. 

[Atide. 

Abbetn,  Come,  daughter,  follow  us. 

Bar.  VVhy,  how  now,  Abigail,  what  makest  thou 
Amungbt  thf'se  hateful  Christians  ? 

1  Fiiar,  Hinder  her  not,  thou  man  of  little 
faith. 
Tor  she  has  mortified  herself. 

Bar,  How  ?  mortified  ! 

1  Friar,  And  is  admitted  to  the  sisterhood. 

10 


Ear.  Child  of  perditiou,and  thy  father's  shame! 
What  wilt  thou  do  among  these  hateful  fiends? 
I  charge  thee,  on  my  blessing,  that  thou  leave 
These  devils,  aitd  their  damned  heresy. 

Abig.  Father,  give  me 

'Bar.  Nay  back,  Abigail, 
And  think  upon  the  jewels  and  the  gold, 

[Whispert  to  ker. 
The  board  is  marked  thus  that  covers  it. — 
Away,  accursed,  from  thy  father's  sight ! 

1  Friar.  Barabas,  although  thou  art  in  misbe- 
lief. 
And  wilt  not  see  thine  own  afilictions; 
Yet  let  thy  daughter  be  no  longer  blind. 

Bar.  Blind  friar,  I  wreck  not  diy  persuaaons/- 
The  board  is  marked  thusf  that  covers  it— 
For  I  had  rather  die  than  see  her  thus. 
Wilt  thou  forsake  me  too  in  .my  distress^ 
Seduced  daughter?— Go,  forget  not. — 

[Aside  to  ier. 
Becomes  it  Jews  to  be  so  credulous  ? — 
To-morrow  early  I'll  be  at  the  door. — 

{Aside  to  her. 
_    , ,  e  damned, 

Forget  ine,  see  me  not,  and  so  be  gone. — 
Farewetl,  remember  to-morrow  morning.— 

[Atide. 

Out,  out,  thou  wretch  !  [Eieunt, 

Enter  MATHiiCS. 

Mat.  Who's  this?  fair  Abigail,  the  rich  JcwV 
daughter. 
Become  a  nun  ?  Her  father's  sudden  faH 
Has  humbled  her,  and  brought  her  down  to  this: 
Tut,  she  were  fitter  for  a  tale  of  love, 
Than  to  be  tired  out  with  orisons ; 
And  better  would  she  far  become  a  bed. 
Embraced  in  a  friendly  lover's  arms. 
Than  rise  at  midnight  to  a  solemn  mass. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod,  Why  how  now,  Don  Mathias,  in  a  damp? 

Mat,  Believe  me,  nuble  Lodowick,  I  have  seen 
The  strangest  sight,  in  my  opinion, 
That  evf'r  I  beheld. 

Lod.  What  was't,  I  pr'ythec  ? 

Mat.  A  fair  young  maid,  scarce  fourteen  jean 
of  age; 
The  sweetest  flower  in  Citherea's  field. 
Crept  from  the  pleasures  of  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  strangely  metamorphosed  nun. 

]Jod,  But  say,  what  was  she? 

Mat.  Why,  the  rich  Jew's  daughter. 

Lod*  What,  Barabas,  whose  goods  were  latt); 
seized  ? 
Is  she  so  fair  ? 

Mat.  And  matchless  lieautiful; 
As,  had  you  seen  her,  'twould  have  moved  yoor 

heart, 
Tliough  countermined  with  walls  of  brass,  to  love^ 
Or  at  the  least  to  pity. 

Lod.  And  if  she  be  so  fair  as  vou  report, 
'Twere  time  well  spent  to  go  and  yisit  ner: 
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joa,  shall  we  ? 

I  must  and  will,  sir,  there's  no  remedy. 
\nd  so  will  1  too,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 


Farewell,  Mathias. 

Mat.  Farewell,  Lodowiclc 


[Ejceunt. 


ACTn. 


Enter  Barabas,  with  a  light. 

Thus,  like  the  sad  presaging  raven,  that 
Ills 

man's  passport  in  her  hollow  beak ; 
he  shadow  of  the  silent  ni^ht 
ike  contagion  from  her  sable  wings ; 
nd  tormented  runs  poor  Barabas, 
3il  curses,  towards  these  Christians, 
srtain  pleasures  of  swift-footed  time 
en  their  flight,  and  left  me  in  despair; 
ny  former  riches  rests  no  more 
(  remembrance ;  like  a  soldier's  scar, 
t  no  further  comfort  for  his  maim. 
,  that  with  a  fiery  pillar  led*st 
I  of  Israel  through  the  dismal  shades, 
iraham's  o0iipring;  and  direct  the  hand 
lil  this  night,  or  lee  the  day 
eternal  darkness  after  tliis ! 
»  can  fasten  on  my  watchful  eyes, 
»C  enter  my  distempered  thoughts, 
ve  answer  of  my  Abigail. 

Enter  Abigail  above. 

Now  have  I  happily  espied  a  time 
h  the  plank  my  father  did  appoint ; 
e,  behold,  (unseen)  where  I  have  found 
I,  the  pearls,  and  jewels  which  he  hid. 
Cow  I  reibember  those  old  women's  words, 
my  wealth,  would  tell  me  winter's  tales, 
ik  of  spirits  and  ghosts  that  glide  by  night, 
le  place  where  treasure  hath  been  hid ; 
r  niethinks  that  I  am  one  of  those : 
St  I  live,  here  lives  my  soul's  sole  hope, 
*n  I  die,  here  shall  my  spirit  walk. 
Now  that  my  fathrr^s  fortune  were  so 
ood, 

0  be  about  this  happy  place ! 

so  happy;  yet  when  we  parted  last, 
iie  would  attend  me  in  the  mom. 
otle  sleep,  where'er  his  body  rests, 
irge  to  Morpheus,  that  he  may  dream 

1  dream,  and  of  the  sudden  walk, 

id  receive  the  treasure  I  have  found. 

Birn  para  todosj  tnyga  nada  no  er : 

go  on,  as  sit  so  sadly  thus ; 

t  what  star  shines  yonder  in  the  east  ? 

dstar  **  of  my  life,  if  Abigail. 

lere? 

Who's  that  ? 

Peace,  Abigail,  'tis  I. 


Abig,  Then,  father,  here  receive  thy  happine^. 

[Throwt  down  bugt. 

Bar.  Hast  thou't  ? 

Abig,  Here,  hast  thou't  ? 
There  s  more,  and  more,  and  more. 

Bar.  Oh,  my  girl ! 
My  gold,  my  fortune,  my  felicity ; 
Strength  to  my  soul,  death  to  mine  enemy; 
Welcome,  the  first  beginner  of  my  bliss :       •^ 
Oh  Abigail,  Abigail,  that  I  had  thee  here  too. 
Then  my  desires  were  fully  satislied  ! 
But  I  will  practise  thy  enlargement  thence  : 
Oh  girl,  oh  gold,  oh  beauty,  oh  mv  bliss ! 

[Hags  hit  Bagx, 

Abig.  Father,  it  draweth  towards  midnight  now. 
And  'bout  this  time  the  nuns  begin  to  wake ; 
To  shun  suspicion,  therefore  let  us  parr. 

Bar.  Farewell,  my  joy;   and  by  my  fingers 
take 
A  kiss  from  him  that  sends  it  from  his  soul. 
Now,  Phcehus^  ope  the  eye-lids  of  the  day. 
And  for  the  raven,  wake  the  morning  lark, 
That  I  may  hover  with  her  in  the  air, 
Singing  o'er  these,  as  she  docs  o'er  her  young. 
Uermoso  Piarer,  de  les  Denirch.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Governor,  Martin   del  Bosco,   t/te 

Knights. 

Gov,  Now,  captain,  tell  us  whither  thou  art 
bound  ? 
Whence  is  thy  ship  that  anchors  in  our  road  ? 
And  whv  thou  cam'st  ashore  without  our  leave  f 

Del  Bot.  Governor  of  Malta,  hither  am  I 
bound ; 
My  ship,  the  Flying  Dragon,  is  of  Spain, 
And  so  am  I ;  Del  Bosco  is  my  name. 
Vice  admiral  unto  the  Catholic  king. 

1  Knight.  'Tis  true,  my  lord,  therefore  intrea 
him  well. 

Del  Bot.  Our  freight  is  Grecians,  Turks,  and 
Afric  Moors ; 
For  late  upon  the  coast  of  Corsica, 
Because  we  vailed  '^  not  to  the  Turkish  fleet, 
Their  creeping  gal  lies  had  usni  the  chase; 
But  suddenly  the  wind  l^an  to  rise. 
And  then  we  left,  and  took,  and  fuught  at  ease  : 
Some  have  we  fired,  and  many  have  we  sunk  ; 
But  Qne  amongst  the  rest  became  our  prize : 
The  captain's  slain,  the  rest  remain  our  blares, 
Of  whom  we  would  make  sale  in  Malta  here. 

Gov,  Martin  del  Bqsco,  I  have  heard  of  thee; 


Load$tar-^See  note  on  T%e  SpanUk  Tragedy. 
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Welcome  to  Malta,  and  to  all  of  us : 
But  to  admit  a  sale  of  these  thy  Turks, 
AVe  may  not ;  nay,  we  dare  not  give  consent, 
By  reason  of  a  tributary  league. 

1  Knight.  Del  Busco,  as  thou  lov'st  and  ho- 
nour *sc  us, 
Persuade  our  governor  nc^ainst  the  Turk  : 
This  truce  we  have  is  but  in  hope  of  gold. 
And  with  that  sum  he  craves  might  wc  wage  war. 
Del  Bos.  Will  knights  of  Malta-be  in  league 
with  Turks  ? 
And  buy  it  basely  too  for  sums  of  gold  ? 
My  lord,  remember,  that,  to  Europe's  shame. 
The  Christian  isle  of  Rhodes,  from  whence  you 

came, 
Was  lately  lost,  and  you  were  stated  here 
To  be  at  deadly  enmity  with  Turks. 

Gcfv,  Captain,  we  know  it;  but  our  force  is 

small. 
Del  Bos.  What  is  the  sum  that  Calymath  re- 
quires ? 
Gov.  A  hundred  thousand  crowns. 
Del  Bos.  My  lord  and  king  hath  title  to  this 
isle, 
And  he  means  quickly  to  expel  them  hence : 
Therefore,  be  ruled  by  me,  and  keep  the  gold ; 
V\\  write  unto  his  majesty  for  aid. 
And  not  depart  until  I  see  you  free. 

Gov.  On  this  condition  shall  thy  Turks  be 
sold. 
jGo,  officers,  and  set  them  straight  in  show. 
Bosco,  thou.shalt  be  Malta's  general; 
We  and  our  warlike  knights  will  follow  thee 
^gainst  these  barbarous  misbelieving  Turks. 
Del  Bos.  So  shall  you  imitate  those  you  suc- 
ceed; 
For,  when  their  hideous  force  environed  Rhodes, 
Small  though  the  number  was  that  kept  the  town, 
They  fought  it  out,  and  not  a  man  survived 
To  bring  the  hapless  ne^s  to  Chri&tendom. 
Gov,  So  will  we  fight  it  out.     Come,  let's 
away : 
Proud,  daring  Calymath,  instead  of  gold, 
WVIl  send  thee  bullets  wrapt  in  smoke  and  fire: 
Claim  tribute  where  thou  wilt,  we  are  resolved ; 
Honour  is  bought  with  blood,  and  not  with  gold. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Officers  uilh  Slaves. 

1  Ojffi.  This  is  the  market-place,  here  let  'em 

stand ; 
fear  not  their  sale,  for  tjiev'll  be  quickly  bought. 

2  OjffL  Every  one's  price  is  written  on  his  back ; 
And  M  much  must  they  yield,  or  not  be  sold. 

1  Offi.  Here  comes  the  Jew ;  had  not  his  goods 
been  seized, 
He*d  give  us  present  money  for  them  all. 

Enter  Barabas. 

•  Bar.  In  spite  of  these  swine-eating  Christians^ 
(Uuchosen  nation,  never  circumcised ; 
Such  poor  villains  as  were  ne'er  thought  upon, 
'7*111  litus  and  V^cspasian  conquered  us,) 


Am  I  become  as  wealthy  as  I  was. 

They  hoped  my  daughter  would  have  beenanoi^  ^ 

But  she's  at  home,  and  I  have  bought  a  house 

As  great  and  fair  as  is  the  governor's; 

And  there,  in  spite  of  Malta,  will  I  dwell. 

Having  Ferneze's  hand  ;  whose  heart  111  hare^ 

Aye,  and  his  son's  too,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 

I  am  not  of  the  tribe  of  Levi,  I, 

That  can  so  soon  for-get  an  injury. 

VVc  Jews  can  fawn  like  spaniels,  when  we  pletie; 

And  when  we  grin  we  bite,  yet  are  our  looks 

As  innocent  and  harmless  as  a  lamb's. 

I  learned  in  Florence  how  to  kiss  my  hand, 

Heave  up  my  shoulders  when  they  call  me  do^ 

And  duck  as  low  as  any  bare- foot  friar; 

Hoping  to  see  them  starve  upon  a  stall. 

Or  else  be  gathered  for  iu  our  synagogue; 

That  when  the  offering-bason  comes  to  lae, 

Even  for  chanty,  I  may  spit  into't. 

Here  comes  Don  Lodowick,  the  governor's  soo, 

One  that  I  love  for  his  good  (ather's  sake.  \ 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  I  hear  the  wealthy  Jew  walked  this  way; 
ril  seek  him  out,  and  soiusiimate. 
That  I  mny  lu^ve  a  sight  of  Abigail ; 
For  Don  Mnthias  tells  me  site  is  fair. 
Bar.  Now  will  I  shew  myself  to  have  more  of 
the  serpent 
Than  the  dove ;  Uiat  is,  more  knave  than  fool. 
Lod,  Yond'  walks  tlie  Jew ;  now  for  fair  Abi- 
gail. 
Bar.  Aye,  aye,  no  doubt  but  she's  at  your 

command. 
Lod.  Barabas,  thou>  know'st  I  am  the  gofN- 

nor's  son. 
Bar.  I  would  you  were  his  fiadier  too,  sir,  that's 
all  the  harm 
I  wisli  you.    The  slave  looks  like  a  bog's  cheek 
new  singed. 
Lod.  Wl  lit  her  walk'st  thou,  Barabas? 
Bar.  No  further ;  'tis  a  custom  held  with  as, 
That  when  we  speab  with  Gkntiles,  like  to  jcwt 
We  turn  into  the  air  to  purge  ourselves: 
For  unto  us  the  promise  dou  belong. 

Lod.  Well,  Barabas,  canst  help  me  to  a  (£*- 

mond? 
Bar.  Oh,  sir,  your  finther  had  my  diamonds^ 
Yet  I  liave  one  left  that  will  serve  your  turn; 
I  mean  my  daughter : — but  ere  he  shall  have  her 
ril  sacri^ce  her  on  a  pile  of  wood. 
I  ha'  the  poison  of  the  city  for  him,  and  the 
While  leprosy.  [AnJ^ 

Ijod.  What  sparkle  does  it  give  without  a  foil? 
Bar,  I'he  diamond  that  I  talk  of  ne'er  was 
foiled  ; — 
But  when  he  touches  it,  it  will  be  foiled  :— 
,  Lord  Lodowick,  it  sparkles  bright  and  fivr. 
Lod.  Is  it  square  or  pointed?  pray  let  me 

know. 
Bar,  Pointed  it  is,  good  sir, — but  opt  fur  yoa. 

[Audi- 
Lad,  I  like  it  much  the  better. 
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So  do  I  too. 
How  shews  it  by  night  ? 
Oouhiiies  Cynthia's  rays  >— 
ke  it  better  far  a-nighisthan  days.  [Aside, 
'\nd  what's  the  price  ? 
Your  life,  aod  if  you  have  it — Oh  my  lord 
I  not  jar  obout  the  price ;  coBie  to  my 
louse 

rill  giv'c  yoor  faoBOor— with  a  Teneennoe. 

lAiide, 
No^  Barabas,  I  will  deserve  it  tirst. 
Good  sir,  your  father  has  deserved  it  at 
ny  hands, 

mere  charity  and  Christian  r«tb,  '^ 
g  ne  to  religions  purity,      "^ 
it  were  in  catechising  sort, 
e  me  mindful  of  my  roartal  sins, 
my  will,  and  whether  1  would  or  no, 
ill  I  had,  and  thrust  mc  out  a-doors, 
de  my  house  a  place  for  nuns  nx>st  «hasl!e. 
No  4I00U  your  'Soul  slmll  reap  the  fruit 
it  It. 

Aye,  but  my  lord,  the  harvest  is  far  off: 
:  i  know  the  prayers  of  tiMMe  nuns 
ly  friars,  having  rouiicy  for  their  pmns, 
iidroas ;— and  indeed  do  no  man  good. 

[Aside, 
ring  they  are  not  idle,  bat  still  doing, 
ly  they  in  time  may  reap  some  fruit ; 
in  fulness  of  perfection. 
Good  Barabas,  glance  not  at  our  holy 
nuns. 

No,  but  I  do  it  through  a  burning  zeal, — 
ere  long  to  set  the  house  a-fine ; 
ugh  they  do  a  while  increase  and  multiply, 
;  a  saying  to  th;it  nunnery.  [Aside. 

Irat  diamond,  sir,  I  told  you  of, 
ome,  and  there's  no  price  shall  make  us 
part, 

•r  your  honourable  father's  sake. — 
go  hard  but  I  will  see  your  iiefith.  [Aside, 
V  I  must  be  gone  to  buy  a  slave. 
And,  Barabas,  I'll  bear  thee  company. 

Come  then,   here's   the   market-place. 
iVhat's  the  price 

slave?   two  hundred   crowns?  do   the 
Turks  weigh  so  much  ? 
Sir,  that's  his  price. 

What,  can  he  steal,  that  you  demand  so 
nuch? 

le  has  some  new  trick  for  a  purse ; 
le  has,  he  is  worth  three  hundred  plates, 
being  bou|ht,  the  town-seal  might  be  pHy 
I  him  for  his  lifetime  from  the  gallows, 
tions^day  is  critical  lo  thic^'es, 
r  or  none  'scape  bat  by  being  purged. 


Lod,  Batest  thou  this  MocArbat'ot  ttvo  hun- 
dred plates  ? '' 
1  Offi,  No  more,  my  lord. 
Bar,  VVhy  should  this  Turk  be  dearer  than  thtft 

Moor  ? 
OffL  Because  be  is  young,  and  has  more  qua- 
lities. 
Bar,  What,  hast  the  philosophers  stone  ?  and 
thou  hast, 
Break  my  head  with  it,  I'll  forgive  thee. 
Slave,  No  sir,  I  can  cut  and  shave. 
Bar,  Let  me  see,  sirrah;  are  you  not  an  old 

shaver  ? 
Stme,  Alas,  sir,  I  am  a  very  youth. 
Bar,  A  yoath  ?  I'll  buy  you,  and  marry  yoa  to 
Lady  Vanity,  ^ 
If  you  do  well. 
Sijove,  I  will  serve  you,  sir. 
Bar.  Some  wicked,  trick  or  other.    It  may  be, 
under  colour 
Of  shaving,  thou'lt  cut  my  throat  for  my  goods. 
Tell  me,  hast  thou  thy  health  weU  ? 
Slate,  Aye,  passing  well. 
Bar.  So  much  the  worse;  I  must  have  one 
that's  sickly : 
And't  be  but  for  sparing  victuals :  'tis  not  a  stone 

of  beef  a-day 
Will  maintain  you  in  these  chops;  ktmesee  one 
That's  somewhat  ieaner. 

1  Offi,  Here's  a  leaner,  how  like  you  him  ? 
Bar,  Where  wast  thou  bom  ? 
llha.  In  Thrace ;  brought  up  in  AratMa. 
Bar,  So  moch  the  better,  thou  art  for  my  torn ; 
An  hundred  crowns,  I'll  have  him;  there's  the 
coin. 
1  Offi,  Then  mark  him,  sir,  and  take  him  hence. 
Bar,  Aye,  mark  him,  you  were  best,  for  this 
is  he 
That  by  ny  help  shall  do  much  villainy. 
My  lord,  farewell :  come,  sirrah,  yon  are  mine. 
As  for  the  diamond,  it  shall  be  yours; 
I  pray,  sir,  be  no  stranger  at  my  honse. 
All  that  I  have  shall  be  at  your  command. 

Enter  Matuias  and  his  Mother, 

Mat,  What  makes  the  Jew  and  Lodowick  90 
private  ? 
I  fear  me  'tis  about  fair  Abigail. 

Bar,  Yonder  comes  Don  Mathias,  let  us  stay ; 
He  loves  my  daughter,  and  she  holds  him  dear ; 
But  I  have  sworn  to  frustrate  both  their  hopes, 
And  be  revenged  upon  the  governor. 
Moih,  This^Moor  is  comclicst^  is  he  not  ?  speak, 

son. 
Mat,  No,  this  is  the  better,  mother,  view  this 
welL 


th — I.' «.  pity* 
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Bar,  Seem  not  to  know  me  here  before  your 
mother, 
Ijest  she  mistrust  the  match  that  is  in  hand  : 
When  you  have  brought  her  home,  come  to  mj 

house ; 
Think  of  me  as  thy  father.    Son,  farewell. 
Mat,   But  wherefore  talked  Don  Lodowick 

with  you  ? 
Bar.  Tush,  man,  we  talked  of  diamonds,  not 

of  Abigail. 
Moth*  Tell  me,  Mathias,  is  not  that  the  Jew  ? 
Bar,  As  for  the  comment  on  the  Maccabees, 
I  have  it,  sir,  and  'tis  at  your  command. 

Mat.  Yes,  madam,  and  my  talk  with  him  was 
About  the  borrowing  of  a  hook  or  two. 

Moth,  Converse  not  with  him,  he  is  cast  off 
from -Heaven. 
Thou  hast  thy  crowns,  fellow ;  come,  let's  away. 
Mat,  Sirrah,  Jew,  remember  the  books. 

[Exeunt. 
Bar.  Marry  will  I,  sir. 

Offi,  Come,  I  have  made  a  reasonable  market, 
lct*s  away.  [Exit. 

Bar,  Now  let  me  know  thy  name,  and  there- 
withal 
Thy  birth,  condition,  and  profession. 

Itha,  Faith,  sir,  my  birth  is  but  mean;  my 
name's  Ithamore; 
My  profession  what  you  please. 

Bar,  Hast  thou  no  trade  ?  then  listen  to  my 
words. 
And  I  will  teach  thee  that  shall  stick  by  thee : 
First,  be  thou  void  of  these  affections,  ' 
Compassion,  love,  vain  hope,  and  heartless  fear ; 
Be  moved  at  nothing,  see  thou  pity  none. 
But  to  thyself  smile  when  die  Christians  moan. 
liha*  Oh  brave  master,  I  worship  your  nose 

for  this.  ** 
Bar.  As  for  myself,  I  walk  abroad  a-nights, 
Aad  kill  sick  people  groaning  under  walls : 
Sometimes  I  go  about  and  poison  wells ; 
And  now  and  then,  to  cherish  Christian  thieves, 
1  am  content  to  lose  some  of  my  crowns. 
That  I  may,  walking  in  my  gallery, 
See  'em  go  pinioned  along  by  my  door. 
Being  young,  I  studied  physic,  and  began 
To  practise  first  upon  the  Italian; 
There  I  enriched  the  priests  with  burials. 
And  always  kept  the  sexton*s  arms  in  ure,^^ 
With  diguing  graves,  and  ringing  dead  men's 
knells : 


I  And  after  that  was  I  an  engineer. 
And  in  the  wars  'twixt  France  and  Germany, 
Under  pretence  of  helping  Charles  tlie  Fifth, 
Slew  friend  and  enemy  with  my  stratagems. 
Then  after  that  was  i  an  usurer. 
And,  with  extorting,  cozening,  forfeiting, 
And  tricks  belonging  unto  brokery, 
I  filled  the  jails  with  bankrupts  in  a  year; 
And  with  young  orphans  planted  hospitals; 
And  every  moon  made  some  or  other  mad ; 
And  now  and  then  one  hang  himself  for  grief^ 
Pinning  upon  his  breast  a  long  great  scroll 
How  I  with  interest  tormented  him. 
But  mark  how  I  am  blest  for  plaguing  them; 
I  have  as  much  coin  as  will  buy  the  town, 
But  tell  me  now,  how  hast  thou  spent  thy  timtf 
Itha,  Faith,  master,  in  setting  Christian  viJii- 

ges  on  fire. 
Chaining  of  eunuchs,  bindmg  galley-slaves. 
One  time  I  was  an  hostler  in  an  inn. 
And  in  the  night-time  secretly  would  I  steal 
To  travellers    chambers,  and   there  cut  their 

throats: 
Once,  at  Jerusalem,  where  the  pilgrims  kneeled^ 
I  strewed  powder  on  the  marble  stones. 
And  therewithal  their  knees  would  rankle  so, 
That  I  have  laughed  a  good  *^  to  see  the  cripples 
Go  limping  home  to  Christendom  oo  stilts. 
Bar.  Why  this  is  something:  make  accoaotof 

me 
As  of  thy  fellow ;  we  are  villains  both ; 
Both  circumcised  ;  we  hate  Christians  both. 
Be  true  and  secret,  thou  shalt  want  no  gold.— 
But  stand  aside,  here  comes  Don  Lodowick. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lad,  Oh  Barabas,  well  met ;  where  is  the  dia^ 
mond 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Bar.  I  have  it  for  yon,  sir;  please  you  walk ia 
with  me. 
Whlit  ho^  Abigail ;  open  the  door,  I  say. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  In  good  time,  father;  here  arc  letteis 
come 
From  Ormus,  and  the  post  stays  here  within. 
Bar.  Give  me  the  letters ;  daughter,  do  yott 
hear. 
Entertain  Lodowick,  the  governor's  son. 
With  all  the  courtesy  you  can  afford. 


*'  Oh  brave  master,  I  worship  your  nose  for  this — We  have  here  an  allufion  to  the  manner  in  which  <be 
Jew  used  to  be  dressed  on  the  stage.  From  the  following  passage  in  HowIey*s  Search  for  Mmteg,  1609| 
p.  12,  we  find  he  was  always  equipped  with  a  huge  nose,  ^— -but  as  ill  a  head  in  forme  (and  worse  io  coft- 
dition)  than  ever  held  a  spout  of  lead  in  his  mouth  at  the  comer  of  a  church :  an  old  moth-eatra  cap 
buttoned  under  his  chinne  :  his  visage  (or  vizard)  like  the  ariificialJewe  of  Maliae's  noso;  thewonnes 
fearing  his  bodie  would  have  gone  along  with  his  soule,  came  to  take,  and  indeed  had  taken  pooesnos, 
where  they  peept  out  still  at  certaine  loope  holes^  to  see  who  came  neare  their  habitation.^ 

**  In  ure — 8ec  note  to  Ferrex  and  Porrex,      Ku      •^     ^ 

^3  That  I  have  laughed  a  good-^i,  e,  io  good  earnest.  Tout  de  bon.  Ft,  See  note  on  7^  <«t  Gmliemm 
•f  Verona,  vol.  i.  p.  «(hi.  edit.  1778.     S. 
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d,  that  joQ  keep  your  maidenliead, 
I  as  if  he  were  a  Philistine; 
t>le,  swear,  protest,  tow  to  love  him, 
>t  of  the  seed  of  Abraham. — 
little  busy,  sir,  praj  pardon  me. — 

bid  him  welcome,  tor  my  sake. 

For  your  sake,  and  his  own,  he*s  wcl- 
x>Tiie  hither. 

Daughter,  a  word  more ;  kiss  himy  speak 
liim  fair, 
Le  a  cunnmg  Jew,  so  cast  abotrt^ 

he  both  made  sure  ere  you  come  out 

Oh  father,  Don  Mathias  is  my  love. 
I  know  it ;  yet,  I  k^,  make  love  to  him ; 
s  requisite  it  should  be  so. 
I  my  life  it  is  ray  factor's  hand ; 
you  in,  I'll  think  upon  the  account  r 

[Exeunt  Lod.  and  Abig. 
t>unt  is  made,  for  Lodowick  dies. 
xiT  sends  me  word  a  merchant's  fleil, 
res  me  for  a  hundred  tun  of  wine: 
it  thus  much;  1  have  wealth  enough, 
IT  by  this  has  he  kissed  Abigail ; 
i  rows  love  to  him  and  he  to  her. 
as  Heaven  rained  manna  for  the  Jews, 
shall  he  and  Don  Mathias  die : 
icr  was  my  chiefest  enemy. — 
r^oes  Don  Mathias?  stay  a  while. 

Enter  Mathias. 

Whither,  but  to  my  fair  love,  Abigail. 
Thou  know'st,  and  Heaven  can  witness 
t  is  true, 

intend  my  daughter  shall  be  thine. 
Aye,  fiarabas,  or  else  thou  wrongest  me 
much. 

Oh  Heaven  forbid  I  sliould  have  such  a 
thought : 

me,  though  I  weep ;  the  governor's  son 
bether  I  will  or  no,  have  Abigail : 
b  her  letters,  bracelets,  jewels^  rings. 
Does  she  receive  them  ? 
She !  No,  Mathias,  no,  but  sends  them 
back: 

len  he  comes,  she  locks  herself  up  fast ; 
3ugh  the  key-hole  will  he  talk  to  her, 
he  runs  to  the  window,  looking  out 
ou  should  come  and  hale  him  from  the 
ioor. 

Oh  treacherous  Lodowick ! 
Even  now,  as  I  came  home,  he  slipt  me  in, 
m  sure  he  is  with  Abigail. 
I'll  rouse  him  thence. 
Not  for  all  Malta,  therefore  sheathe  your 
tword; 

Dve  me,  no  quarrels  in  my  house ; 
il  ^ou  in,  and  seem  to  see  him  not ; 
him  such  a  warning  ere  he  goes, 
liall  have  small  hopes  of  Abigail.— 
or  here  they  come. 

Enter  Lodowick  and  Abigail. 
Whaty  hand  in  hand !  I  cannot  suflfer  this. 


Bar,  Mathias,  as  thou  lovest  me,  not  a  word. 
Mat,  Well,  let  it  pass,  another  time  shall  serve. 

[ExU. 
Lod,  Barabas,  is  not  that  the  widow's  son  f 
Bar,  No,  no,  but  happily  he  stands  in  fear 
Of  that  which  yoo,  I  think,  ne'er  dream  upon, 
My  daughter  here,  a  paltry  silly  girl. 
Lod,  Why,  loves  she  Don  Mathias  ? 
Bar,  Doth  she  not,  with  her  smiling,  answer 

you  ? 
Abig,  He  has  my  heart;  I  smile  against  mj 

will. 
Lod,  Baraban,  thou  knowest  I  have  loved  thj 

daughter  long. 
Bar,  And  so  has  she  done  you,  even  from  a 

child. 
Lod.  And  now  I  can  no  longer  hold  my  mind. 
Bar,  Nor  I  the  affection  that  I  bear  to  you. 
Lod,  This  is  thy  diamond;  tell  me,  shall  I 

have  it  ? 
Bar,  Win  it,  and  wear  it,  it  is  yet  unsoiled. 
Oh  but  I  know  your  lordship  would  disdain 
To  marry  >%ith  the  daughter  of  a  Jew : 
And  yet  Til  give  her  many  a  golden  cross 
With  Christian  posies  round  about  the  ring. 

Lod,  Tis  not  thy  wealth,  but  her,  that  I  esteent: 
Yet  crave  I  thy  consent. 

Bar,  And  mine  you  have ;  yet  let  me  talk  to 
her. — 
This  offspring  of  Cain,  this  Jebusite, 
That  never  tasted  of  the  passover. 
Nor  e'er  shall  see  the  land  of  Canaan^ 
Nor  our  Messias  that  is  yet  to  come; 
This  gentle  maggot,  Lodowick  I  mean, 
Must  be  deluded :  let  him  have  thy  hand. 
But  keep  thy  heart  till  Don  Mathias  comes. 

[Atide^ 
Abig.  What,  shall  I  be  betrothed  to  Lodo- 
wick? 
Bar,  It  is  no  siii  to  deceive  a  Christian ; 
For  they  themselves  hold  it  a  principle, 
Faith  is  not  to  be  held  with  heretics ; 
But  ail  are  heretics  that  are  not  Jews ; 
This  follows  well,  and  therefore,  daughter,  fear 

not 

I  have  intreated  her,  and  she  will  grant. 

Lod,  Then,  gentle  Abigail,  plight  thy  faith  to  me: 
Abig,  I  cannot  chusc,  seeing  my  father  bids : 
Nothing  but  death  shall  part  my  love  and  me. 
Lod.  Now  htiffe  I  that  for  which  my  soul  hath 

longed. 
Bar,  So  have  not  I,  but  yet  I  hope  I  shall. 

[Aiide^ 
Abig,  Oh  wretched  Abigail,  what  hast  thou 

done? 
Lod,  Why  on  the  sudden  is  your  colour  chan« 

ged? 
Abig,  I  know  not ;  but,  farewell,  I  must  be 

gone. 
Bar.  Stay  her,  but  let  her  not  speak  one  word 

more. 
Lod.  Mute  o'  the  sudden;  here*»  a  sadden 
change. 
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Ikr*  Oh  muse  not  at  it,  'tis  the  Hebrews' 
guise, 
That; maidens  new  betrothed  should  weep  awhile. 
Trouble  her  npt;  sweet  Ludowick  depart : 
She  is  thy  wife,  aud  thou  shalt  be  miue  heir. 

Lod.  Oh,  is't  the  cu3tam  ?  theo/l  am  resolved : 
Bui  rather  let  the  brighksome  heavens  be  dim. 
And  nature's  beauty  choke  with  stifling  cloudB, 
Than,  my  tair. Abigail,  sheu Id  frowo  on  me. — 
There  comes  the  villain,  now  Til  be  revenged. 

Enter  Matuias. 

Bar,  Be  quiet,  Lodowick,  it  is  enough 
That  I  have  made  thee  sure,  to  Abigail. 

Lod,  Well,  let  him  go.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Well,  but  for  me,  as  you  went  in  at  doors 
YoQ  Imd  been  stabbed ;  but  not  a  word  on'c  now ; 
Here  must  no  spcseches  pass^  nor  swords  be 
drawn. 

Mat.  Suffer  me,  Barabas,  but  to  follow  him. 

Bar.  No;  so  shall  I,  if  any  hurt  be  done, 
Be  made  ao  accessary  of  your  deeds : 
Kcvengc  it  on  him  when  you  meet  Iiim  nexL. 

Alat    For  this  Til  have  his  heart. 

Bur.  Do  so ;  lo  here  I  ^ive  thee  Abigail. 

Mat.   What  greater  gift  can  poor  Mathias 
have  ? 
Shall  Ludowick  rob  me  of  so  fair  a  love  ? 
My  life  is  not  so  dear  as  Abigail.    • 

Bar.  My  heart  misgives  mc,  that,  to  cross  joar 
love, 
He's  with  your  mother;  therefore  after  bim. 

Mat,  What,  is  he  gone  unto  my  mother  ?. 

Bar.  Nay,  if  you  will,  stay  till  she  comes  her- 
self. 

Mat,  I  cannot  stay ;  for  if  my  mother  come 
She'll  die  with  grief.  [Exit, 


Ahig,  I  cannot  take  my  leave  of  him  for  teani 
Father,  why  have  you  thus  incensed  them  both? 

Bar,  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Abig.  I'll,  make  them  friends  agaia. 

Bar.  You'll  make  them  friends  !  arc  there  oot 
Jews  enough 
In  Malta,  but  thou  must  doat  upon  a  Christiiin? 

Ahig.  I  will  have  Don  Mathias,  he  is  my  love. 

Bar,  Yes,  you  shall  have  him. — Go,  put  lier  in. 

[Exit  Abigkl. 

Itha,  Aye,  Fll  put  her  in; 

Ban.  Now  tell  me,  Itliamore,  how  likest  tfaoo 
this? 

Itha,  Faith,  master,  I  think  by  this 
You  purchase  both  their  lives :  Is  it  oot  so? 

Bar.  True;  and  it  shall  be  cunningly  pecformed. 

Itha.  Oh,  master,  that  I  might  have  a  hand  io 
this! 

Bar,  Aye,  so  thou  shalt;  'tis  thou  must  do  d» 
deed: 
Take  this,  and  bear  it  to  Mathias  straight, 
And  tell  him  that  it  comes  from  Lodowick. 

Itha.  Tis  poisoned ;  is  it  not  ? 

Bar.  Noy  no ;  and  yet  it  might  be  done  that 
way; 
It  is  a  challenge  feigned  from  Lodowick. 

JMa.Fcar  not ;  I'll  so  set  his  heart  a  fire,  duthe 
Shall  verily  think  it  comes  from  him. 

Bar.  I  cannot  choose  but  like  thy  readiness: 
Yet  be  not  rash,  but  do  it  cunningly. 

Itha,  As  I  behave  myself  in.  this,  employ  me 
hereafter. 

Bar,  Away  then.  [Lilt 

So,  now  will  I  go  in  to  Lodowick, 
And^  like  a  cunning  spirit,  feign  some  lye, 
Till  I  have  set  them  both  at  enmity.  [2nl' 


ACTUL 


Enter  a  Courtezan. 


Ctmr.  Since  this  town  was  besieged,  my  gain 
grows  cold : 
The  time  jias  been,  that,  but  for  one  bare  nighty 
A  hundred  ducats  have  been  freely  given; 
But  now  aeainst  my  will  I  must  be  chaste ; 
And  yet  I  know  my  beauty  doth  not  fail. 
From  \'enice,  merchants ;  and  from  Padua 
Were  wont  to  come  rarc-witted  gentlemen, 
Scholars  I  raeaa,  learned  and  hberaJ ; 
And  now,  save  Philia  Bono,  comes  there  none, 
And  he  is  very  seldom  from  my  house ; 
And  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Pbilia  Borzo. 

P.  Bar,  Hold  thee,  wench,  there's  something 

for  thee  to  spend. 
CoMr.  Tis  silver,  I  disdain  it 
P,  hor.  Aye,  but  the  Jew  has  gold. 
And  I  will  have  it.  or  it  shall  go  hard. 
Cour.  Tell  me,  how  cam&*t  thou  by  this? 


P.  Bar.  Faith,  walking  the  back  lanes,  through 

the  gardens, 
I  chanced  tu  cast  mine  ^ye  up  to  the  Jew's  coant' 

ing-hoube. 
Where  I  saw  some  bags  of  money,  and  in  thenigfati 
Clambered  up  wjth  my  hooks ;  and  as  I  was  takin); 
My  choice,  I  heard  a  rumbling  in  the  house^  so  I 

took 
Only  this,  and  run  my  way ;  but  berets  the  Jev'i 

man. 

Enter  Ithaxore." 

Caur.  Hide  the  bag. 

P.  fior.  Look  not  towards  him,  let's  away : 
Zoons,  what  a  looking  thou  keep'st, 
Tboult  betray  us  anon. 

Itka.  O,  the  sweetest  face  that  ever  I  beheld! 
.  I  know  she  b 
A  courtezan  bv  her  attires  aow  weald  I  give  s 

hundred 
Of  the  Jew*8  cnwms  that  I  luid  wmdt^  a  ooncobiDe. 
WeUylhavc  delivered  the  dwilcigB  » mcb io>V 
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they  willy  and  fighting  die;  brave  sport ! 

[ExiL 

Enter  Mathias, 

liis  i»  the  place  $  now  Abigail  shall  see, 
Mathias  holds  her  dear  or  uO. 

Enter  Lodowick,  reading, 

iThat,  dares  the  villain  write  in  sach  base 

Tms  ? 

I  did  it,  add  revenge  it  if  thou  dar^st. 

[Fight. 

Enter  Bar  abas  above, 

^h  bravely  fought,  and  yet  they  thrust  not 

rime. 

iowick,  now  Mathias,  so ; 

thcT  have  shew'd  themselves  to  be  tall 

slhiWs.**  [Thei/falL 

%,  Part  thero,  part  them. 

Vye,  part  them  now  they  arc  dead ;  fare- 

ell,  farewell.  [Exit, 

Enter  Governor,  Mother. 

• 

What  sight  is  this  ?  My  Lodowick  slain  ! 
ms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  sepulchre. 

Who  is  this  ?  My  son  Mathias  slain  ! 
)h  Lodowick  !  hadst  thou  perished  by  the 
'uric, 
d  Femcte  might  "have  Vended  thy  death. 

Thy  son  slcv?  mine,  and  Til  revenge  his 
eath. 

Look,  Katherine,  look,  thy  son  gave  mine 
fiese  wounds. 

O  leave  to  grieve  me,  I  am  grieved 
nough ! 

Oh  that  my  sighs  could  turn  to  lively 
reath, 

se  my  tears  to  blootl,  that  he  might  live. 
.  Who  made  them  enemies  ? 
1  know  not,  and  that  grieves  me  most  of 
II. 

.  My  son  loved  thine. 
And  so  did  Lodowick  him. 
.Lend  mc  that  weapon  tbatdid  kill  my  sou, 
hall  murder  me. 

Nay,  madam,  6tay,  that  weapon  was  my 
on's, 

that  rather  should  Femeze  die. 
.  Hold,  let's  inquire  the  causers  of  their 
teths, 

may  Venge  their  blood  upon  their  heads. 

Then  take  tliem  up,  and  let  them  be  in* 

erred 

one  sacred  monument  of  stone ; 

hich  altar  I  will  o6Rer  up 

y  sacrifice  of  sighs  and  tear3, 

h  my  prayers  pierce  impartial  heavens^ 

f  the  causers  of  our  smarts, 


Which  forced  their  hands  divide  united  hearts. 
Come,  Katherine,  our  losses  equal  are ; 
Then  of  true  grief  let  us  take  equal  share. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Ithamore. 

Itha.  Why,  was  there  ever  seen  such  villainy, 

so  neatly 
Plotted,  and  so  well  performed?  both  held  in 

hand, and 
flatly  both  beguiled. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ahig,  Why,  how  now,  Ithamore,  why  laugh'sC 

thou  so? 
Itha.  Oh,  mistress,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Abig,  Why,  what  aiPst  thou  ? 
Itha,  Oh  my  master ! 
Abig.  Ha ! 

Itha.  Oh,  mistress  !  I  have  the  bravest,  gravest, 
secret,  subtile^ 
Bottle-hosed  knave  to  my  nwster,  that  ever  gen- 
tleman had. 
Abig.  Sav,  knave,  why  rail'st  upon  my  father 

thus? 
Itha.  Oh,  my  master  has  the  bravest  policy. 
Abig.  Wherein? 
Itha.  Why,  know  you  not? 
Abig.  Why,  no. 
Itha.  Know  you  not  of  Mathias*  and  Don  Lo- 

dowick*s  disaster? 
Abig.  No,  what  was  it? 
I      Itha.  Why,  the  (Jevil  invented  a  challenge,  my 
master  writ-  it. 
And  I  carried  it,  first  to  Lodowick,  and  imprimis 

to  Mathias; 
And  then  they  met,  as  the  story  says. 
In  doleful  wise  they  ended  tioth  their  days. 
Abig,  And  was  my  father  furtherer  of  their 

deaths  ? 
Itha.  Am  I  Ithamore  ? 
Abig.  Yes. 
It/M.  So  sure  did  your  fadier  write,  and  I  carry 

the  challenge. 
Abig.  Well,  Ithamore,  let  me  request  thee  this ; 
Go  to  the  new-made  nutmery,  and  inquire 
For  any  of  the  friars  of  St  Jaques, 
And  say,  I  pray  them  come  and  speak  with  me. 
Itha.  I  pray,  mistress,  will  you  answer  me  one 

question  ? 
Abig.  Well,  sirrah,  what  is*t  ? 
Itha.  A  very  feeling  one :— Have  not  the  nuns 
fine  sport 
With  the  friars  now  and  then  ? 

Abig.  Go  to,  sirrah  sauce,  is  this  your  question  ? 

get  you  gone. 
Itha.  I  will,  forsooth,  mistress.  [Erit, 

Abig.  Hard-hearted  father,  unkind  Barahas  ; 


Was  this  the  pursuit  of  ihy  policy  ? 


*♦  Tallftllmt^i,  e.  brave  fellows; 
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ToiRAk^  nieftlitw  tliom  Ikroar  aeTerally^ 
That  by  iny  favour  tbey  should  both  be  slaiQ ! 
Admit  thou  lovott  Dot  Lodowick  for  bis  siiv 
Yet  Don  Mathias  ne'er  offended  thee; 
But  thou  wert  set  upon  extreme  revenge, 
Because  the  prior  dispossest  thee  once, 
And  oouldsc  not  ven^pe  it,  but  upon  bis  son ; 
Nor  on  his  son,  but  by  Mathias  means ; 
Kor  on  Mathias,  bat  by  inurderiag  me : 
But  I  perceive  there  is  no  love  on  earth, 
Pity  in  Jews,  nor  piety  in  Turks.— 
But  here  comes  cursed  Ithainojse  with  the  friar. 

Enter  iTUkUQRE  and  Friar, ^ 

Friar.  J^rgo,  salve. 

It  ha.  When  duck  you  ? 

Abig,   Welcome,  grave  friars— Ithamore,  be- 
gone.—  [Ktit, 
Know,  holy  sir,  I  am  bold  to  solicit  tbte. 

Friar,  Wbereiu? 

Ahig.  To  get  me  be  admitted  for  a  niui. 

Friar.  Whv,  Abig«il,  it  is  not  yet  long  since 
That  I  did  labour  thy  admission. 
And  then  (bou  didst  not  like  that  holv  life* 

Abig.  Theu  were  my  thoughts  so  mul  and  un- 
conftrioed, 
And  I  was  chained  to  follies  of  the  world; 
But  now  expcriencey  purchased  with  grief. 
Has  made  me  see  the  diflPerence  of  things.* 
My  siaftd  sooJ,  nlas  \  halh  paced  too  lung 
The  fatal  labyrinth  uf  misbelief 
Far  from  the  Son,  that  gives  etcriNd  life. 

Friar,  Who  taught  thee  this? 

Abig.  The  abbess  of  the  liouse, 
Whos^  zealous  admonition  I  embrace : 
Oh  therefure,  Jacomo,  let  me  be  one. 
Although  M.nwortliy,  of  chat  siMerhood. 

Friar.  Abigail,  i  will ;  but  see  thou  dmnge  no 
more. 
For  that  tvill  be  most  heavy  to  thy  soul. 

Abig.  That  was  my  fail«$r*s  fault. 

Friar.  Thy  father's!  liow? 

Abtg.  Nay,  you  shall  pardon  me^-^Oh,  Bar«bas, 
Though  thou  deser\'est  hardly  at  my  bands. 
Yet  never  shall  these  lips  bewjn^  thy  life. 

Friar,  C«me,  shall  we  go? 

Abig.  My  duty  waits  on  you.  [£jp€uni. 

Enter  Barabas,  reading  a  Letter. 

Bar.  What,  Abigail,  become  a  non  again  ? 
False  and  unkind ;  what,  hi^st  thou  lost  thy  father? 
Aod,  all  unkaown,  and  unconstrained  ^f  vn^ 
Art  thou  again  got  to  the  nunnery  ? 
Now  here  she  writes^  and  wUU  me  to  repent. 
Uepeotaaoe?  Spurca:  wbat  porteudeth^^  this? 
I  fear  she  knows — ^'tis  so^-ot  nsy  device 
In  Don  Mathias*  and  Lodowick^  d^ths : 
If  so,  'tis  time  that  i^  be  seeii  m^  l 


For  she  that  varies  frona  me  in  belief^ 

Gives  great  presumption  that  she  loves  me  not; 

Or,  loving,  doth  dishke  of  something  doue. — 

Enter  Ithamore. 

But  who  comes  here?  Oh,  Ithamor^,  come  near; 
Come  near,  my  love,  come  near ;  thy  master's  life, 
My  trusty  sen'ant,  nay,  my  second  life ; 
For  I  have  now  no  hope  but  even  in  thee  ; 
And  on  that  hope  my  happiness  is  built 
When  saw'st  thou  Abigail  ? 

Itha,  To-day. 

Bar.  With  whom  ? 

Itha,  A  friar. 

Bar,  A  fnar  I  f^e  villain,  he  hath  done  the 
deed. 

Itka.  How,  9ir  ? 

Bar.  Why,  made  nune  Abigail  a  nun. 

Itka»  That's  no  lye,  for  she  sent  uie  for  him. 

Bar.  Oh,  unhappy  day. 
False,  credulous,  mconstant  Abigail ! 
But  let  them  go :  and,  Ithamore,  from  hence 
Ne'er  shall  she  grieve  me  more  with  her  disgrace; 
Ne'er  shall  she  live  to  inherit  ought  of  mine, 
.  Be  blest  of  me,  nor  come  within  my  gates, 
But  perish  underneath  mv  bitter  curse. 
Like  Cain  by  Adam,  for  his  brother's  death. 

Ithif.  Ob,  master 

Bar.  Ithamore,  iutreat  not  for  her,  I  aoi  moredi 
And  she  is  hateful  to  my  soul  and  me : 
And  least  thou  >ield  to  this  that  I  intreat, 
I  cannot  think  but  that  thou  hatest  my  Uie. 

Itha.  VVlip,  I,  master?  Why,  I'll  run  to  some 
rock,  and 
Throw  myself  headlong  into  the  sea ;  why,  fV  do 

any 
Thing  for  your  sweet  sake. 

Bar.  Oh,  trusty  Ithamore !  no  servant,  but  my 
friend ; 
I  here  adopt  thee  for  mine  only  heir; 
All  that  I  have  is  thine  when  I  am  dead. 
And  whilst  I  live  use  haif ;  spend  as  myself: 
Here,  take  my  keys,  I'll  give  tliem  tliee  auon : 
Go  buy  thee  garments ;  but  thou  sbalt  not  vsnt* 
Only  know  this,  that  thus  thou  art  to  do : 
But  first  go  fetch  me  in  the  pot  of  rice 
Thiit  for  our  supper  stnnds  upon  the  fire. 

Itha.  I  hold  my  head  my  master^s  bnogrv  ^-;I 
go,  sir.  rW- 

Bar.  Thus  every  villain  ambles  after  Wfdtl^ 
Although  he  ne'er  be  richer  than  io  hope : 
Bmbwsli't. 

Enter  Ituamore  with  the  Pot,. 

Itha.  Here  'tis,  master. 
Bar.  Well  s^,  libamort .    Wba^  bast  tbcn 
brought 
The  ladle  with  thee  too  ?. 


*>  Porffmfc/i^-^The4to  reads  jMr^Muft/A. 
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Yes,  ar;  the  proverb  siij%  he  that  eats 
with  the  devil 

ed  of  a  long  ^poon  ;^^  I  hare  bronght  you 
a  laHle. 

Very  well,  Ithamore ;  then  now  b^  secret, 
r  thy  sake,  whom  I  so  dearly  love, 
lalt  thou  see  the  death  of  Abtgnil, 
on  may'st  freely  live  to  be  ray  heir. 

Why,  master,  *vill  you  poison  her  with  a 
mess  of  rice 

e? — that  will  preserve  life,  make  her  round 
Bud  plump, 
tten  ^^  more  than  yoo  arc  awtire. 

Aye,  but,  Ithamore,  seest  thou  this  ? 
»recious  powder,  that  I  boug;ht 
tahan  in  Ancona  once, 
operation  is  to  bind,  infect, 
rson  deeply ;  yet  not  appear 
'  hours  after  it  is  ta*en. 

How,  master? 
Thus,  Ithamore. 

'en  they  use  in  Malta  here  (* tiscalled 
tques'  Even,)  and  theA,  I  say,  they  use 
I  their  alms  unto  the  nunneries : 
the  rest  bea^  this,  and  net  it  there ; 
a  dark  entry  where  they  take  it  in, 
they  muse  neither  see  the  messenger, 
ike  enquiry  who  hath  sent  it  them. 

How  so  } 

Belike  there  is  some  ceremony  in*t. 
Ithamore,  must  thou  go  place  this  pott^'* 
t  me  spice  it  first. 

Pray  do,  and  let  me  help  you,  tnaster.-^ 
Pray  let  me  taste  first. 
Prithee  do.   What  say'st  thou  now  ? 
Troth,  master,  I*m  loth  such  a  pot  of  pot- 
age  should  be  spoiled. 
Pence,  Ithamore,  'tis  better  so  than  spared, 
thyself  thou^shalt  have  broth  by  the  eye*^ 
se,  my  cofler,  and  myself  is  thme. 

Well,  master,  I  go. 

Stay,  first  let  me  stir  it,  Ithamore. 

be  it  to  her  as  the  draught 
h  great  Alexander  drunk,  and  died ; 
:h  her  let  it  work  like  Borgia's  wine, 
f  his  sire,  the  pope,  was  poisoned, 
tlie  blood  of  Hydra,  Lema*s  bane, 
«  of  Helion,**  and  Cocytus'  breath, 
the  poisons  of  the  Stygian  pool, 
"om  the  fiery  kingdom,  and  in  this  | 


Vomit  ;rotir  venous  ^Utd  invenom  h«r^ 
That,  like  a  fiend,  hath  left  her  father  that  ? 
It  ha.  What  a  blessing  has  hegiven't  I  was^ver 
poitff 
Rice  porridge  86  sauc't !  What  shall  I  do  wiOi  it? 

Bar,  Obt  my  sweet  Ithamore,  go  set  it  down, 
And  come  af^am  so  soon  as  thou  hast  done, 
For  I  have  other  busioesi  for  thee. 
It  ha.  Here's  a  dreiich  to  poison  a  whole  Stable 
of 
Flanders  mares;  Fll  carry  it  to  the  nuns  wkh  a 
powder. 
Bar,  And  the  horee  pestilence  to  boot ;  away. 
Itha,  I  am  gone. 
Pdy  me  mt  wages^  for  my  work  is  done.     [Bxit» 
Bar,  nl  pay  thee  with  a  vengeance,  Ithamore. 

[ExH. 

Enter  Governor^  Del  Bosco,  Knightty  Bathaw, 

Gov,  Welcome,  great  Bashaw ;  how  fares  Ca- 
lymatfa? 
What  wind  drives  you  thus  into  Malta  road  ? 

Bask.  The  wiod  that  bloWeth  all  the  world  be- 
Bkies^ 
Desire  of  gold. 

Govi  Desire  of  gold,  great  sir  ? 
That^  to  be  gotten  in  the  Western  lude : 
In  Malta  are  no  golden  minerals. 

Bos^  To  you  of  Malta  thus  saith  Calymath,: 
The  time  you  took  for  respite  is  at  band ; 
For  the  performance  of  your  promise  past. 
And  for  the  tribote-meney  I  am  seat. 

Gad,  Bashaw,  in  brie^  shalt  have  no  tribute 
here, 
Nor  shall  the  heathens  live  upon  our  spoil : 
First  will  i^e  raxe  the  dty  walls  ourselves, 
Lay  waste  the  island,  h^w  the  temples  dowo, 
And,  shipping  off  our  goods  to  Sicily, 
Open  an  entrance  for  the  wasteful  sea. 
Whose  billoWt,  beating  the  resistless  banks> 
Shall  overfiuw  it  with  their  reiluence. 

Bash.  Well,  governor,  sinoe  thou  hast  broke 
the  league 
By  flat  denial  of  the  promised  tribute. 
Talk  not  of  razing  down  your  city  walls ; 
You  shall  m>t  nc^  trouble  yourtelves  so  far. 
For  Selim  Calymath  shall  come  himself, 
And  with  brass  bullets  batter  down  your  towers^ 
And  turn  proud  MaltA  to  a  wildemeas^ 


S  slr^  tk»  proverb  toys,  hs  thai  taU  with  the  dstfit  . 

irf  naad  of  a  lomg  ipown, — See  oote  90  to  Orim  the  Collier  ff  Crojfioiu 

ttem^i.  •«  MHve,  grow  fat.    See  note  on  Hamieif  editioo  1778,  Vet  X«  p.  38S.    8. 

oi — I'he  4t«  reads  plot,  which  however  okay  be  right*    He  perhaps  naans  to  call  the  poi  a  ploi 

Ulghtcr*s  life. 

nare  thpalf  thou  ekati  hatfe  broth  by  the  ejfiB— Perhaps  he  neaosi  thoa  shalt  set  how|  the  broth  that 

ed  for  thee  is  ouide,  that  no  miscbievoos  Ingredients  edter  its  ceai^ition.    The  passage  Is   bov- 

cure.    8. 

■  juice  ofUe^n^L  «•  cither  htnbane  or  e^oiiy.  The  latter  was  antlently  esteemed  tq  be  poison- 
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For  these  intolerable  wrongs  of  yours; 

And  so  farewell.  [Eiit. 

Gov*  Farewell : 
And  now,  you  men  of  Malta,  look  about. 
And  let's  provide  tu  welcome  Calymatb : 
Close  your  pori-culliue,'®  charge  your  basilisks,^' 
And  as  you  profitably  take  up  anus, 
So  now  courageously  encounter  them ; 
For  by  this  answer  broken  is  the  league, 
And  nour^ht  is  to  be  looked  for  now  but  wars, 
And  nought  to  us  more  welcome  is  than  wars. 

[Pxeunt, 

Enter  two  Friart, 

1  Friar,  Oh  brother,  brother,  all  tlie  nuns  are 

sick, 
And  physic  will  not  help  them ;  they  must  die. 

2  Prior,  The  abbess  sent  for  me  to  be  con- 

fest : 
Oh  what  a  sad  confession  will  there  be ! 

1  Friar.  And  so  did  fair  Maria  send  for  me : 
ni  to  her  lodging ;  hereabouts  she  lies.      [Exit. 

Enter  Abigail. 

52  Friar,  What,  all  dead  save  only  Abigail  ? 
AOig.  And  I  shall  die  too,  for  I  feel  death 
coming. 
Where  is  the  friar  that  conversed  with  me? 

2  Friar.  Oh  he  is  gone  to  see  the  other  nuns. 
Ahig.  I  sent  for  him,  but  seeing  you  are  come. 

Be  you  my  ghostly  father :  and  first  know. 
That  in  this 'bouse  I  lived  religiously,  . 
Chaste  and  devout,  much  sorrowing  for  my  sins : 
But  ere  I  came 

2  Friar,  What  then? 

^big.  I  did  offend  high  Heaven  so  grievously, 
As  I  am  almost  desperate  for  my  sins ; 
And  one  offence  torments  me  more  than  all; 
You  knew  Matbias  and  Don  JLodowick  ? 

2  Friar.  Ves,  what  of  them? 

Al4g»  My  father  did  contract  me  to  'em  both : 


Fir^t  to  Don  Loduwick,  him  I  never  loved ; 
Mathias  was  the  man  that  I  held  dear. 
And  for  his  sake  did  I  become  a  nuu. 

2  Friar.  So ;  say  how  was  their  end  ? 

Abig.  Both,  jealous  of  my  love,  envied  etch 
other : 
And  by  my  father's  practice,  which  is  there 
Set  down  at  large,  the  gallants  were  both  shun. 

2  Friar.  Oh  monstrous  villainy  ! 

Abig.  To  work  my  peace,  this  I  confess  ts 
thee; 
Reveal  it  not,  for  then  my  father  dies. 

2  Friar.  Know,  that  confession  must  not  hi 
revealed, 
The  canon  law  forbids  it,  and  the  priest 
That  makes  it  known,  being  degraoed  first. 
Shall  be  condemned,  and  then  sent  to  the  fire. 

Abig,  So  I  have  heard;  pray  therefore  keep  il 
close. 
Death  seizeth  on  my  heart :  ah,  gentle  friar, 
Convert  my  father,  that  he  may  be  saved  I 
And  witness  that  I  die  a  Christian.  [Dia. 

2  Friar.  Aye,  and  a  viqpn  too,  that  grieres 
me  most : 
But  I  must  to  tlie  Jew,  and  exclaim  on  biro, 
And  make  him  stand  in  fear  of  me. 

Enter Jint  Friar. 

1  Friar.  Oh,  brother,  all  the  nuns  are  desd ; 

let's  bury  ihem, 
9  Friar.  First  help  to  bury  this ;  then  go  with 
me 
And  help  me  to  exclaim  against  the  Jew. 

1  Friar.  Why,  what  hab  he  done  ? 

2  Friar.  A  thing  that  makes  roe  tremble  ^ 

unfold. 

1  Friar.  What,  Itas  he  crucified  a  child  ?  ** 

2  Friar.  No,  but  a  worse  thing ;  'twas  tokl  me 

in  shrift, 
Thou  know  St  'tis  death  and  if  it  be  revealed. 
Come  let's  away.  [Exeunt, 


^°  Port-aMitt — *<  A  falling  gate  or  door,  to  let  down,  to  keep  enemies  from,  or  keep  them  in  a  city.** 
Bloumt. 

^'  Hod/itilrs— Basilisks  arc  large  pieces  of  ordnance. 

3^  IVhat^  ha9  ht  crucified  a  child  f  lu  Queen  Elizabeth's  time  no  Jews  resided  in  England;  and  the 
pr<judices  entertained  ai^aiost  that  persecuted  people  seem  to  bavp  been  kept  up  by  every  artifice  which 
either  reli/^ioo  or  policy  could  invent.  The  stage  also  contiibuted  its  assistance  to  estalilish  tiie  general 
odium;  oo  cliaracter:^  seeming  to  afl'ord  more  satisfaction  to  the  audience  than  this  of  the  Jew  of  Malta,  and 
Shakespeare  8  Jew  of  Venice.  H  ith  respect  to  the  particular  charge  against  the  Jews,  mentioned  in  the 
text,  it  probably,  as  Dr  Percy  says,  ne^-er  happened  in  a  single  instance  :  *'  For  if  we  consider," as  thst 
writer  obseryes,  **  on  the  one  baud,  the  ignorance  and  superstition  of  the  times  when  Mich  stories  took 
their  rise,  the  virulent  prejudices  of  the  monks  who  record  them,  and  the  eagerness  with  which  they 
would  be  catched  up  by  the  barbarous  populace  as  a  pretence  for  plunder;  on  the  other  hand,  the  great 
danger  incurred  by  the  perpetrators,  and  the  inadequate  motives  they  could  have  to  excite  them  t^ a 
crime  of  so  much  horror :  we  may  reasonably  conclude  the  whole  charge  to  be  gnmndless  and  malici- 
ous.' — Hee  Percy's  Reliques^  vol.  i  p.  38,  Tovey,  in  his  jinffiia  Judaica,  has  given  the  several  inrtances 
which  are  upon  record,  of  these  charges  against  the  Jews;  which  he  observes  they  were  never  accuxd^ 
pf)  but  at  such  t|meb  as  the  king  w«s  oianifestly  in  great  want  of  money.  ' 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Barabas,  Itbamobe. 

[Belbwiihin. 

Bar,  There  is  no  music  to  a  Christianas  knell ; 
How  sweet  the  bells  ring,  now  the  nuns  are  dead, 
That  sound  at  other  times  like  tinkers'  pans ! 
I  was  afraid  the  poison  had  not  wrought, 
Or  though  it  wrought,  it  would  have  done  no 

good; 
For  every  jear  they  swell,  and  yet  they  live ; 
Now  all  are  dead,  not  one  remains  alive. 

Itka,  lliat's  brave,  master ;  but  think  yoo  it 

will  not  be  known  ? 
Bar,  How  can  it,  if  we  two  be  secret? 
It  ha.  For  my  part,  fear  you  not* 
Bar.  I'd  cut  thy  throat,  if  I  did. 
lika.  And  reason  too ; 
^t  Here's  a  royal  monastry  hard  by ; 
Good  master,  let  me  poison  all  the  monks. 
JBor.  Thou  shalt  not  need,  for,  now  the  duds 
are  dead, 
Tbeyll  die  with  grief. 

Itha,  Do  you  not  sorrow  for  your  daughter's 

death  ? 
Bar,  No,  but  I  grieve  because  she  lived  so  long 
An  Hebrew  bom,  and  would  become  a  Christian. 

Catho  diabola, 

Enter  the  two  Frian, 

Ilha,  Look,  look,  master,  here  come  two  reli- 
gious caterpillars. 

Bar,  1  smelt  tliem  ere  they  came. 

Itha.  Grod-a-mercy  nose ;  come,  let's  bc^ne. 

2  Friar.  Stay,  wicked  Jew ;  repent,  I  say,  and 
stay. 

1  Friar,  Thoa  hast  o£fended,  therefore  must 
be  damned. 

Bar.  I  fear  they  kuow  we  sent  the  poisoned 
broth. 

Itha,  And  so  do  I,  master,  therefore  speak  'em 
fair. 

S  Friar.  Barabas,  thou  hast*- 

1  Friar.  Aye,  that  thou  hast — 

Bar.  True  1  have  money ;  what  though  I  have  ? 

2  Friar.  Thou  art  a — 

1  Friar,  Aye,  that  thou  art  a^- 

Bar.  Wliat  needs  all  this  ?  I  know  I  am  a  Jew, 

9  Friar,  Thy  daughter — 

1  Friar,  Ay,  thy  daughter — 

Bar,  Oh,  speak  not  of  her,  then  I  die  with 

grief, 
fi  Friar.  Remember  that — 
^1  Friar,  Aye,  remember  that— - 


.  Bar,  I  must  needs  say  that  I  have  been  a  great 
usurer. 

2  Friar,  Thou  hast  committed — 

Bar.  Fornication: 
But  that  was  in  another  country ; 
And  besides,  the  wench  is  dead. 

8  Friar.  Aye,  but,  Barabas,  remember  Mathiaa 
and  Don  Lodowick. 

Bar.  Why,  what  of  them  ? 

2  Friar*  I  will  not  say  that  by  a  forged  chal- 
lenge they  met. 

Bar.  She  has  confest,  and  we  are  both  undone 
My  bosom  inmates,  (but  I  must  dissemble.) 

[Atide, 
Oh  holy  friars,  the  burden  of  my  sins 
Lie  heavy  on  my  soul ;  then  pray  }rou  tell  me, 
Is't  not  too  late  now  to  turn  Christian  f 
I  have  been  zealous  in  the  Jewish  faith, 
Hai  d-hearted  to  the  poor,  a  covetous  wretch. 
That  would  tor  lucre  s  sake  have  sold  my  soul. 
A  hundred  for  a  hundred  I  have  ta'en ; 
And  now  for  store  of  wealth  may  I  compare 
With  all  the  Jews  in  Malta;  but  what  is  wealth  f 
I  am  a  Jew,  and  therefore  am  I  lost. 
Would  penance  sen-e  for  this  my  sin, 
I  could  afllbrd  to  whip  myself  to  death. 

Itha,  And  so  could  I;  but  penance  will  no| 
serve. 

Bar.  To  fast,  to  pray,  and  wear  a  shirt  of  hair, 
And  on  my  knees  creep  to  Jerusalem, 
Cellars  of  wine,  and  sullers  ^^  full  of  wheat. 
Warehouses  stuft  with  spices  and  with  drugs, 
Whole  chests  of  gold,  in  bullion,  and  in  coin. 
Besides  I  know  not  how  much  weight  in  pearl, 
Orient  and  round,  have  I  within  my  house; 
At  Alexandria,  merchandise  unsold : 
But  yesterday  two  ships  went  from  this  town. 
Their  voyage  will  be  worth  ten  thousand  crowns* 
In  Florence,  Venice,  Antwerp,  London,  Seville, 
Frankford,  Lubeck,  Mosco,  and  where  not. 
Have  I  debts  owing ;  and  in  most  of  these^ 
Great  sums  of  money  lying  in  the  banco ; 
All  this  I'll  give  to  some  religious  house. 
So  I  may  be  baptized,  and  live  therein. 

1  Friar.  Oh,  good  Barabas,  come  to  our  house. 

2  Friar,  Oh  no,  good  Barabas,  come  to  our 

house; 
And,  Barabas,  you  know 

Bar.  1  know  that  I  have  highly  sinned ; 
You  shall  convert  me,  you  shall  have  all  my 
wealth. 
1  Friar,  Oh,  Barabas,  their  laws  are  strict 
I      Bar.  I  know  they  are,  and  I  will  be  with  yon^ 


3J  SeVirt^A  seller  Is  a  loft  or  garret*    See  Mr  Tyrrwhit's  Glossary  to  Chancer,  p.  196.    8. 
4.  soUer  b  one  of  the  technical  words  still  fre<|acntly  used  in  lea^,  and  si^ifies  a  garret* 
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8  Friar,  They  wear  no  shirts,  and  they  go 

bare-foot  too. 
Bar,  Tlien  'tis  not  for  me ;  and  I  am  resofved 
You  shall  confess  me,  end  have  all  my  goods. 

1  ^^ittr.  Good  iJaya^as,  come  to  me. 

Bar,  You  see  I  answer  him>  and  yet  he  st^ys ; 
Bid  him  away,  and  go  you  hotiie  widb  me. 

2  t)riar.  Til  be  with  you  tOnight. 

Bar,  Come  to  my  house  at  one  o'clock  this 
ni^t. 

1  iVwr.  Ton  hdir  yonr  answer,  and  you  may 

be  gone. 
8  Friar,  Why  go,  get  yoti  away. 
i  JPHar,  I  will  not  go  for  ihee. 

2  Friar,  Not,  then  I'll  make  thee  ga 

1  Friar,  ttow,  dost  call  me  rogue.        [Fight, 

Jtha,  Pan  thetn,  master,  pan  them. 

Bar.  This  is  mere  frailty,  brethren,  be  content. 
Friar  Barnardino,  go  you  i^ith  Ithamore. 

Itha,  Yon  ktiow  my  mind,  let  me  alone  with 
hitti; 
Why  does  he  go  to  thy  hoUsc ;  let  him  be  gone. 

Bar,  ill  give  him  something,  and  so  stop  his 
mouth. 

[Fxeunt  ItHamore  and  Friar, 
I  never  heard  of  any  man  but  he 
Maligned  tlie  order'of  the  Jacobines : 
But  do  you  think  that  I  believe  his  words  ? 
Why,  brother,  you  convened  Abigail ; 
And  I  am  bound  in  charity  to  requite  it, 
And  so  I  will ;  oh  Jacomo,  fail  not,  but  come. 

Friar,  But  Barabaa^  who  shall  be  your  god- 
fathel-s ) 
For  presently  you  shall  be  shrived.  *♦ 

Bar,  Marry,  the  Tuk-k  shall  be  one  of  my  god- 
fathers ; 
But  not  a  uord  to  any  of  your  convent. 

Friar,  1  warrant  thee,  Barabas.  [Fait, 

Bar,  So,  now  the  fear  is  past,  and  I  am  safe  : 
For  be, that  shrived  her  is  within  my  house; 
What  if  I  murdered  him  ere  Jacomo  comes  ? 
Now  I  have  such  ii  plot  for  both  their  lives, 
As  never  Jew  nor  Christian  knew  the  like. 
One  tnrned  my  daughter,  therefore  he  shall  die ; 
The  other  knows  enough  to  have  my  life. 
Therefore  'tis  not  rCqmsite  he  should  live. 
But  are  hot  both  these  wise  men,  to  suppose 
That  I  will  leave  my  house,  my  goods,  and  all. 
To  fast  and  be  well  whipt  ?  1*11  none  of  that 
Now,  Friar  Bamardino,  I  come  to  jou ; 
I'll  feast  you,  lodge  you,  give  you  ^air  words, 

And  after  that,  I  and  my  trusty  Turk 

No  more,  but  so :  it  must  and  shall  be  done. 
Ithamore,  tell  me,  is  the  Friar  asleep  ? 

l!/i(€r  Ithamore. 

^    tlha.  Yes ;  and  I  know  not  what  the  reason  is, 
Po  what  I  can  he  will  not  strip  himself^ 


Nor  go  to  bed,  but  sleeps  in  his  own  dotbci; 
I  fear  me  he  mistrusts  what  we  intend. 
*  Bar,  No,  'tis  an  order  which  the  i  riars  use : 
Yet  if  he  knew  our  meanings,  could  he  'scape  ? 
Itha,  No,  noot  ctu  bear  him>  ery  lie  ne'er  so 

loud.' 
Bar,   Why  true^  therefore  did  I  place  bim 
there ; 
The  other  chambers  open  towards  the  street 
Itha,  You  loiter,  master,  wherefore  stay  wt 
thus.> 
Oh  how  I  long  to  se^  bim  shake  his  heels. 
Bar,  Come  on,  sirrah,  off  with  your  g^nO^ 
make  a  handtotne  noose; 
Friar  awake. 
!Friur,  What  do  you  mean  to  strangle  me? 
Itha,  Yes,  'cau6e  you  use  to  confess. 
Bar.  &lame  Aot  us,  but  the  proverb,  confeo 
and  be  hanged; 
Pull*  hard. 

Friar,  What,  will  yon  save  my  life  ? 

Bar,  Pull  hard,  1  say;  you  would  have  bid 

'my  goods. 
Itha,  Aye,  and  our  lives  too ;  therefore  (Nil) 
amain. 
'TIS  neatly  done,  sir,  here's  no  print  at  all. 
Bar,  lli^n  is  it  as  it  shoutd  be ;  cake  him  ap. 
Itha,  Nay,  roaster,  bo  ruled  by  me  a  little;  «h 
let  him  lean 
UfMn  his  staff;  excellent !  he  stands  as  if  he  were 
begging  of  bacon. 
Bar,  Who  would  not  think  hdA  that  this  friar 
lived  ? 
What  time  a  night  ift  now,  sweet  Ithamore? 
Itha,  Towards  one. 

Bar,  Then  will  not  Jacomo  be  long  from  hence. 
[)£xeunt  Barabas  and  tTHAMOS£* 

Enter  Jacomo. 

/ac  This  is  the  hour  wherein  t  shall  proceed: 
Oh  happy  hour,  wherein  I  shall  convert 
An  infidel,  and  bring  his  gold  into  our  treasorj. 
But  soft,  is  not  this  Barnardine  ?  it  is^ 
And,  understanding  I  should  come  tius  way. 
Stands  here  a  purpose^  meaniiie  me  some  wroo^ 
And  intercept  my  Koine  to  the  Jew.    Barnardine ! 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  ?  mou  think'st  I  see  thee  not; 
Away,  I'd  wish  thee,  and  let  me  go  by : 
No,  wilt  thou  not?  nay,  then  I'll  force  my  waj; 
And  see,  a  staff  stands  ready  for  the  parpote: 
As  thou  likest  that,  stop  me  another  time. 

'  [Strike  him^  hefiUt, 

Enter  Barabas  and  Itraiiori:. 

Bar,  Why,  how  now,  Jaoomoi  what  hast  tkoo 

done  ? 
Jac,  Why  stricken  him  that  wotdd  have  struck 

at  me. 


3*  Skriped^U  e.  confessed. 
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P^^  Who  it  U?  Qairnardm  ?  now  ou^  9!^  I 

he  is  slain. 
I/Ao.  Aye,  master,  he  is  slain ;  look  bow  his 

brains  drop  out  on's  nobe. 
Joe    Good   sirs,  I  have  don't;    but  oQbo^y 
knows  it  but 
You  two ;  I  mav  escape. 

Bar.  So  migf)t  my  man  anci  I  hanj^  wi^  yo«i 

for  company. 
Jiha,  No,  let  us  bear  him  ^  the,  ma^istrg^tes. 
Jac,  Good  Barabas,  let  me  ep. 
Bar,  No,  pardon  me,  th^  la^  m.U9t  h^vQ  bit 
course  : 
I  must  be  forced  to  give  in  ^vid.ence, 
lliat,  beine  importuned  by  this  Baru^rdine 
To  be  a  Christian,  I  shut  him  out. 
And  there  he  sait:  i^w  l^  to  Keep  iny  word. 
And  give,  my  goods  and  substance  to*  yc^r  l^Q^se, 
Was  up  thus  early,  with  intent  to  gp^ 
Unto  your  fiiary,  b^ca^se  you  staid. 

Itha,  Fie  upon  them !  master,  «(Ul  yofi  tMTQ 
Christian,  wbea 
HoW  friars  turn  devils,  aAd  q^tjirjer  oxffi  apathet? 
Bar»  No,  for  this  exainple  t\{  remain  a  Jfew : 
Heaven  bless  me ;  wha^,  a  friar  a  murderer ! 
When  shall  you  see  a  Jew  commit  the  like  ? 
It  ha.  Why,  a  Tnrl^  CQuld  have  dope  no  ndpre. 
BiV»  To-morrow  is  the  set^ivos ;  you  sliall  to  it 
Come,  Ithamore,  let's  help  to  take  him  hence. 
Jac,  Villains,  I  au^  a  ^apr^d  p^rsoQy  M>u.9b  me 

not. 
Bar.  The  law  sbaU  touch  jou,  well  b^t  l^f^i 
you,  we : 
Xas,  I  could  weep  at  jonr  calamity. 
Take  in  the  staff  too,  for  that  piu>t  be  sl^ewn: 
Law  wills  that  each  particular  be  known. 

[flxmnt. 

Enter  Courtezan  and  Pbilia  Borzo. 

Caur.  Pbilia  Borzo,  didst  thou  mee^  with  Itha- 
more? 

P.  BifT.  I  did. 

Catir.  And  didst  thon  deliver  my  letter? 

P.  Bar.  I  did. 

Caur.  And  what  tluitkest  thou,  will  he  come  ? 

P.  Bor.  I  think  so,  and  yet  I  cannot  tell ;  for, 
'  at  the  reading  of  the  letter,  he  looked  like  a  man 
of  another  world. 

Caur.  Why  so? 

P.  Bar.  That  such  a  base  slave  as  he,  should 
he  saluted  by  such  a  tall  man  as  I  ami  froip  such 
a  beautiful  dame  as  you. 

Qmr.  And  what  said  he  ? 


P.  Bor,  Not  a  wise  wor^t  QQilx  ga^t  nse  %  ^^, 
as  who  should  say,  b  it  eve^  so  ?  and  |h>  I  left  kifn^ 
being  driven  to  a  nonplus  at  th^  critic^  aapoplt  pf* 
my  terrible  countenance. 

Cow.  And  wherQ  didst  meet  hio^t 
P.  Bnr.  Upon  mine  own  freehold,  within  fortj 
foot  ojf  the  g|ali(iVK9^  coating  hi^  neck-ver8e,V  I 
take  it,  looking  of  a  friar's  execution^  whom  I  sa- 
luted with  ao  old  hempen  provefb,  ^pdJ^Hbi^ 
^ra*  mihji^  and  s«)  I  left  him  to  the  mcxcy  of  thi^ 
liangman ;  but  the  exercise  being  done,  see  where 
hiecom^ 

Enter  Ithamore. 

Itha.  I  never  knew  a  inan  ti^e  his  death  so 
patiently  as  this  friar ;  be  wa^  ready  to  l^p^  q^ 
ere  the  baiter  was  aboi^t  his  n^clc ;  and  when  tba 
ha^gmap  had  pi^t  on  his  hempjsn  tippet,  he  made 
such  haste  to  his  prqyers,  as  if  he  ha<d  had  ssno" 
ther  cure  to  serve :  well,  go  wh^thipr  he  ^ijl,  ^'11 
be  none  of  his  followers  in  haste  \ 
Audi  noNv  I  think  ou't,  going  \p  tb?  ex^ci|ti()^,  a 

fellow 
Met  mo  with  a  mostachios  ^  liXe  (^  tl^yen's  wing, 

and 
A  da^r  with  a  hilt  like  a  wam^ing-min,  ai[vi  be 
Gave  me  a  letter  from  one  mad;up  Ueliamira, 
Saluting  me  in  such  sort,^  as  if  he  meapt  to  m^^e 
Clean  my  boots  with  his  lips ;  ^1^  effect  wa3,  thi^ 
I  shoufj  come  to  her  hoi)^;  |  f  QQvler  wha(  the 

reason  is; 
It  may  be  she  sees  more  ii^  nie  than  I  can.  find  in 
Myself:  for  she  writes  further,  that  shp  loves  me 
Ever  sipce  she  saw  me;  %qd  who  wpi^.^QO^  r^ 

quite  such 
Love  ?  here's  her  ho^se,  an4  bfre  she  ooq^od^  and 

now 
Would  I  were  gpn^ !  X  <MEI(  i^  yr^rtbjF  to  look 
upon  her. 
P.  Bor.  This  is  the  gen^env^o  you  writ  to. 
Itha,  Qer\tleman  !  he  flouts  tpe ;  wha^  QfAmr 
can  be  in  a  Turk  of  ten  pence  ?  I'll  be  gone. 
Cour.  Is't  no^  a,  sweet-faced  youth,  Philia? 
Itha.  Again,  svveet  youth !  did  ^^\  ym,  sir, 
bring  the  sweet  youth  a  letter  ? 

P.  Bor.  I  did,  ^r,  and  from  this  gentlewoman, 
who,  as  myself,  and  tlie  rest  of  the  family,  stand 
or  fall  at  your  service. 
CQur.  Though  woman's  mo^estjr  shojild  h;i^  lom 
back, 
I  can  withhold  no  longer:  welcome,  sweet  Iqvo* 
Itha.  Now  am  I  clean,  or  rathci:  fouUj(  put  of 
the  way. 


^*  ffeek  wsrte — At  the  lime  when  the  ceremony  of  reading  was  one  of  the  forms  used  in  coords  of  jq|i* 
lice,  to  detennioe  whether  a  perioo  was  entitled  to  the  benefit  of  clergy,  is  was  usual  to  ctpen  tbe  book 
at  a  particular  place,  and  the  criminal  read  the  wordii  miurere  mtiDtuSy  wbich^  from  being  u*ed  coostant- 
ly  apon  this  occasion,  were  denominated  iha  >fl(C^*(^r^e* 

^  JfHslacAiM— The  4to  reads  muschatoe^. 
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Codr:  Wuthcr  so  soon  ? 
Itha.  V\\  gu  steal  some  money  from  my  master, 
To  make  me  handsome :  pray  pardon  me, 
I  must  go  see  a  ship  discharged. 

Cour.  Can'st  thou  be  so  unkind  to  leavfe  me 

thus? 
P.  £or.  And  ye  did  but  know  how  she  loves 

ynu,  sir. 
Ithtu  Nay,  I  care  not  how  much  she  loves  me ; 
Sweet  Bellamira,  would  I  had  my  master's  wealth 
for  thy  sake. 
P.  Bar,  And  you  can  have  it,  sir,  and  if  yon 

please. 
Itha,    If't  were  above  ground  I  could,  and 
would  have  it : 
But  he  hides  and  buries  it  up,  as  partridges  do 
Their  eG;gs,  under  the  earth. 

p.  Bor,  And  is't  not  possible  to  find  it  out? 
Itha,  By  no  means  possible. 
Cour.  What  shall  wc  do  with  this  base  \nllain 
then  ? 
'    P.  Bor.  Let  me  alone,  do  but  speak  him  fair : 
But  you  know  some  secrets  of  the  Jew,  which,  if 

they  were 
Revealed,  would  do  him  harm. 

Itha,  Aye,  and  such  as go  to,  no  more, 

I'll  make  him  send  me  half  he  ^as,  and  glad 
He  'scapes  so  too.    Pen  and  ink : 
I'll  write  unto  him;  we'll  have  money  strait. 
P.  Bor.  Send  for  a  hundred  crowns  at  least 

[He  writes. 
Itha.  Ten  hundred  thousand  crowns,— master 

Barabas. 
P.  Bor.  Write  not  so  submissively,  but  threaten 

him. 
Itha,  Sirrah,  Barabas,  send  me  a  hundred 

crowns. 
P.  Bor.  Put  in  two  hundred,  at  least 
Itha.  I  charge  thee  send  me  three  hundred  by 
this  bearer,  and  this 
Shall  be  your  warrant;  if  you  do  not,  no  more, 
but  so. 
P.  Bor,  Tell  him  you  will  confess. 
Itha.  Otherwise  111  confess  all.    Vanish,  and 

return  in  a  twinkle. 
P.  Bor,  Let  me  alone,  I'll  use  him  in  his  kind. 

[Exit, 
Itha,  Hang  him,  Jew  ! 
Cour,  Now,  gentle  Ithamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 
Where  are  my  maids  ?  provide  a  running  banquet ; 
Send  to  the  merchant,  bid  him  bring  roe  silks ; 
Shall  Ithamore,  roy  love,  go  in  such  rags?      ' 
Itha.  And  bid  the  jeweller  come  hither  too. 


Cout,  I  have  no  hnsband,  sweet,  FII  marry  tb^ 
Itha,  Content;  but  we  will  leave  thispaitr? 
•   ;    land. 
And  sail  from  hence  to  Greece,  to  lovely  Greece; 
1^11  be  thy  Jasdn,  thou  my  golden  fleece ; 
Where  painted  carpets  o  er  the  meads  are  huH'd, 
And  BauDclius'  vineyards  over-spread  the  world: 
Where  woods  and  forests  go  in  goodly  green, 
I'll  be  Adonis,  thou  shalt  be  Love's  Queen, 
llie  meads,  the  orchards,  and  the  primrose  ladei, 
Instead  of  sedge  and  reed,  bear  sugar-canes : 
Thou  in  those  groves,  by  Dis  above, 
r  Shalt  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love.  ^^ 

Cour,  Whither  will  I  net  go  with  gentle  Itha- 
more? 

Enter  PkiLiA  Borzo. 

Itha,  How  now !  hast  thou  the  gold  ? 

P.  Bor,  Yes. 

Itha.  But  came  it  freely;  did  the  coir  girA 
down  her  milk  freely  ? 

P.  Bor,  At  reading  of  the  letter,  he  stared  tod 
stamped,  and  turned  aside ;  1  took  him  by  the 
beara,  and  looked  upon  him  thus;  told  him  he 
were  best  to  send  it :  then  he  hugged  and  embraced 
me. 

Itha,  Rather  for  fear  than  love. 

P.  Bor.  Then,  like  a  Jew,  he  laughed  and  jeef^ 
ed,  and  told  me  he  loved  me  for  your  sake,  and 
said  what  a  faithful  servant  you  had  been. 

Itha,  The  more  villain  he  to  keep  me  thus: 
Here's  goodly  'parel,  is  there  not? 

P.  Bor,  To  conclude,  he  gave  me  ten  crowns, 

Itha.  But  ten  I  111  not  leave  him  worth  a  grey 
groat;  give  me  a  ream  of  paper,  well  hav^t 
kingdom  of  gold  for't 

P.  Bor.  Write  for  five  hundred  crowns. 

Itha.  Sirrah,  Jew,  as  you  love  your  life,  send 
roe  five  hundred  crowns, 
And  give  the  bearer  one  hundred.  *  Tell  hits  I 
must  hav't 

P.  Bor.  I  warrant  your  worship  shall  ha?^ 

Itha.  And  if  he  ask  why  I  demand  so  miA 
ttll  him, 
I  scorn  to  write-a  line  under  a  hundred  crownsL 

P.  Bor,  You*d  mdte  a  rich  poet,  sir;  I  tp 
gone.  [Ent' 

J/Aa.Take  thou  the  money,  spend  it  for  my  sake. 

Cour.  'TIS  not  thy  money,  hut  thyself  I  weigb: 
Thus  Bellamira  esteems  of  gold ; 
i3ut  thus  of  thee. [Kisset  hm, 

Itha,  That  kiss  again;  she  runs  divisk>a^* of 
roy  lips. 


^7  Shalt  live  with  mr,  and  be  my  tove — A  line  taken  from  Marlow*s  elegant  soDBtt,  printed  is  ^ 


Percy's  Reliquet  of  Jncient  Poetry y  Vol.  I.  p.  SI 8. 

^^  She  runs  divisicHf  flfc— A  musical  tenn.     So  in  King  Henry  IF.  p.  1 : 


<*  Sang  by  a  yonng  queen  tn  a  8ammer''8  bower, 
Yiith  ravtshiog  divisivn  to  her  lute.    S. 
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What  an  ejpe  she  oatU  on  ne ! 

It  twioldes  like  a  star. 

C(mr.  Come,  mj  dear  Jove,  let's  in  and  sleep 
toii^ether.  '' 

Ilha,  Oh  that  ten  thousand  nights  were  put  in 
one, 

That  we  ought  sleep  seven  years  together,  afore 
We  wake. 

Cour.  Come,  amorous  wag,  first  banquet,  and 
then  sleep.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Barabas  reading  a  Letter, 

Bar.  **  Barabas,  send  me  three  hundred  prowas.'' 
Plain  Barabas :  oh  that  wicked  courtezan  ! 
Ue  was  not  wont  to  call  roe  Barabas 
"  Or  else  I  will  confess :"  Aye,  there  it  goes : 
But  if  I  get  him,  coupe  de  gorge  for  that. 
He  sent  a  shaggy,  tottered,  ^'  btaring  slave. 
That,  when  be  speaks,  draws  out  his  grisly  be»rdy 
And  winds  it  twice  or  thrice  about  his  ear; 
Whose  face  has  been  a  grind-atone  for  meu*s 

swords : 
His  haiidtf  are  hacked,  some  fingers  cot  quite  off; 
Who,  when  he  speaks,  gmnU  like  a  hog,  and  looks 
Jjike  one  tlwt  is  employed  in  catzerie,  ^ 
And  crosbiting;*"  such  a  rogue 
As  is  tlic  husQind  to  a  huncked  whores : 
And  I  by  bim  roust  send  three  hundred  crowns. 
Well,  my  hope  is,  he  will  not  stay  there  still ; 
And  when  be  comes ;— Oh  that  he  were  but  here ! 

Enter  Philia  Boazo. 

P.  hor.  Jew,  I  most  have  more  gohL 

Bar.  Why,  want'st  thou  any  of  thy  tale  ? 

P.  Bor.  No ;  but  three  hundred  will  not  serve 

his  turn. 
.  Bar.  Not  serve  his  luniy  sir  ? 
P.  Bor.  No,  sir ;  and  therefore  I  roust  have 

five  hundied  more. 

Bar.  1*11  rather- 

P.  Bor.  Oh,  good  words,  sir,  and  ^nd  it,  you 

were  best;  see. 
There's  his  letter. 
Bar.  Might  he  pot  as  well  come  as  send? 

pray  hid  him 
Come  and  fetch  it ;  what  he  writes  for  you,  ye 

shall  have  straight. 


I     P.  Bor.  Aye,  and  the  rest  too,  or  eUc       ■ 

Bar.  I  must  maie  this  villain  away :— please  yon 

dine 

With  me,  sir,-— axid  you  shall  be  most  heartily 

poisoned.  [Asidi. 

P.  Bor.  No:— God-a-mercy,  shall  I  have  these 

crowns  ? 
Bar.  I  cannot  do  it,  I  have  lost  my  keys. 
P.  Bor.  Oh,  if  that  be  all,  1  can  pipk  ope 

your  locks. 
Bqr.  Or  climb  up  to  my  countii^-house  ifriuF- 
dow; 
You  know  my  meaning. 

P.  Bor.  I  know  enough,  and  therefore  talk 
not  to  me  of  your  counting-house :  the  gold,  or 
know,  Jew,  it  is  in  my  power  to  hang  thee. 

Bar.  I  am  betrayed, 
lis  not  five  hundred  crowns  that  I  esteem, 
I  am  not  moved  at  that :  this  angers  me. 
That  he,  who  knows  I  love  him  as  myself, 
Should  write  in  this  imperious  vein.    Why,  sir, 
Ycu  know  I  have  no  child ;  and  unto  whom 
Should  [  leave  all,  but  unto  Ithamore? 

P.  Bor.  Here's  many  words,  but  no  crowns; 

the  crowns. 
Bar.  Commend  me  to  him,  sir,  most  humbly, 
And  unto  your  good  mistress,  as  unknown. 
P.  Bor.  Speak,  shall  I  have  them,  sir  ? 
Bar.  Sir,  here  they  are. 
Oh  that  I  should  part  with  so  much  gold  !    ^ 
Here,  take  them,  fellow,  with  as  good  a  willr— • 
At  I  would  see  thee  hanged;  Oh,  love 
stops  my  breath ; 
Never  loverl  man  servant  as  I  do  Ithampre. 
P.  Bor.  I  know  it,  sir. 
Bar.  Pray,  when,  sir,  shall  T  see. you  at  my 

house  ? 
P.  Bor.  Soon  enough  to  your  cost,  sir; 
Fare  you  well.  ^     ,      ,  [^xiV. 

Bar:  Nay,  thine  own  cost,  vijl^in   if  thou 
com'st. 
Was  ever  Jew  tormented  as  I  am  ? 
To  have  a  shag-rag  knave  to  come. 
Three  hundred  crowns,  and  then  five  hundred 

crowns? 
Well ;  I  must  seek  a  means  to  rid  them  all, 
And  presently;  for  in  Ids  villainy 


^^  Totter^d.^^  e.  tattered.     See  note  on  Edward  JI. 

^  Gaizerie. — I  am  unacquainted  with  this  word.    It  means,  however,  some  species  of  frapd,  perhaps 
the  art  of  beggiog,  from  cattarcf  to  obtain.  Ital. 

I  find  the  word  catso  twice-uied,  once  by  hen  Jomvn^  in  his  Ewry  Man  out  of  hit  Humour ^  A.  9.  S.  1. 

**  These  be  our  nimble  spirited  eatso^s  that  ha^theirevationsat  pleasure,  will  ran  over  a  bog  like  your 
**  wild  Irish  ;  no  sooner  started,  but  they*!!  leap  from  one  thing  to  another  like  a  squirrel,"  ^c. 

Again  in  IVil^  Beguiled: 

*^  And  so  cunningly  temporize  with  this  cunning  C7i5o." 

**  Cro$biting — is  one  of  the  cant  terms  for  cheating.    One  of  Jtoberf  (ircene^s  panmblets  is  entitled 
**  The  Blacke  Bookes  Messenger.  Laying  open  the  life  and  death  of  Ned  Browne,  one  ofthe  most  notab 
eotpones,  crotHtertf  and  cone^-catchcrs,  that  ever  lived  in  England,^*  &c, 
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He  will  tell  all  he  knows,  and  I  shall  die  for*c 

I  have  it ; 
I  will  in  some  disguise  go  see  tlie  slave. 
And  how  the  villain  revels  with  my  gold.  [Exit, 

Enter  Courtexatif  Itbamore,  Puilia  Borza. 

Cour,  ril  pledge  thee,  love,  and  therefore 

drink  it  off* 
Itha,  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  have  at  it ;  and  do 

you  hear?  [Whi$per$, 

Cour,  bo  to,  it  shall  be  so. 
Itha,  Of  that  condition  I  will  drink  it  up ; 

here's  to  thee. 
P.  Bor.  Nay,  I'll  have  all  or  none. 
Itha,  There,  if  thou  lovest  me  do  not  leave  a 

drop. 
Cour,  Love  thee  !  fill  me  three  glasses. 
Itha.  Three  and  fifty  dozen,  IMl  pledge  thee. 
P.  Bor,  Knavely  spoke,  and  like  a  knight  at 

arms. 
Itha,  Hey,  lUvo  Castiliano,  ♦*  a  man's  a  man. 
Cour,  Now  to  the  Jew. 
Itha,  Ha,  to  the  Jew,  and  send  me  money, 

you  were  best. 
P.  Bor,  What  would'st  thou  do  if  he  should 

send  thee  none  ? 
Itha.  Do  nothing;  but  I  know  what  I  know ; 
He*s  a  murderer. 

Cour,  I  had  not  thought  he  had  been  so  brave 

a  man. 
Itha.  You  knew  Mathias  and  the  governor's 

son ;  lie  and 
I  killed  them  boih,  and  yet  never  touched  them. 
P.  Bor,  Oh  bravely  done. 
Itha.  I  carried  the  broth  that  poisoned  the 

nuns ;  and  he 
And  I  snicle  hand  too  fast,  ^^  strangled  a  friar. 
Cour,  You  two  alone  t 
Itha,  We  two;  and  'twas  never  known,  nor 

never  shall 
Be  for  me. 

P.  Bor,  This  shall  with  me  unto  the  gover- 
nor. 
Cour,  And  fit  it  should :  but  first  let's  have 

more  gold. 
Come,  gentle  Ichamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 

Jtha,  Love  me  little,  love  me  long;  let  music 

rumble. 
Whilst  I  in  thy  ippony  lap  ^  do  tumble. 

Enter  Bar  abas  tcith  a  hute  duguiud, 

Cour,  A  French  musiciaa;  come  let's  hear 
your  ftkiJl, 


Bar,  Must  tuna  my  lute  for  soand,  twang 

twanf^,  first. 
Itha.  Wilt  drink.  Frenchman  ?  here's  to  thee 

with  a 

Pox  on  this  drunken  hickap. 
Bar,  Grafnercy,  monsieur. 
Cour,  Pr'ythee,  PhiHa  Borzo,  bid  the  fiddler 

give  me 
The  posey  in  his  hat  there. 

P.  Bor.  Sirrah,  you  must  give  my  robtrcM 

your  posey. 
Bar.  A  voustre  commandemente,  madam, 
Cour,  How  sweet,  my  Ithamore,  the  flowers 

smell. 
Itha.  Like  thy  breath,  sweetheart,  no  violet 

like  them. 
P.  Bor.  Fob,  methinks  they  stink  like  a  holly 

hoke,« 
Bar,  So  now  I  am  revenged  upon  them  all 
The  scent  thereof  was  death,  I  poittoned  it. 
Itha,  Play,  fiddler,  or  I'll  cut  your  cat's  guH 

into  chitterlings. 
Bar*  Pardonn  moy,  be  no  in  tune  yet:  so 

now,  now  all  be  in. 
Itha,  Give  him  a  crown,  and  fill  me  out  mat 

wine* 
P.  Bor,  There's  two  crowns  for  thee ;  play. 
Bar,  How  liheraily  <be  villain  gives  me  mine 

own  gold !  [A$ik* 

P.  Bor,  Methinks  he  fingers  very  well. 
Bar,  So  did  you  when  you  stole  my  gold. 

[Aside. 

P.  Bor.  How  swift  he  runs. 
Bar.  You  ran  swifter  when  yon  threw  my 
gold  out  of 
My  window.  [Atik. 

Cour.  Musician,  hast  been  in  Malta  long? 
Bar.  Two,  three,  four  mouth,  madam. 
Itha,  Dost  not  know  a  Jew,  one  Barabai? 
Bar.  Very  mueh ;  monsieur,  you  no  be  his 

manf 
P.  Bor.  His  man  ? 

llha,  \  scorn  the  peasant,  tell  him  so. 
Bar.  He  knows  it  already. 
Itha.  'Tis  a  strange  thing  of  that  Jew,  he 
lives  upon 
Pickled  grasshoppers,  and  sauced  mushrootts. 

Bar.  What  a  slave's  this? 
The  governor  feeds  not  as  I  do.  [Aiidf' 

Itha,  He  never  put  on  clean  shirt  since  he 

was  circumcised. 
Bar,  Oh  rascal !  I  change  myself  twice  a  din 

\Au^ 


♦*  Rivo  Gtf^/toRO.— See  notes  to  the  Fir^t  P^rt  tf  fiing  Uenry  IV^  \.  2.  S.  4. 
.  ♦^  Snicle  hand  too  fast. — I  believe  thb  pa85;ige  to  be  corrupt.    It  b  certainly  obsrare.    We  may  in«l«« 
suppose  micte,  like  tnailtt^  to  be  a  corrupted  oath,  and  read  hand  ioJi^l%  initead  of  too/««<. 

**  In  thtf  incontf  top.— Kony  or  iocooy  Is  fine,  delicate.    See  uote  to  Lovc'm  Labour  Last^  voL  2.  p.  41*. 
edition  1768.  S. 

♦*  Like  a  holljf  *<*«.— I.  e.  holly  hock,  Maiva  BorfemU,    Jh'a  flower  however  has  no  offJensife  smrU* 
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Itka,  The  hut  he  wears  Judas  left  under  the 
elder 
When  he  hanged  himself. 

Bar.  HTwas  sent  me  for  a  present  from  the 
Great  Cham.  [Atide, 

P.  Bar.  A  nasty  bluve  he  is ; 
ll'hicher  now,  fiddler  ? 

Bar,  Pardona  moy,  monsieur,  me  be  no  well. 

[Exit. 
P.  Bor.  Farewell,  fiddler :  One  letter  more  to 
the  Jew. 


Ctmr.  Pr*ythee,  sweet  love,  one  more,  and  write 
it  sharp. 

Itha.  No,  ril  send  by  word  of  mouth  now ; 
Bid  him  deliver  thee  a  thousand  cruwns, 
By  the  same  token  that  the  nuns  loved  rice. 
That  friar  Bamardine  slept  in  his  own  clothes  ;' 
Any  of  them  will  do  it. 

P.  Bor.  Let  me  alone  to  urge  it,  now  I  know 
the  meaning;. 

Itha.  The  meaning  has  a  meaning;;  cone  let's  in  ; 
To  undo  a  Jew  is  charity,  and  not  siu.  [Exen^nL 


ACT    V. 


Enter  Governor^  Knightt,  Martin  Del  Bosco. 

Gov.  Now,  gentlemen,  betake  you  to  your 
arms, 
And  see  that  Malta  be  well  fortified ; 
And  it  behoves  you  to  be  resolute ; 
For  Calymath  having  hover*d  here  so  long, 
Will  win  the  town,  or  die  before  the  walls. 
Knights.  And  die  he  shall,  for  we  will  never 
yield. 

Enter  Court ezariy  Prtlta  Borzo. 

Cour.  Oh  bring  as  to  the  governor. 
Got.  Away  with  her,  she  is  a  courtezan. 
Coitr.  Whatever  I  am,  yet,  governor,  hear  me 
speak; 
t  bring  the  news  by  whom  thy  son  was  slain  : 
Biathias  did  k  not,  it  was  the  Jew. 
P.  Bor.  Who,  besides  the  slaughter  of  these 
^ntlemen, 
PoisonM  his  own  daughter,  and  the  nuns, 
Strangled  a  friar,  and  I  know  not  what 
Mi<ichief  beside. 
Gov,  Had  we  but  proof  of  this ! 
Cow.  Strong  proof,  my  lord  ;  his  man's  now 
at  my 
Lod«;ing,  that  was  his  agent;  he*Il  confess  it  all. 
Gov.  Go  fetch  him  straight,  I  always  fear'd 
that  Jew. 

Enter  Jew  and  Itha  more. 

Bar.  ni  go  alone :  dogs,  do  not  hale  me  thus. 
Itha.  Nor  me  neither,  I  cannot  outrun-you, 

constable  z  oh  my  belly ! 
Bar.  One  dram  of  powder  more  had  made  all 
sure; 
What  a  damn'd  slave  was  I ! 

Gov.  Make  fires,  heat  irons,  let  the  rack  be 

fetch'd. 
Knights.  Nay  stay,  ray  lord,  't  may  be  he  will 

confess. 
Bar.  Confess!  what  mean  you,  lords,  who 

should  confess? 
Gov.  Thou  and  thy  Turk ;  'twas  you  that  «lew 

m^  son. 
liha.  Guilty,  my  lord,  1  confess;  your  son  and 
Mathias 
Were  both  contracted  unto  Abigail, 
Ue  forged  a  counterfeit  challenge; 


Bar.  Who  carried  that  challenge  ? 
Itha.  I  carried  it,  I  confess,  but  who  writ  it?    • 
Marry,  even  he  that  strangled  Barnardine,  poi* 

Bon'd  the 
Nons,  and  his  own  daughter. 

Gov.  ^way  with  him,  his  sight  is  death  to  me. 
Bar^  Tor  what,  you  men  of  Malta  ?  hear  me 
speak; 
She  is  a  courtezan,  and  he  a  thief. 
And  he  my  bondman :  let  me  have  bw. 
For  none  of  this  can  prejudice  my  life; 

Gov,  Once  more  away  with  him;  you  shall 

have  law. 
Bar.  Devils,  do  your  worst,  I  live  in  spite  of 
you. 
As  these  nave  spoke,  so  be  it  to  their  souls: 
I  hope  the  poison'd  flowers  will  work  anon. 

[Exeunt  Barabas,  Itiiamore,  &c. 

Enter  Mother  o/' Mathias. 

Molh.  Was  my  Mathias  murdered  by   the 
Jew  ? 
Ferne7.e,  it  was  thy  son  that  murdered  him. 
Gov.  Be  patient,  gentle  ntadam,  it  was  he. 
He    forged   the    dating  challenge  made  them 
fight. 
Moth,  Where  is  the  Jew  ?  where  is  that  mur- 
derer? 
Gov.  In  prison,  till  the  law  has  past  on  htm. 

Enter  Officer. 

Offi,  My  lord,  the  courtezan  and  her  man  are 
dead; 
So  is  the  Turk,  and  Barabas  the  Jew. 
Gov,  Dead ! 
Offi  Dead,  my  lord,  and  here  they  bring  hi» 

body. 
Del.  Bos.  This  sudden  death  of  his  is  vety 

strange. 
Gov.  Wonder  not  atit,  sir,  the  Heavens  are  just. 
Their  deaths  were  like  their  lives,  then  think  uo 

of  them; 
Since  they  are  dead  let  them  be  buried ; 
For  the  Jew's  body,  throw  that  o'er  the  walls. 
To  be  a  prey  for  vultures  and  wild  beasts. 
So|  naw  away  and  fortify,  the  town,       [JSrezirif. 

Enter  Baraoas. 
Bar.  What,  oil  alooe  ?  well  fare^  sleepy  djaok^ 
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Ehieir  Governor^  Knights,  Del  Bosco: 

Gov,  In  this,  my  countrymen,  be  ruled  by  me; 
Have  special  care  that  nu  man  sally  forth 
Till  you  shall  hear  a  culverin  dischar^d 
By  him  that  bears  the  Jinstock,^^  kindled  thus : 
Then  issue  out,  and  come  to  rescue  me ; 
For  happily  I  shall  be  in  distress, 
Or  you  released  of  this  servitude. 

1  Knight.  Rather  than  thus  to  live  as  Turkish 
thralls, 
What  will  we  not  adventure  ? 

Gov.  On  then,  be  gone. 

Knighti.  Farewell,  grave  governor. 

Enter  Bar  abas  with  a  hammer  above^  very  busy. 

Bar.  How  stand  the  cords?  how  hang  these 
hinges,  fast? 
Are  all  the  cranes  and  pullies  sure  ? 
Serv.  All  fast. 

Bar,  Leave  nothing  loose,  all  levelled  to  my 
mind. 
"Why  now  I  see  that  you  have  art  indeed. 
There,  carpenters,  divide  that  gold  amcmgst  you : 
Go,  swill  in  bowls  of  sack  and  muscadine; 
Down  to  the  cellar,  taste  of  all  my  wines. 
Carp,  We  bhall,  my  lord,  and  thank  you. 

[Exeunt. 
Bar.  And  if  you  like  them,  drink  your  fill  and 
die; 
For  so  I  live,  perish  may  all  the  vrorld. 
Now  Selim  Caiymath  return  me'word 
That  thou  wilt  come,  and  I  am  satisfied. — 
Now,  sirrah,  what,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mes.  He  will ;  and  has  commanded  all  his  men 
To  come  ashore,  and  march  through  Malta  streets, 
That  thou  may  est  feast  them  in  thy  citadel. 

Bar.  Then  now  are  all  things  as  my  wish  would 
have  them ; 
There  wantcth  nothing  but  the  governor's  pelf; 
And  see  he  brings  it. — Now,  governor,  the  sum  ? 

Enter  Governor. 

Gov.  With  free  consent,  a  hundred  thousand 
pounds. 

Bar.   Pounds!   sayest  thou,  governor?   well, 
since  it  is  no  more, 
ril  satisfy  myself  with  that  ;^nay,  keep  it  still ; 
For  if  I  keep  not  promise,  trust  not  me  : 
And,  governor,  now  partake  my  policy; 
First,  for  liis  army,  they  are  sent  before, 
Entered  the  monastery,  and  underneath. 
In  several  places  are  field-pieces  pitched, 
Bombards,  whole  barrels  full  of  gunpowder, 
That  on  the  sudden  shall  dissever  it. 
And  1>atter  all  the  stones  about  tlieir  ears, 


Whence  none  can  possibly  escape  alive. 

Now,  as  for  Caiymath  and  his  consorts^ 

Here  have  I  made  a  dainty  gallery ; 

The  floor  whereof,  this  cable  being  cut, 

Doth  fall  asunder,  so  th^t  it  doth  sink 

Into  a  deep  pit  past  recovery. 

Here,  hold  that  knife,  and  when  thou  seest  be 

comes. 
And  with  his  bashaws  shall  be  blithely  set, 
A  warning-piece  shall  be  shot  oflf  from  the  tover, 
To  give  thee  knowledge  when  to  cut  the  cord, 
And  fire  the  house:  say,  will  not  this  be  bra?c? 

Gov.  Oh  excellent !  Iicre,  hold  lliee,  Borabas, 
I  trust  thy  word,  take  what  I  promised  thee. 

Bar.  No,  governor,  I'll  satisfy  thee  first ; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  in  doubt  of  any  thing. 
Stand  close,  for  here  ihey  come. — Why,  is  not  Ai4 
A  kingly  kind  of  trade,  to  purchase  towns 
By  treachery,  and  sell  them  by  deceit? 
Now  tell  me,  worldlings,  underneath  the  luo, 
If  greater  falsehood  ever  has  been  done.    . 

Enter  Calykath  and  Bashaas. 

Ca/v.Come,  my  companion-bashaws,  see,  I  praji 
How  busy  Barabas  is  there  above 
To  entertain  us  in  his  gallery ; 
Let  us  salute  him : — Save  thee,  Barabas. 

Bar.  Welcome,  great  Caiymath. 

Gov,  How  the  slave  jeers  at  him  ! 

Bar.  Will't  please  ihc^,  mighty  Selim  Caiy- 
math, 
To  ascend  our  homely  stairs  ? 

Cali/.  Aye,  Barabais.— Come,  bashaws,  tttcni 

Gov.  Stay,  Caiymath ; 
For  I  will  shew  thee  greater  courtesy 
Than  Barabas  would  have  aOTorded  thee. 

Knights.  Sound  a  charge  there. 

[A  Charge,  the  Cable  cut,  a  Caldrm  vt 
covered. 

Cafy.  How  now  !  what  means  this  ? 

Bar.  Help,  help  me.  Christians,  help! 

Gov.  See,  Caiymath,  this  was  devised  for  thee. 

Caiy.  Treason,  treason,  bashaws  I  fly. 

Gov.  No,  Selim,  do  not  fly ; 
See  his  cud  first,  and  fly  then  if  thou  canst 

Bar.  Oh  help  me,  Selim,  help  me,  Christians » 
Governor,  why  stand  you  all  so  pitiless? 

Gov.  Should  I  in  pity  of  thy  plaints  or  tlice^ 
Accursed  Barabas,  base  Jew,  relent  ? 
No,  thus  ril  see  thy  treachery  repaid. 
But  wish  thou  liadst  behaved  thee  otherwise* 

Bar.  You  will  not  help  me  then? 

Gov.  No,  villain,  no. 

Bar.  And,  villains,  know  you  cannot  hefp  d* 
now. 
Then,  Barabas,  breathe  forth  thy  latest  fate^ 
And  in  the  fury  of  thy  torments  strive 
To  end  thy  life  with  resolution.-^ 


♦'  The  linstock^i.  e.  the  long  match  with  which  cannon  arc  fired.    See  note  on  Sbakcspcare't  W 
J/«5iiriff7/i.  Vol.  VI.p.67,cdit.ni8.    S. 
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pernor,  'twas  I  that  slew  thy  son ; 
the  challenge  that  did  make  them  meet, 
ilymatb,  I  aimed  thy  overthrow, 
I  but  escaped  this  stratagem, 
lave  brought  confusion  on  vou  all, 
Christians,  dogs,  and  Turkish  infidels. — 
begins  the  extremity  of  heat 
me  with  iutolerable  pangs : 
fly  soul,  tongue  curse  thy  fill,  and  die. 

[Diet. 
*eU  me,  you  Christians,  what  doth  this 
»rtend  ? 

rhb  train  he  laid  to  have  entrapped  thy 
e. 

im,  note  the  unhallowed  deeds  of  Jews : 
Jetermioed  to  have  handled  thee, 
re  rather  chose  to  save  thy.  life* 
Vas  this  the  banquet  he  prepared  for  us  ? 
ce,  lest  further  mischief  be  pretended.^ 
[ay,  Selun,  stay ;  for  since  we  have  thee 
ire, 

not  let  thee  part  so  suddenly. 
if  we  bhould  let  thee  go,  all^s  one, 
thy  gallies  couldst  thou  not  get  hence, 
fresh  men  to  rig  and  furnish  them, 
ush,  governor,  take  thou  no  care  for  that, 
are  all  aboard, 


And  do  attend  my  coming  there,  by  this. 

Gov.  Why,  heardst  thou  not  the  trumpet  sound 
a  charge  ? 

Caly,  Yes ;  what  of  that  ? 

Gov.  Why  then  the  house  was  fired. 
Blown  up,  and  all  thy  soldiers  massacred. 

Cafy.  Oh  monstrous  treason  ! 

Gov.  A  Jew's  courtesy ; 
For  he  that  did  by  treason  work  our  fall, 
By  treason  hath  delivered  thee  to  us : 
Know,  therefore,  till  thy  father  hath  made  good 
The  ruins  done  to  Malta  and  to  us. 
Thou  canst  not  part ;  for  Malta  shall  be  freed. 
Or  Selim  ne*er  return  tii  Ottoman. 

Cafy.  Nay  rather.  Christians,  let  me  go  to  Tur- 
key, 
In  person  there  to  meditate  your  peace ; 
To  keep  me  here  will  nought  advantage  yon. 

Gov.  Content  thee,  Calymath,  here  thou  must 
stay, 
And  live  in  Malta  prisoner;  for,  come  all  tho 

world 
To  rescue  thee,  so  will  we  guard  us  now, 
As  sooner  shall  they  drink  the  ocean  dry. 
Than  conquer  Malta,  or  endanger  us. 
So  march  away,  and  let  due  praise  be  given, 
Neither  to  fate  nor  fortune,  but  to  Heaven* 


iloiM— <•  e.  designed.    Thu  ase  of  the  verb,  to  pretend^  is  common  in  Shakespeare  i' 
**  What  good  could  they  pretend?'*    Macbeth.        S. 
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SIR  WILLIAM  DAVENANT. 


Sir  William  Davevakt  was  the  younger  son  of  Mr  John  Dnvenantf  a  citizen  cf  Orford,  vko 
kept  the  Crown  Tavern  there.     He  tons  bom  in  the  month  of  February^  1605,  and  received  thejint 
rudiments  qfpofUe  learning^  from  Mr  Edward  Sylvester ^  who  was  then  master  of  a  grammar  school  k 
the  parish  of  All  SaintSj  Oxford,    In  1621  he  was  entered  a  member  of  Uncoln  College^  where  he 
stayed  but  a  shwt  time  before  he  removed  to  London^  and  became  first  page  to  Frances  duchmof 
Richmond,   He  afterwards  went  into  the  family  of  sir  Fulk  Greinle,  lord  Brooke,  where  he  coHtinih 
ed  until  the  unfortunate  catastrophe  of  that  nobleman.     He  spent  the  nest  eight  years  of  his  Ufein 
a  constant  attendance  at  court,  where  he  was  universally  well  received,  and  'very  highly  carested; 
and  in  that  period  he  was  so  unlui  ky  as  to  engage  in  an  amour,  the  consequence  of  which  deprived 
him  of  his  nose.    Upon  the  death  if  Ben  Janson,  in  1637,  he  succeeded  him  as  Poet  Laureat,   On 
the  breaking  out  of  the  troubles,  he  early  engaged  on  beha^'ofthe  king  ;  and  in  May,  1641,  was  t^ 
cused  to  the  parliament  of  a  design  to  hiring  up  the  army  for  the  defence  of  the  king's  person,  andtkt 
support  of  his  authority.  On  this  occasion  he  absconded  ;  but  a  proclamation  being  istmed  oat  agahut 
him,  he  was  stopt  at  Feversbam,  sent  up  to  town,  and  put  into  the  custody  of  a  serjeant  at  arms*  In 
the  month  of  July  he  was  bailed,  and  lie  determined  to  withdraw  into  France  ;  but  was  again  snsed 
in  Kent,  by  the  mayor  of  Canterbury,     He,  however,  at  last  effected  his  purpose  of  retiring  beyond 
the  seas,  and  continued  therefor  some  time*   But  the  queen  sending  over  some  military  stores  for  the 
vse  of  the  earl  (f  Newcastle  ;  sir  William  was  induced  to  come  over  with  them,  and  offered  his  service 
to  that  nobleman,  who  appointed  him',  very  absurdly,  to  the  post  of  lieutenant  general  of  the  ordnance. 
In  September  1643,  he  received  the  honour  of  knighthood  at  the  siege  of  Gloucester,    It  does  not 
appear  when  he  quitted  the  army  ;  but  after  the  king*s  affairs  began  to  decline^  he  judged  it  netes' 
sary  to  retire  into  France,  where  he  was  well  received  by  the  queen  ;  and  in  the  summer  1646,  stat 
entrusted  with  a  negociation  of  importance,  while  the  king  was  at  Newcastle,     Before  this  time 
he  had  embraced  the  Roman  Catholic  religion,  which  probably  was  the  reason  of  his  being  eth 
pioyed  at  this  period.    On  his  return  to  Paris,  he  formed  a  design  of  going  to  Virginia,  and  oc* 
cordingly  embarked  at  one  ^(f  the  ports  at  Normandy ;  but  was,  almost  immediately  after  he  miA 
itd,  taken  and  carried  into  the  Isle  of.  Wight  by  one  of  the  parliament  ships  (f  war,  and  commit' 
ted  close  prisoner  to  Cowes  Castle,    In  October  1650,  he  was  ordered  to  he  tried  6y  a  high  com- 
mission court,  and  for  that  purpose  he  was  conveyed  to  the  Tower  of  London,     It  is  generally 
imagined,  he  owed  his  life  to  the  interposition  of  Milton,  who,  in  rxtum,  a  few  years  after,  wss 
saved  at  his  intercession.     -After  continuing  more  than  two  years  a  prisoner   in  the  Tower,  he 
9>as  released;  and  in  1656,  obtained  leave  to  open  a  kind  of  theatre  m  Rutland-house,  where  ke 
performed  several  dramatic  entertainments.      Upon   the  commotions  which  preceded  the  restoro- 
Hon,  he  was  again  imprisoned,  but  quickly  released.    ISoon  after  the  restoration,  he  obtained  one 
qfthe  patents  firantedfor  the  forming  a  company  of  players,  and  opened  the  Dukt^s  Theatre  in  lii- 
coln*s  Inn  Fields,  where  he  first  introduced  painted  scenes.    He  continued  to  act  there  until  tkt 
time  of  his  death  ;  tlie  new  and  magnificent  theatre,  built  in  Dorset  Gardens,  to  which  the  company 
afterwards  removed,  not  being  finished  at  the  time  of  his  death.     He  died  at  his  iouse  in  Little  Lof 
coins  Inn  Fields,  April  7,  1668,  at  the  age  of  63,  and  was  buried  near  Chaucer* s  monumady  u* 
Westminster  Abbey  ;  the  whole  company  attending  his  funeral. 

He  was  the  author  of  • 

1.  Albovine,  King  of  the' Lombards,  his  tragedy.    4to,  1699. 

3.  The  Cruel  Brother,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  in  Black  Fryers,    4tQ,  1630. 


THE  WITS.  58 1 

9.  The  Just  Ilalian,  presented  at  the  Private  Houses  in  Black  Friars.    4lo,  1630. 

4.  The  Temple  ofLaroe,  a  masque^  presented  htf  the  Queens  Mc^esty^  at  Whitehall.    4to,  1634. 

5.  The  Triumph,  of  Prince  IJ^ Amour,  a  masque,  presented  by  his  Highness,  at  his  palace  in  the 
Middle  Temple,  the  24  Feb.  1635.    4to,  1635. 

6.  The  Platonic  Lovers,  a  tragicomedy,  presented  at  the  Private  House,  Black  Friars.  4to, 
1636.     890,  1666. 

7.  The  Wits,  a  comedy,  presented  at  the  Private  House,  in  Black  Friars.    4to,  1636.    Qvo,  1665. 

8.  Britanniii  Triump/ums,  a  masque,  presented  at  W^hitehall  by  the  King*s  Majesty  and  his  I/irds, 
on  the  Sunday  after  Twelfth  Night,  1687.    4to,  1637. 

9.  Saimacida  Spolia,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  King  and  Queen^s  Majesties,  at-  Whitehall,  on 
IVeft/iry  the  it  day  of  January,  1639.    4to,  1639. 

10.  The  Unfortunate  Lovers,  a  tragedy.    4to,  1643.    4to,  1649. 

11.  Love  and  Honour,  presented  by  his  Majesties  Servants  at  the  Black  Friars.    4to,  1649. 

12.  The  First  Day*s  Entertainment  at  Rutland  House,  by  declamation  and  music,  after  the  man- 
-ner  of  the  ancients.    4to,  1656. 

IS.  The  Siege  tf  Rhodes,  made  a  representation  by  the  art  of  prospective  in  scenes;  and  the  story 
sung  in  recitative  music,  at  the  back  part  of  Rutland  House,  in  the  upper  end  of  Aldersgate^streetp 
London.    4to,  1656. 

14.  The  Siege  of  Rhodes,  the  First  and  Second  Part ;  as  they  were  lately  represented  at  the  Duke 
of  York's  Theatre,  in  Lincoln' s-Inn- Fields.     The  First  Part  being  lately  enlarged.    4to,  1663. 

15.  The  Rivals,  a  comedy,  acted  by  the  Duke  of  York's  Servants.  4to,  1668.  This  is  taken  from 
The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen.    By  Shakespeare  and  Fletcher. 

16.  The  Man's  the  Master,  a  comedy.    4to,  1669. 

The  sis  following  plays  were  frst  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  Sir  William  Davenanfs  Works, 
in  1673. 

17.  The  Fair  Favourite,  a  tragi-comedy, 

18.  The  Law  against  Love's,  a  tragi-comedy,  taken  from  Measure  for  Measure. 

19.  News  from  Plymouth,  a  comedy. 

20.  The  Playhouse  to  be  let,  a  comedy. 

21.  J%e  Siege,  a  tragi-comedy. 

22.  The  Distresses,  a  tr^gi-comedy. 

23.  Macbeth,  a  tragedy,  with  all  the  alterations,  amendments,  additions,  and  new  songs  ;  as  acted 
at  the  Duke's  Theatre^    4to,  1674. 

Downes  the  prompter,  who  ascribes  this  alteration  to  Sir  William  Davenant,  observes  of  it,  that 
"  being  drest  in  all  its  finery,  as  new  clothes,  new  scenes,  machines  as  Jlyingsfor  the  witches,  with  all 
the  singing  and  dancing  in  it.  The  first  composed  by  Mr  Lock,  the  other  by  Mr  Channell  and  Mr 
Joseph  Priest ;  it  being  all  excellently  performed,  being  in  the  nature  of  an  opera,  it  recompensed 
double  the  expence^  In  this  play,  Nat,  Jjee,  the  poet,  made  his  unsuccesrful  attempt  in  acting.  He 
performed  the  part  of  Duncan. 

Sir  William  Davenant  joined  with  Dryden  in  altering  the  Tempest ;  and  the  names  of  both  thos^ 
writers  are  put  to  an  alteration  of  Julius  Casar.    Printed  'i2mo,  U19. 

($!>  WilUam  Davenant*s  Works  are  printed  in  folio.    1673« 


TO  THE  CHIEFLY  BELOVED 
OF  ALL  THAT  ARE  INGENIOUS  AND  NOBLE^ 

ENDYMION  PORTER, 

OF  HIS  majesty's  BEDCHAMBER, 

Sir, 
Though  you  covet  not  acknowledgments,  receive  what  belongs  to  you  by  a  double  title :  your 
goodness  hath  preserved  life  in  the  author;  then  rescued  his  work  from  a  cruel  faction,  which  no- 
thing but  tlie  forces  of  your  reason,  and  your  rcporatioii,  could  subdue.  If  it  become  your  pleasure 
now,  as  when  it  had  the. advantage  of  presentation  on  the  stage,  I  shall  be  taught  to  boast  some 
merit  in  myself;  but  with  this  inference,  you  still  (as  in  that  doubtful  day  of  my  trial)  endeavour 
to  make  shew  of  so' much  justice,  as  may  countenance  the  love  you  bear  to 

Your  must  obliged,  and  thankful  humble  servant, 

^:  William  Davekant* 

VOL,.  I.  2  N 


sat 


tHBwrrs. 


TO  THE  BEADEK  OF 


MR  WILLIAM  DAVENANTS  PLAY. 


It  hi^tk  been  Mid  of  old,  that  fkys  are  fra^ 
Poets  the  cooks,  and  the  spectators  guests. 
The  ilctoH  waiters :  frotn  this  si«iiH« 
Some  have  derived  an  unsafe  liberty, 
To  use  their  judgments  as  their  tasted;  Which  fchuS«, 
Without  cohtrool,  thi§  dish,  and  t^iat  refute  : 
Bat  wit  iMIerwd  not  this  larce  prfvilMe^ 
£itber  you  must  confess,  or  feel  its  edge ; 
Nor  shall  yaa  m«k€>  u  current  kifereitee, 
If  ymi  transfer  your  reaMn  to  your  sense : 
Things  are  distinct,  and  must  the  same  appear 
To  «vefy  plerciHg  «fye,  of  w6)i-tUii6d  Mr. 
Though  «We0U  with  yociKflj  Mttps  bMt  wkh  iiiy 

tksie  m^et. 
Both  must  agree  this  meat's  or  sharp  or  sweet: 
But  if  I  scent  a  stench  or  a  perfume, 


Whilst  you  smell  neugbl  at  aR^  I  may  p*e«uiie 
Yod  hav%  that  sense  imperfecl :  so  yon  any 
Afiect  a  sad,  merry^  or  bumoroos  p&iy^ 
If,  thoa^  the  khid  distaste  or  please,  the  p 
And  bad  be  hy  your  jadgmeni  iiaderstood: 
Bui  if^  as  in  tub  ph^,  where  with  deUght 
I  feast  nly  Epicurean  appetite 
With  relishes  so  cdrioWs,  as  dispense 
The  utaiost  pleasure  t«  the  hitished  sease, 
You  should  profess  that  you  caa  nothing  meet 
That  hits  your  taste,  either  wkh  ihnrp  or  tW^ 
Btti  cry  oat,  Tis  imipid ;  your  boW  tOn^ 
May  do  it^s  master,  not  th*  aathon  wAMig; 
For  men  Of  better  palace  will,  by  id. 
Take  the  jusc  eleVatbn  of  yaar  wit 
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Bless  roe,  you  kinder  stars !  how  are  we  throng*d ! 
Alas !  whom  hitth  out  lonfl^sick  pdtt  wrotig'd, 
That  he  should  meet  together,  in  one  day, 
A  session,  ahd  a  f^tioH  at  his  play  f 
To  Judge,  add  to  condeilin ;  for'l  dittrtot  be, 
Ahidn^t  &0  niany  h«-e,  all  shtfuld  agfree. 
Theri  lii  to  stich  ttot  <ixpettdtiott  raised. 
As  it  vr€te  to  be  woitderd  dt,  not  praised; 
And  this,  good  faith,  sir  poet  (if  Tve  read 
Custotps,  or  mch)  sti^kes  yoti  and  your  itidse  d^jld. 
Conceive  now  too,  how  much,  how  oft  each  edr 
Hath  surfeited,  and  this  our  hemisphere. 
With  various,  pure,  eternal  wit ;  and  then. 
My  fine  young  comic  sir,  you're  kilFd  again. 
But  *bove  the  mischief  of  these  fears,  &,  soft 


Of  cruel  spies  (we  heir)  im^frd  H  ipfkt 
Atnotig  themselves ;  oar  rtri^th  must  hot  it  w 
Tickle,  or  stir  their  lutrgs,  bdt  shake  their  g«L 
9o  this,  joirtM  with  the  rest,  ttiak«%  me  Upon 
Td  a!y,*Toli  Attd  your  lady  Mose  t^iihin 
Will  have  but  a  sad  doom;  tthd  your  &ttA  W^t 
Which  fohgfd  fot  Wreaths^  you  toast  we*r  fliW 

now; 
'Less  some  resolve,  out  of  a  courteous  prid^ 
To  like  add  praise  what  others  shall  deride^ 
8d  they've  their  humour  too;  and  We,  hi  s^Hfc 
Of  our  dull  braids,  will  ^hidk  eKcb  jMe  i*  fhe  figbt. 
Such  is  your  pleasant  judgments  upon  plays, 
Like  parallels  that  run  straight,  though  sev'rai  wtjL 
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Pallatine  the  Elder^  richly  landtd,  dtid  a  icit, 
Pallatine  the  Younger^  a  wit  too,  Out  Uva  on 

hit  exhibition  in  town. 
Sir  MoRGLAY   TdWACK^  •  huikorout  rich  M 

knight* 
Sir  Tyrant  THriptj  gUafdiOn    to  the  Lady 

Ample. 
MEA3ER,  a  soldier  newly  eomfrmn  HoUand* 
a  EAT,  hit  comrade. 

The  scene '^ 


Ekgine,  Heioard  to  tir  Tyrant  Thrift. 

Snore,  a  constable. 

The  Lady  Amplr,  kn  inherUrutf  and  ward  toyf 

Tyrant  Thrift. 
Lucy,  mistress  to  the  Younger  PalUtihL 
GiNET,  wontan  to  the  Lady  AmpLB. 
Mistress  Snore,  Sii0RE*s  vife. 
Mistress  Qusasy,  her  neighbouK 
Wetchmen,  ^rc* 

LONDON.  ^ 


«^ 
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ACTf. 


SCEKEI. 

Enter  Toung  Pallatine,  Meager,  Pert. 

T.  PaL  Welcome  on  shore,  Meager ;  pre  me 
thy  hand ; 
Tis  « trme  one,  and  wiH  no  more  lorsa^ 
A  bond,  or  bill,  than  a  good  sword ;  a  h^i^d 
That  win  s^ift  for  the  lx>dy,  till  the  laws 
Provide  for  both. 

Mea,  Old  ^vine,  and  new  cIot^ie9,«ir, 
Make  yott  wanton;  d'you  not  see  Pert,  my  com* 
irade? 

Y.  Pal.  ArobjguQus  Pert!    h^st  thou  danced 
to  Che  drum  too? 
Could  a  taflTta  scarf,  a  long  estridge  wing, 
A  sCfff  iron  dotrfilety  and  a  brazil  poie, 
Tempt   thee  from  cambric  sheets,   fine  active 

thi^s, 
From  caudles  where  the  precious  amber  swiqis-? 

Pert.  Forth,  we  have  been  to^LiH,  we  kpow  not 
whom. 
Nor  why  :  led  on  to  break  a  comraandjcnent, 
With  thie  consent  of  custom  and  the  laws. 

Mea,  Mine  was  a  certain  inclination,  sir. 
To  do  mischief,  where  good  men  of  the  jury, 
And  a  dull  congregation  of  grey-^beards, 
Might  orge  no  tedious  statute  'gainst  my  life. 

F.  PaL  NoChiDg  but^ionour  could  seduee  thee, 
Pert! 
Honoarl  which  isihe  hope  of  the  youthful. 
And  the  M  soldiei's  wealth,  a  jealousy 
To  the  noble,  and  mystery  to  the  wise. 

Pert,  It  was,  sir,  no  geographical  fiuicy, . 
(^aasc  in  our  maps  I  l^ed  this  region  here 
More  than  that  country  lying  there)  made  me 
Partial  which  to  fight  for. 


r.  PaL  True,  enge  Pert. 
What  is't  to  thee,  whether  one  Don  Diego 
A  prince,  or  Hans  van  Holme,  fritter-sclier 
Of  Bombell,  do  conquer  lihat  parapet. 
Redoubt,  or  town,  which  thou  ne'er  saw'st  before  ? 

Pert,  Not  a  brass  thimble  to  me;  but  ho- 
nour ! — 

Y,  PaL  Why  right;  else  wherefore  shouldst 
thou  bleed  for  him. 
Whose  money,  wine,  nor  wench,  thou  ne'er  hast 

used? 
Or  wify  destroy  some  poor  root-eating  soldier^ 
That  never  ^ve  thee  the  4ye,  denied  to  pledge 
Thy  oockatrice's  health,  ne  er  spit  upon 
Thy  dog,  jeered  thy  spur-leather,  or  returned 
Tliy  tooth-pick  ragged,  which  he  borrowed  whole  ? 

Pert,  Never,  to  my  knowledge. 

^fea.  Comrade!  'tis  time — 

¥,  Pal.  What,  to  uoship  your  trunks  at  Bil- 
lingsgate ? 
Fierce  Meager  !  why  such  haste  ?  do  not  I  know, 
That  a  mouse  yoked  tu  a  pease-cod  may  draw. 
With  the  frntl  cordage  of  one  hair,  your  goods 
About  the  worklf 

Pert,  Why  we  have  linen,  sir. 

JT,  PaL  As  much,  sir,  as  will  fill  a  tinder-box, 
Or  make  a  frog  a  shirt.    I  like  not,  friends, 
Tliis  quiet,  modest  posture  of  your  shoulders. 
Why  stir  you  not,  as  you  were  practising 
To  fence?  or  do  you  hide  your  cattle,  least 
The  skipper  make  you  pay  their  passage  over  ? 

Pert,  Know,  Pallatine,  truth  is  a  naked  lady, 
She  will  shew  alf.    Meager  and  I  have  not 

Y,  Pal,  The  treasure  of  Saint  Mark's,  *  1  be- 
lieve, sir; 
Though  you  are  as  rich  as  cast  serving-men, 


»  fiir  WiMiam  Ditrcnaat  Mems  i9  h»f€  l»or«>owed  the  huA  4>f  this  gXoi  from  Bcaomoiit  aiid.Fletcher*s 
Wit  at  Beveral  fVeapont. 
■  8aini  jrarVt--at  Venice. 
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Or  bawds  led  thrice  into  captivity. 

Pert,  Thou  hast  a  heart  of  the  right  stanip ; 
I  find 
It  is  not  comely  in  thine  eyes,  to  see 
tJs  sons  of  war  walk  by  the  pleasant  vines 
Of  Gascony,  as  we  l»elieved  the  grapes 
Forbidden  fruit ;  sneak  through  a  tavern  with 
Remorse,  as  we  had  read  the  Alcoran, 
Ami  made  it  our  best  faith. 

Mea.  And  abstain  flesh, 
As  if  our  English  beef  were  all  reserved 
For  sacrifice. 

Pert.  Whilst  colon  *  keeps  more  noise 
Than  mariners  at  plays,  or  apple-wives 
That  wrangle  for  a  sieve. 

Mea.  Contrihute,  come. 

Y.  Pal.  Stand  there,  close,  on  your  lives :  here, 
in  this  house, 
lives  a  rich  old  hen,  whose  young  egg  (though  not 
Of  her  own  laying)  I  have  in  the  embers  : 
She  may  prove  a  morsel  fur  a  discreet  mouth, 
If  the  kind  fates  have  but  the  leisure  to 
Betray  the  old  one. 

Perl,  Pallatine, 
No  plots  upon  generation;  wc  two 
Have  fasted  so  lung,  that  we  cannot  think 
Of  begetting  any  thing,  unless, 
Like  cannibalf,  we  might  eat  our  own  issue. 

Y.  Pal.  I  say  close;  shrink  in  your  morions;^  go. 

Mea.  Why  hidden  thus  ?  a  soldier  may  appear. 

Y.  Pal  Yes,  in  a  suttler*s  hut  on  the  pay-day ; 
But  do  you  know  the  silence  of  this  house, 
The  gravity  and  awe  ?  here  dwells  a  lady, 
Tliat  hath  not  seen  a  street  since  good  king  Harry 
Called  her  to  a  mask ;  she  is  more  devout 
Than  a  weaver  of  Banbury,*  that  hopes 
To  entice  heaven,  by  singing,  to  make  him  lord 
Of  twenty  looms.    I  n6ver  saw  her  yet  ^ 
And  to  arrive  at  my  preferment  first 
In  your  s\%'eet  company,  will  (I  take  it) 
Add  but  little  to  my  hopes.    Retire ;  go. 

[T/tey  step  asides  whilst  he  calls  between  the 
hangings. 

Pert,  We  shall  obey;  but  do  not  tempt  us  now 
With  sweetmeats  for  the  nether  palate ;  do  not. 

Y.  Pal.  What  Lucy !  Luce  !  now  is  the  old 
beldam 
Misleading  her  to  a  cushion,  where  she 
Must  pray,  and  sigh,  and  fast,  until  her  knees 
<»row  smaller  than  her  knuckles.    Lucv  !  Luce! 
No  hope  ;  she  is  undone;  she*ll  number  o'er 
As  many  orisons,  as  if  she  had 
A  busliel  of  beads  to  her  rosary. 
Lucy !  oiy  April  love  !  my  mistress,  speak  ! — . 


Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Pallatine,  for  heaven's  sake  keep  io  joar 

voice; 
My  cruel  aunt  will  hear,  and  I  am  lost 

Y.  Pal.  What  can  she  hear  when  her  old  em 

are  stuflTd 
With  as  much  warm  wax  as  will  seal  nine  leases? 
What  a  pox  does  she  list'ning  upon  earth? 
Is't  not  time  for  her  t'  affect  pnvacy. 
To  creep  into  a  close  dark  vault,  there  gossip 
With  worms,  and  such  small  tame  creatoret  a> 

Heaven 
Provided  to  accompany  old  people  ? 

Lucy.  Still  bettered  unto  worse  !  but  that  my 

heart 
Consents  not  to  disfigure  thee,  thou  would'st  be 

torn 
To  pieces,  numberless  as  sand,  or  as 
The  doubts  of  guilt  or  love,  in  cowards  are. 
Y.  Pal.  How  now.  Luce  !  from  what  stringe 

coast  this  storm  f  ha  ? 
Lucy.  Thou  dost  out-drink  the  youth  of  N(M^ 

way  at 
Their  marriage  feasts,  ont-swear  a  puny  poor 

ter. 
When  his  first  misfortune  rages  out  in  quarrel; 
One  that  rides  post,  and  is  stopt  by  a  cart : 
Thy  walking  hours  are  later  in  the  night 
Than  those  which  drawers,  traitors,  or  constables 
Themselves  do  keep ;  for  watchmen  know  tbee 

better 
Than  their  lanthoms ;  and  here's  your  surge(«'s 

bill. 
Your  kind  thrift  (I  thank  you^  hath  seat  it  fse 
To  pay,  as  if  the  poor  exhibition 
My  aunt  allows  for  aprons,  would  maintain 

You  in  fcearcloths. [Gives  him  a  P9ftr» 

Mea.  Can  the  daughters  of  Brabant 
Talk  thus,  when  Younker-glieck  leads  them  to  a 

stove? 
Pert.  I  say,  Meager,  there  is  a  small  parcel 
Of  man,  that  rebels  more  than  all  the  rest 
Of  his  body ;  and  I  shall  need  (if  1 
Stay  here)  no  elixir  of  beef  to  exalt 
Nature,  though  I  were  leaner  than  a  goat. 
Y.  Pal.  This  surgeon's  a  rogue.  Luce ;  a  fe^ 

low.  Luce, 
That  hath  no  more  care  of  a  gentleman's 
Credit,  than  of  the  lint  he  hath  twice  used. 
Lucy,  Well,  sir,  but  what's  Uiat  instrumcot  be 

names  ? 
Y.  Pal.  He  writes  down  here  for  a  tool  ofii^ 

jectiou, 


*  r»f7n— The  colon  is  the  greatest  and  widest  of  the  human  iotestines.    S. 

3  Moritms—or  murrions.     See  note  1 1  on  The  2d  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore^  DaWey'ied^ 


Than  a  Kcavcr  of  Banburif^See  note  50  to  The  Ordinary^  ditto. 


Davenant.] 


THE  WITS. 


€85 


Lace,  a  small  water-engine,  wliidi  I  bought 
For  ray  tailor's  child  to  squirt  at  'prentices. 

LMcy,  Aye,  sir,  he  sins  more  against  wit  than 
Heaven, 
That  knows  not  how  t'excuse  what  he  hath  done : 
I  shall  be  old  at  twenty,  Pallatine ; 
My  grief  to  see  thy  manners  and  thy  mind, 
Hatii  wrought  so  much  upon  my  heart. 

Y.  PaL  rd  as  lieve  keep  our  marriage-supper 
lu  a  church-yard,  and  beget  our  children 
In  a  coffin,  as  hear  thee  prophesy. 
Luce,  thou  art  drunk,  Luce;  far  gone  in  almond* 

milk: 
Kiss  me. 

Pert.  Now  I  dissolve  like  an  eringo. 

JIfea.  He*s  ploughing  o'  the  Indies ;  good  gold 
appear ! 

K  PaL  I  am  a  new  man,  Luce ;   thou  shalt 
find  me 
In  a  Geneva  band,  that  was  reduced 
From  an  old  alderman's  cuff;  no  more  hair  left 
Thasi  ^11  shackle  a  ilea  :  this  debosli'd  '  whin- 
yard* 
I  will  reclaim  to  comely  bow  and  arrows, 
And  shoot  with  haberdashers  at  Fihsbury, 
And  be  thought  the  grandchild  of  Adam  Bell:  ' 
And  more,  my  Luce,  hang  at  m^  velvet  girdle 
A  book  wrapp'd  in  a  green  dimity  bag, 
And  squire  thy  untooth*d  aunt  to  an  exercise. 

Lucy,  Nothing  but  strict  laws  and  age  will 
tame  yuu. 

T,  PaL  What  money  hast  thou,  Luce  ? 


Lucy,  Aye,  there's  ^our  business. 

Y.  PaL  It  is  the  lousiness  of  the  world :  injuriei 

grow 
To  get  it ;  justice  sits  for  the  same  end ; 
Men  are  not  wise  without  it,  for  it  makes 
Wisdom  known ;  and  to  be  a  fool,  and  poor, 
Is  next  t'  old  achs  and  bad  fame ;  'tis  worse 
Than  to  have  six  new  creditors,  they  each 
Twelve  children,  and  not  bread  enough  to  make 
The  landlord  a  toast,  when  he  calls  for  ale 
And  rent.    Think  on  that,  and  rob  thy  aunt's 

trunks 
Ere  she  Haih  time  to  make  an  inventory. 

Pert.  A  cunning  pioneer;  he   works   t6  tlie 

bottom. 
Lucy.  liast  thou  no  taste  of  heaven  ?  wert  thou 

begot 
In  a  prison,  and  bred  up  in  a  galley  ? 

Y.  PaL  Luce,  I  speak  like  one  that  hath  seen 

tlie  book 
Of  fate :   Tm  lotli,  for  thy  sake,  to   mount  a 

coach 
With  two  wheels,  whilst  the  damsels  of  the  shop 
Cry  out  a  goodly  strait-chiu'd  gentleman  ! 
He  dies  for  robbing  an  attorney's  cloak-bag 
Of  copper  seals,  foul  night-caps,  together 
With  his  wife's  bracelet  of  mill -testers. 

Lucy.  There,  sir—      [Flings  him  a  Purse, 
'Tis  gold ;  my  pendants,  carcanets,  ^  and  rings ; 
My  christ'ning  caudle-cup  and  spoons,^ 
Are  dissolved  into  that  lump.    Nay,  take  all. 
And  with  it  as  much  anger  as  would  make 


'  DehosKd. — The4toand  folio  read  dehasKd;  debosh*d  haa  the  same  meaoiog  as  debauch'^d,  and  the 
word  occurs  in  The  Wtmdering  Jew,  1640,  p.  27. 

**  The  more  I  strive  to  love  my  husband,  the  more  his  deboith*d  courses  begets  my  hate." 

A^io  in  Fennor^t  Compters  Commonwealth^  1611,  p.  27. : — For  most  commonly  some  knave  or  de» 
hoiaht  fellow,  lurch  the  foolcs  their  sons,"  &c. 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  The  Tempest ,  A.  S.  S.  2. 

6  WAinyaTd,—a.  sword.     So  in  Edward  the  Third,  A.  1.  S.  2: 

'•  Nor  from  their  buttoned,  tawny,  leathern  belts, 
"  Dismiss  their  biting  whiayards^ — till  your  king 
"  Cry  out  enongh,'*  &c, 

7  Jdam  Bell, — an  outlaw,  celebrated  for  his  skill  in  archery.  See  Dr  Percjfs  Reliques  of  Ancient 
Poetry^  vol.  1.  p.  143. 

>  Carcanets, — **  A  carcanet  seems  to  have  been  a  necklaci*  set  with  stones,  or  strung  with  pearls."  It 
U  derived  from  the  old  French  word  carcan,  whose  diminutive  was  carcanet.  Sec  Cotgraue  voce  carcan, 
Carcanets  are  frequently  mentioned  by  our  ancient  dramatic  writers  as  in  Ctfnthia"*  RevcU,  Induction  : — 

«*  Makes  her  dote  upon  him,  give  him  jewels,  bracelets,  carkenets,'' &c» 
Ibid.  A.  4.  S.  3.  :— 

**  if  your  ladyships  want  embroidered  gowns,  tires  of  any  fashion,  rebatues,  jewels,  or  carkanets, 
any  thing  whatsoever,"  &c. 

Marston*8  Antonio  and  Mellida,  p.  2.  A.  1.  S.  2. : — 

"  No,  Lucio,  my  deare  lord's  wise,  and  koowes 
*'  That  tinsill  glitter,  or  rich  purfled  robes, 
"  Curled  haircs,  hung  full  of  sparkling  airrone/fy 
**  Are  not  the  tme  adomements  of  a  wife." 
Maninger*8  City  Madam^  A.  4.  S.  4. : — 

-your  carkanetSf 


it 


»» 


"  That  did  adorn  your  neck  of  equal  value.' 
See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Johnson,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr  Warton  on  The  Comedy  of  Errors,  A.  3.  S.  I, 
'  Spoons, — **  It  was  the  custom  formerly  for  the  sponsors  at  christenings,  to  offdrgtlt  spoons  as  a  pie- 
sent  to  the  child.     These  spoons  were  called  apostle  spoons,  because  the  figures  of  the  apostles  wese 
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Thy  mother  wiile  thee  ii^agiciiiuite. 
Sec  me  do  moi«;  i  will  not  ataj  to  falen 
My  gift,  lest  I  should  teadi  my  paiietKae  suffer 
Till  I  convert  k  into  sin. 

{Etui, 
Y,  P«^  TempUtioM  wiU  not  tfarive.    Tliis 
iMimf  e  sleef)6 
Cros9-leg^,  and  this  devil  has  na*nMre  f)Oi¥er 
O'er  dku  dsann,  than  dead  nun  c^er  ikeir  kmd 

heirs; 
I  BMMt  vamny  her,  aiid  spend  my  aeFenue 
In  cradles,  pins,  and  sope ;  '°  that'«  tlie  end  of 

all 
Tluit  Vape  a  de^  river  and  a  tali  bough. 
Mea,  Pallatine,  how  much  ? 
Pert.  H«noHrable  Pali ! 
Y,  PaL  Gentlemen,  you  must  acoept  without 

Your  corporal  oaths  to  repay  in  tbree  days. 

Pert,  Not  we,  Pall,  in  thuee  jubilees;  fear 
not, 

Y.  Pal.  Nor  shall  you  charge  me  with  loud 
vehemence 
(Thrice  belore  company)  to  wait  you  to 
My  chamber  such  a  niglit ;  for  ibeo  a  certeia 
Drover  of  the  saach  cooim  to  pay  yoa  money. 

Mea.  On  oor  new  fiiiths. 

Pert.  Ob  oar  aillegianoe,  Pail, 

F.  Fal»  Go  cben — shift,  and  bruok  your  ikins 
well ;  d'yoa  bear? 
Meet  me  at  the  new  play,  fair  and  perfaraed : 
There  are  strange  words  bang  on  the  lips  of  csr 
mour. 

Pert.  Lanfmage  of  joy,  dear  PaU, 

y.  Put.  This  day  is  cnme 
To  town,  the  niioioo  of  isbe  mom^my  ladfi^ 
My  elder  brother,  and  ho  moves  like  some 
Assyrian  priuoe  ;  his  chariots  measure ieagaes) 
Witty  as  youthfiii  poets  in  their  wiae ; 
Bold  as  a  centaur  at  a  feast,  and  kind 
As  virgius  that  were  ne*er  beguiled  with  love ; 


I  seek  bin  aow;  mtet  and  IriaMph  ! 
Mm.    PeH.  King  Pkll !  [Em 

£n^er  5irMoRGLAY  Thwack,  jE/d0rPALLATiNE, 

£.  Pal,  Sir  Monlny,  come  {  tbe  knms  bwt 
wings,  and  you 
Are  grown  too. old  to  overtake  ihem  t  <he  tovm 
Looks,  methioAES,  as  it  nroald  invite  cbe  ooontiy 
To  a  feast. 

Thwack.  At  wbidi  senieants  and  their  yeeaeD 
Must  be  no  waiters,  PalJatiae,  leat  some 
O' the  guests  pretend  business.    How  dost  like 
me? 

E.  PaL  As  one  old  women  sbfdl  no  nsre 
avoid. 
Than  they  can  warm  furs  or  mwAcadd. 

Thttack.  Paflatine,  to  have  a  volatile  aehe, 
That  removes  oftener  than  the  Tartar^  camp ; 
To  have  a  stitch  tbat  sucks  a  man  awry. 
Till  he  shew  crooked  as  a  cbesnot  boagh. 
Or  stand  in  the  deformed  guard  of  a  feaoer; 
To  have  these  hid  in  flesh,  that  has  Kved  sinful 
Fifty  long  years,  yet  husband  so  much  stieogdi 
As  could  convey  me  hilftier,  fbarseore  m^n, 
On  a  design  of  wit  and  glory ;  may 
Be  register'd  for  a  strange  noithem  aet. 

E.  Pal.  I  cannot  boast  those  noble  maladies 
As  yet ;  but  time,  dear  knight,  as  I  ba*e  beard, 
May  make  man's  knowied^  bold  upon  bioMrlf. 
We  travel  in  the  grand  cause.     Tfcese  smooth 

rags, 
These  jeweb  too  that  seem  to  smile  ere  they 
Betray,  are  certain  sttly  snares,  in  which 
Your  lady-wits,  and  their  wise  compeers-inslc, 
May  <4iance  be  oao^t. 

EnUr  Tbttflgier  Pallatise. 

Y.  Pal.  Yoar  welcoaM,  noble  brother. 
Must  be  hereafter  spoke,  far  I  Iwve  last. 
With  glad  haste  to  find  you,  much  of  my  brwtk 


carved  on  the  tops  of  the  handles.  Such  as  were  at  once  opulent  and  generous  gare  the  wlnAe  Ivdfc; 
those  who  were  either  more  moderately  rich,  or  ftberal,  escaped  at  the ezpenee  of  the  four  Eveagelisu; 
or  even  sometimes  contented  themselves  with  presenting  one  spoon  only,  which  exhil»ited  the  figife  iC 
any  saint,  In  honour  of  whom  the  child  received  its  name."  Mr  Steevens's  note  to  iEtN^  Bemy  fW% 
A.  .5.  S.  *i.  where  several  instances  of  the  mention  of  these  ipocms  are  eahibtted. 

*^  Ip  emdks^  pinSf  amd  sopc. — So  in  flk«  LoovrV  Fragrtn^  A.  4.  :-*• 

"  Must  I  now 

Have  sour  sauce  after  sweet  meats  ?  and  be  dcivca 
To  levy  lialf  a  crown  a  week,  basMes. 
Clouts,  sop^  and  candles,  for  aiy  beir  apparoDt." 
Again  in  The  Baihful  Lover,  hy  Masskifer,  A.  S.  6. 1.  :—  . 

*■*  Should  you  pat  it  too  for  sope  aad  caadica,  tlaso^  Im  aoM  Ui<flook  for  it,  the  baby  nnst  have  k« 
dug." 
A  Chast  Mayd  in  Cheape-tide,  p.  S5. :— • 

**  Halfe  oor  (^iiip;s  asast  raa  in  aagar  saps. 
And  nurses  wages  now,  baaidet  many  a  pooad  ^iefe 
And  tatlow :  we  have  aead  to  fet  Yoyoes  4]€«iatloa  still. 
To  aaae  suet  to  xbaase  for  caodlas,'* 
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E.  PaL  Toar  tay  bedMMtf  yM,  h  Mb  eotrrt^ 

iliiii  lift, 
r.  Po^  8lf  MoYgHif  Tfcvhu^ !  I  m  evp^cX 
to  ice 
Hie  iMiber  CrinMifiei  et  b\A  k)fig  Ltfd 
AdTMioe  his  falchion  here  again,  ere  yon, 
ttoM^  so  mtiGh  flmdllei  diseases,  hiw,  am!  nnise. 
.  Tkmmch.  What  your  l(mn  gets  by  nie^  \t%  them 

lay  up 
Fof  tfieir  orphaftfti  afi4  rtfMt^  hf  dietr  itniials. 
I  Home  to  borrow  ivh«re  Fll  nev^  lend, 
Ami  Iniy  what  Tit  neter  pay  for. 
F.  Ftd.  Not  yonr  debts? 
T^awcA^  No,  sir,  though  to  a  poei^  Brownist's 
#ido#  5 " 
Though  she  sigh  all  night,  and  have  the  next 

IBOrfMilg 

Nothing  to  drink  but  her  orm  tears. 
M.  nL  Nor  ^bHH  tlM>li  lend  ndoney  to  a  sick 
friend, 

Thok0i  thir  Mid  worm  Ue  liiorfgiiged  in  his  bed 
For  the  hire  of  hi*  slleots. 

r.  PW.  Th€M  Mr^  r^solVM 
That  ^ve  me  rieiH*r  wonder  than  yoor  elotbe*; 
Why  \n  such  shining  trim,  lite  men  thttt  eome 
From  riitd  t»i]|%  IdOdtfn  with  victory  ? 
JE.  PkL  ¥ei»'tMt)ther,  or  like  eager  heirs  hew 
«pp^d 
III  ini«  that  seftl'd  the  dfty  before  in  haste, 
Lest  parchment  should  grow  dear.  Khow,  youth, 

we  come 
"to  be  ^  business  of  nil  eyeSj  to  tiike 
The  wall  of  ourSt  George  on  his  fbast-day. 
Tkt09€k.  Yesy  end  then  embark  at  Doter,  atid 
do 
The  Kke  to  Si  Detmls  t  all  this^  yoting  sir, 
Without  chttrge  too>  I  mean  to  us ;  we  briog 
A  htimofotis  odd  philosophy  to  town, 
That  says^  Pny  nothing. 

r.  Pht  Why,  where  hate  I  lired  f 
£.  Pd,  Brother,  be  calm,  Md  edify;  but 
first 
Receive  a  principle  :  Never  hereafter. 
From  this  w«rm  breathing,  till  your  laM  cold 

s>gh» 
Will  I  disburse  for  you  again ;  neter. 

Y,  PaL  Brother  mine,  if  that  be  your  argu- 
ment. 


I  deny  thO  major. 

Thwack,  Resist  prkietples  f 

JL  PaL  Good  faith,  though  yos  sbooid  send 
me  more  epistles 
Thttn  yottfi^  factors  in  their  first  voyage  write 
Unto   their  short-haired   friends;   than  absent 

lovers 
Pen  near  their  marriage  week,  to  eicuse   the 

slow 
Arrival  of  the  licence  and  the  rlwg; — 
Not  one  elipp'd  penny  should  depart  my  reach. 

F.  PaL  Tnis  ooctrilie  will  not  pass ;  how  shall 
Hive? 

E.  PaL  As  we  ifyteotf  to  do  by  our  good  trits.  v 

Y.  PaL  How,  brother,  how? 

£.  PaL  Truth  is  a  pleasant  kiiotrledge ; 
Yet  you  shall  have  her  cheap ;  Sir  Morgtay  her^ 
My  kind  disciple,  and  myself,  have  leased. 
Out  all  oor  rents  and  lands  for  pious  oses. 

Y,  PaL  What,  co-foonders !  give  legacies  ere 
death  ! 
Pallalifie  the  pioOs^  tat4  Saint  Morgby ! 
Your  names  will  sound  but  ill  Fthe  calendar. 
How  Icing  must  this  fierce  ragirig  zeal  continue  f 

E,  PaL  Till  we  subsist  here  no  niore  by  our  - 
wit. 
Then  we'll  renounce  the  town,. and  patiently 
VouchsHfe  to  re'Osufne  our  mother  earth. 
Lead  on  owr  plows  into  their  ragged  walks 
Again,  grope  oor  youog  heifers  in  the  flank, 
Aod  Swagger  in  the  wod  which  we  shall  borroi^ 
From  our  own  flocks. 

Thwack.  But,  ere  we  go,  we  mar, 
From  the  vast  treasure  purchased  by  our  wit. 
Leave  here  some  monument  to  speak  our  fame. 
I  have  a  strong  mind  to  re-edify 
The  decays  of  FItet-Ditch;  from  whence  I  hear 
The  roaring  vestals  late  are  fled,  through  heat 
Of  persecution. 

Y.  PaL  What  a  small  star  have  I, 
That  never  yet  could  light  tee  to  this  way ! 
Live  by  our  wits  ! 

£.  PaL  So  live,  that  usurers 
Shall  call  tlieir  monies  in,  remove  their  bank 
To  Ordimirics,  Spring-garden,  and  Hyde-park, 
Whilst  their  glad  sons  are  left  seven  fur  their 

chance. 
At  hazard ("),  hundred,  atid  all  made  at  sent;  '^ 


•  ■!»> 


^^t 


^k.«Mfa 


'*  J  po6f  BroHmiitU  wt/fo».— The  Brownisfs  at  ibis  titee  seem  to  have  been  the  constant  objects  of  po- 
pular Mitite.  The  fbander  of  the  sect  was  Robert  Browne,  a  knight's  son  of  Rutlandshire,  and  educa- 
ted at  Cambridge.  He  was  afterwards  pastor  of  Aycburch  in  ^orthamptoIlshlre,  and  spent  great  part 
of  his  life  in  several  prisons,  to  which  he  was  committed  for  his  steady  adherence  to  the  opinions  which 
he  emertained.  lie  died  in  jail  at  Northampton,  in  the  year  1630,  or,  according  to  others,  16')4,  when 
he  was  not  less  than  80  years  of  age.     See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Grey  aad  Mr  Steevcns,  to  Twelfth  Nighty 

Jm.  w*   S.  7. 

(")  At  hazard,  sir:  a  hundred,  and  All  made  at  sent* — FoUo  edit. 

'*  At  Bcnt.'-^rQaery  ctnt,  a  game  mentioned  io  The  Dumb  Knight,  A.  4.  S.  1.  and  corruptedly  written 
scfal.        S. 

This  game  is  frequently  mentioned  in  ancient  writers,  and  is  usually  spelt  saunt,  probably  the  manner 
in  which  the  French  word  cent  was  then  pronounced.     In  Ger\-as  Markham's  Fanwus  Whore ;  or^  Nobis 
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[Day  EN  ANT. 


Three  modey  cocks  of  the  ri{;ht  Derby  strain. 
Together  witli  a  foal  of  Beggibrigge. '' 

Thwack,  Sir,  I  will  match  my  Lord  Mayor':) 
horse,  make  jockeys 
Of  hishench  hoySy'^aod  run  them  through  Cheap- 
side. 
E.  Pal  What  beauties,  girls  of  feature,  govern 
now 
r  the  town  ?  'tis  long  since  we  did  traffick  here 
In  midnight  whispers,  when  the  dialect 
Of  love's  loose  wit  is  frighted  into  signs, 
And  secret  laughter  stifled  into  smiles ; 
When  nothing's  loud  but  the  old  nurse's  cough, — 
Who  keeps  the  game  up,  ha ;  who  u)isled  now  ? 
ThwacK,  Not  sir,  that  if  we  wooe,  we'll  be  at 
charge 
For  looks ;  or  if  we  marry  make  a  jointure. 
Entail  land  on  women  !  entail  a  back. 
And  so  much  else  of  man  as  Nature  did 
Provide  for  the  first  wife. 

E,  Pal,  I  could  keep  thee, 

Thy  future  pride,  thy  surfeits,  and  thy  lust, 
(I  mean,  in  such  a  garb  as  may  become 
A  Christian  gentleman)  with  the  sole  tithe 
Of  tribute  I  shall  now'receive  from  ladies. 
Thtcack,  Your  brother  and  myself  have  seal'd 
to  covenants ; 
The  female  youth  of  the  town  are  his ;  but  all 
From  forty  to  fourscore  mine  own :  A  widow, 
You'll  say,  is  a  wise,  solemn,  wary  creature : 
Though  she  hath  lived  to  the  cunning  of  dispatch, 
Closed  up  nine  hosbands'  eyes,  and  have  the 

wealth 
Of  all  their  testaments ;  in  one  month,  sir, 
I  will  waste  her  to  her  first  wedding'smock. 
Her  single  ring,  bodkin,  and  velvet  muff. 

F.  PaL  Your  rents  exposed  at  home  for  pious 

uses. 
Must  expiate  your  behaviour  here  :  tell  me. 
Is  that  the  subtle  plot  you  have  on  heaven  ? 
Thwack.The  worm  of  your  worship's  conscience 

would  appear 
As  big  as  a  conger ;  but  a  good  eye 
May  chance  to  find  it  slender  as  a  grig. 

y.  Pal.    Amazement  knows  no  ease,  but  in 

demands : 
Pray  tell  me,  gentlemen,  to  all  this  vast 
Designment  (which  so  strikes  my  ear)  deduct 
You  nought  from  your  revenue,  nought  that  may, 
like  fuel,  feed  the  flame  of  your  expence? 

E.  PaL  Brother,  not  so  much  as  will  find  a  Jew 
Bacon  to  his  eggs :  these  gay  tempting  weeds. 
These  eastern  stones  of  cunning  foil,  bespoke 


'Gainst  our  arrival  here,  together  with 

A  certain  stock  of  crowns  in  cither's  purse, 

Is  all  the  charge  that  from  our  proper  own 

Begins  or  furthers  the  magnific  plot ; 

And  of  these  crowns,  not  one  mast  be  usurped 

By  you. 

Thwack,  No  relief,  but  wit  and  good  coanseL 

E,  Pal.  The  stock  my  father  left  you,  if  jour 

care 
Had  purposed  so  discreet  a  course,  might  well 
Have  set  you  up  i'the  trade ;  but  we  spend  light, 
Our  coach  is  yet  unwheeled.— Sir  Morglay,  come, 
Let's  suit  those  Friesland  horse  with  oar  own 

strain. 

F.  Pal,  Why,  gentlemen,  will  the  design  keep 

horses  f 
Thwack.  May  be,  sir,  they  shall  live  by  tbeir 

wits  too. 
Y,  Pal,  Their  masters  are  bad  tutors  else:  well, 
how 
Youll  work  the  ladies,  and  weak  gentry  bere^ 
By  your  fine  gilded  pills,  a  faith  that  is 
Nut  old  may  guess  without  distrust.    Bat,  tin, 
The  city  (take't  on  my  experimeot) 
Will  not  be  gulled."* 

lliwack.  Not  gulled !  they  dare  not  be 

50  impudent :  I  say  they  shall  be  gulled ; 
And  trust,  and  break,  and  pawn  tlwir  charter  toa 

Y,  PaL  Is  it  lawful,  brother,  for  roe  to  laugh, 
That  have  no  money  ? 

E.  PaL  Yes,  sir,  at  yourself. 

Y.  PaL  Two  that  have  tasted  Nature's  kiiuK 
ness,  arts, 
And  men;  have  shined  in  moving  camps;  hsT6 

seen 
Courts  in  their  solemn  business  and  vain  pride; 
Conversed  so  long  i'the  town  here,  thatyoa  kwm 
Each  sign  and  pebble  in  the  streets ;  for  juQ 
(After  a  long  retirement)  to  lease  forth 
Your  wealthy,  pleasant  lands,  to  feed  JobnCrunp 
The  cripple,  widow  Needy,  and  Abraham 

51  oath  the  beadsman  of  More-dale !  then,  for- 

sooth. 
Persuade  yourselves  to  live  here  by  your  wits! 

Thwack,  Where  we  ne'er  cheated  in  our  yooth^ 
we  resolve 
To  cozen  in  our  age. 

E.  PaL  Brother,  I  came 
To  he  your  wise  example  in  the  arts 
That-lead  to  thriving  glory ;  a  supreme  life ! 
Not  through  the  humble  ways  wherein  doll  M^ 
Of  lands  and  sheep  do  walk ;  men  that  depend 
On  the  fantastic  winds,  on  fleeting  clouds, 


Cottrte:an,  1C09,  4to,  Sign.  D  4,  it  is  called  mont  cent, 

**^  Were  it  mont  cent,  primero,  or  at  cbessc, 
I  wan  with  most,  and  lost  still  with  the  lesse.'* 
»i  i>«.wA...'-.« — TK-  frti  ..«.^Q  ..>.».-A.,..-««      ■'•■'^ipsthe  name  of  some  famous  bonf^ 

'Glass, 

4 


M        w.»...       T1I.U      ■■•Va»«      BBU*.      IW»»     ••••■       T. 

"  Begg{brigge.'-^The  fol.  reads  peggibrUe,     Perhapj 
'^  ilencM'boifs.-^See  note  IS  to  The  Muses  Looking-G 
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SODS  more  uncertain  than  themselves, 
they  would  hope  or  fear :  but  you  are  warm 
ther's  silk,  ana  make  your  tame  ease 
;  call  it  content  and  quietness ! 
ack.  Write  letters  to  your  brother,  do ;  and 

be 

om  in  every  long  parenthesis, 
enty  pound  sent  you  in  butcher's  silver. 
?aL  Rebukes  are  precious,  cast  them  not 

away. 

{Exeunt  Elder  Pjillatine,  Thwack. 


F.  Pa/.  Neither  of  these  philosophers  were  bom 
To  abovQ  five  senses ;  why  then  should  they 
Have  hope  to  do  things  greater,  and  more  new 
Fthe  world,  than  I  ?  This  devil  Plenty  thnists 
Strange  boldness  upon  men.  Well,  you  may  laugh 
With  so  much  violence,  till  it  consume 
Your  breath.    Though  sullen  Want,  the  enemy 
Of  Wit,  have  sunk  her  low,  if  pregnant  wine 
Can  raise  her  up,  this  day  she  shall  be  mine. 

[Exit. 


ACT  IL 


scene:  L 

iter  the  Lady  Ample,  Engine,  Ginet. 

9.  My  guardian  horsed !  this  evening  say'st 

thou.  Engine  ? 
^.  It's  an  hour,  madam;  since  he  smelt  the 

town, 
p.  Saw'st  thou  his  slender  empty  leg  in  the 

stirrup  ? 
ory  box  on  his  smooth  ebon  staff 
civetted,  and  tied  to*s  gouty  wrist  ? 
his  warped  {face  close  buttoned  in  his  hood, 
Tien  may  take  him  for  a  monk  disguised, 
led  post  from  a  pursuivant  ? 
g.  Madam,  beware,  I  pray,  lest  the  age  and 

cunning 

master  of,  prepare  you  a  revenge, 
(uch  as  your  fine  wit  shall  ne*er  intreat 
patience  to  digest.    To-morrow  night 
>xtremest  minute  of  your  wardship  is 
ed ;  and  we,  magicians  of  the  house, 
re  this  hasty  journey  he  hath  ta'en 
provide  a  husband  for  your  sheets. 
ip.  And  such  a  one  as  judgment  and  mine  '^ 

eyes 

needs  dislike,  that's  composition  may 
r  up  to  his  own  thrifty  wish. 
ig.  Madam, 

arrow  was  well  aimed ;  I  call  him  master, 
[  am  servant  unto  tmth,  and  you. 
v/).  He  chuse  a  husband,  fit  to  guide  and  sway 
icaaty's  wealthy  dowry,  and  my  heart ! 
lake  election  to  delight  myself: 
t  composition  strictest  laws  will  give, 
guardianship  may  take  from  the  rich  bank 
ather  left,  and  not  devour  my  land. 
in.  Your  ladyship  has  lived  six  years  beneath 
roof,  therefore  may  guess  the  colour 


Of  his  heart,  and  what  his  brains  flo  weigh. 
But  Engine,  madam,  is  your  humble  creature.   . 

Amp,  I  have  bounty,  Engine; 
And  thou  shalt  largely  taste  it,  when  the  next 

Fair  sun  is  set,  for  then  my  wardship  ends ■ 

[Knocking  withiti4 
That  speaks  command,  or  haste ;  open  the  door. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy  !  weening,  my  wench  ?  melting  thine  eyes, 
As  they  had  trespassed  against  light,  and  thou 
Would  St  give  them  darkness  for  a  punishment ! 
Lucif,  Undone,  madam,  without  all  hope,  but 
what 
Your  pity  will  vouchsafe  to  minister. 

Amp.  Hast  thou  been  struck  by  infamy !  or 
comest 
A  mourner  from  the  funeral  of  love  ? 

Lucy,  I  am  the  mourner,  and  the  mourned; 
dead  to 
Myself,  but  left  not  rich  enough  to  buy  a  grave : 
My  cruel  aunt  hath  banished  me  her  roof. 
Exposed  me  to  the  night,  the  winds,  and  what 
The  raging  elements  on  wanderers  lay, 
Left  naked  as  first  infancy  or  truth. 

Oin.  I  could  ne  er  endure  that  old,  moist-eyed 
lady  ; 
Metliought  she  prayed  too  oft. 

Amp.  A  mere  receipt 
To  make  her  long-winded,  which  our  devout 
Physicians  now  prescribe  to  defer  death.— 
But,  Lucy,  can  she  urge  no  cause  for  this 
Strange  wrath,  that  you  would  willingly  conceal  ? 
Lucy.  Suspicions  of  my  chastity,  which  heaven 
Must  needs  resist  as  false ;  though  she  accused 
Me  even  in  dream,  where  thoughts  commit  '^  by 

chance, 
Not  appetite. 

Amp.  What  ground  had  her  suspect? " 


Mine — The  4to  reads  nine ;  the  folio,  my. 

Commii—li  h  obMrved  by  Mr  Malone,''(see  note  to  Othello,  A.  4.  S.  2.)  that  <<  this  word  in  Shake- 
re*!  time,  besides  its  general  signification,  seems  to  have  been  applied  particularly  to  unlawful  acts 
>ve :  hence,  perhaps,  it  is  so  often  repeated  by  Othello."    See  also  King  Ltar^  A«  3.  S.  4.  and  Air 
veni*8  note. 
Suspect — L  e.  suspicion. 


rou  !• 
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Xury.  Young  Pallatinc,  that  wooed  my  heart 
until 
He  eathcred  fondness  where  he  planted  love. 
Was  fallen  unto  such  waut,  as  eager  blood 
And  youth  could  not  endcre,  and  keep  the  laws 
Inviolate;  I,  to  prevent  my  fear, 
Sold  all  my  jewels,  and  my  trifling  wealth. 
Bestowed  them  on  him ;  and  she  thinks  a  more 
Unlioly  consequence  attends  the  gift. 

.  Amp.  This,  Luce,  is  such  apostacy  in  wit. 
As  nature  must  degrade  herself  in  woman  to 
Forgive.    Sliall  love  put  thee  to  charged  couldst 

thou 
Permit  thy  lover  to  l»econie  thy  pensioner  ? 

Mng.  Her  sense  will  now  be  tickled  till  it  ache. 

Amp.Thy  feature  and  thy  wit  are  wealth  enough 
To  keep  thee  high  in  all  tho&e  vanities, 
That  wild  ambition,  or  expensive  pride. 
Perform  in  youth ;  but  thou  invert'st  their  use : 
Thy  lover,  like  the  foolish  adamant 
The  steel,  thou  fiercely  dost  allure,  and  draw 
To  spend  thy  virtue,  not  to  get  by  it. 

Xury.  This  doctrine,  madam,  is  but  new  to  me. 

Amp,  How  have  I  lived,  thiuk'st  thou  ?  e'en  by 
my  wits. 
My  guardian's  contribution  gave  us  gowns, 
But  cut  from  the  curtains  of  a  carrier's  bed ; 
Jewels  were  wore,  but  such  as  yiotters*^ wives 
Bake  in  the  furnace  fur  their  daughters' wrists; 
My  woman's  smocks  so  coarse,  as  they  were  spun 
0*the  tackling  of  a  sliip. 

Gin,  A  coat  of  mail, 
Quilted  with  wire,  was  soft  sarsnet  to  thena. 

Amp,  Our  diet  scarce  so  much  as  is  prescribed 
To  mortify ;  two  eggs  of  emmets  poached, 
A  single  bird,  no  bigger  than  a  bee, 
Made  up  a  feast. 

Gin.  He  had  starved  mc,  but  that 
The  green-sickness  took  away  my  stomach. 

Atnp.  Thy  disease,  Ginct,  made  thee  in  love 
with  mortar, 
And  thou  eat'st  him  up  two  foot  of  an  old  wall. 

Eng.  A  privilege  my  master  only  gave 
Unto  her  teeth ;  none  else  o'the  house  durst  do't. 

Amp.  When,  Lucy,  I  perceived  this  straitened 
life, 
Nature,  my  steward,  I  did  call  t'  account, 
And  took  from  her  exchequer  so  much  wit 
As  has  maintained  me  since.    I  led  my  fine 
Trim-bearded  males  in  a  small  subtle  string 
Of  my  soft  hair ;  made  them  to  ofier  up 
And  bow,  and  laughed  at  the  idolatry. 


Amp.  Know,  Luce,  this  is  no  hospital  for  fools^ 
My  bed  is  yours,  but  on  comfition.  Luce, 
That  you  redeem  the  credit  of  your  sex ; 
That  you  begin  to  tempt,  and  when  the  soare 
Hath  caught  the  fowl,  you  plume  '^  him  till  yon 

get 
More  feathers  than  you  lost  to  Pallatine. 

Luci/.  I  shall  not  waste  my  hours  in  windiog 
silk. 
Or  shelling  peasccods  with  your  ladyship. 

Amp.  Frosts  on  my  heart !  what,  give  oat 
suitor  ? 
Know,  I  would  fain  behold  that  silly  monardv 
Bearded  man,  that  durst  woo  me  with  half 
So  impudent  a  hope. 

Eng.  Madam,  you  are 
Not  far  from  the  possession  of  your  wish ; 
There  is  no  language  heard,  no  business  no^ 
In  town,  but  what  proclaims  the  arrival  here, 
Tliis  morn,  of  the  elder  Pallatine,  brother 
To  him  you  named,  and  witli  him  such  an  old 
Imperial  buskin  knight,  as  the  isle  ne'er  saw. 

Amp.  What's  their  design  ? 

Eng.  They  will  immure  themselves 
With  diamonds,  with  all  refulgent  Stones 
That  merit  price :  ask  them  who  pays?  why,  lad 
Ttiey'll  feast  with  rich  Provenfai  wioe^;  ^ 

pays  ? 
Ladies.    They'll  shine  in  various  habit,  like 
Eternal  bridegrooms  of  the  day  ;  ask  thein 
Who  pays  ?  Indies.    Lie  with  those  ladies  to 
And  pay  them,  but  with  issue  male,  that  sliall 
Inherit  nothing  but  their  wit,  and  do 
The  like  to  ladies  when  they  grow  to  age. 

Luci/.  My  ears  received  a  taste  of  them  be- 
fore. 

Amp.  Engine,  how  shall  we  see  them  ?  bless  ne, 
Engine, 
With  thy  kind  voice. 

Eng.  Though  miracles  are  ceased,  '^ 
This,  madam,  is  in  the  power  of  thought  and  time. 

Amp.  I  would  kiss  thee.  Engine,  but  for  an  odd 
Nice  humour  in  my  lips;  they  blister  at 
Inferior  breath.    This  ring,  and  all  my  hopes 
Arc  thine :  dear  Engine,  now  project,  and  lire. 

Gin.  I'd  lose  my  wedding  to  behold  these  da- 
gone  ts.'' 

Amp,  My  guardian's  out  o'  town.    Let  as  tri- 
umpli 
like  Cassai*  till  to-morrow  night ;  thou  know'iit 
I'm  then  no  more  o'  the  family.     I  would. 
Like  a  departing  lamp,  before  I  leave 
You  in  the  dark,  spread  in  a  glorious  blaze. 

Eng.  Madam,  command  the  keys,  the  boose, 
and  me. 


*^  P/ume— This  is  a  falconer's  term.  Latham  says,  it  '*  is  when  a  hawk  seizeth  a  fowie,  and  pilledi 
tlic  feathers  from  the  body." 

'^  jDa^onc/i— Sir  Dagonct  was  the  squire  of  King  Arthur,  in  the  old  romance  of  MtU  Arthur,  See 
the  notes  of  Mr  Theobald,  Dr  Johnson^  Mr  Warton,  and  Mr  Steevens,  on  The  Second  Pari  ofMxngBtf^ 
jr.  A,  3.  S,  2, 
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Amp,  Spoke  like  the  l>old  Cophctoa's^  son. 
Let  us  contrive  within  to  tempt  them  hither. — 
Follow,  my  Luce,  restore  thyself  to  fame 

[&eunt  Ekgine,  Ample,  Gimet.  Young 
Pallatine  beckons  hvcr/rom  between 
the  Hangingt  as  she  is  going, 
Y,  PaL  Luce  !  Luce ! 

Lucy,  Death  on  my  eyes !  how  came  you  hi- 
ther? 
Y,  Pal.  I'm,  Luce,  a  kind  of  peremptory  fly, 
Shift  houses  still  to  follow  the  sun-beams; 

I  most  needs  4>lay  in  the  flames  of  thy  beauty 

Lttrtf,  Yoo*ye  used  me  with  a  Christian  care ; 

have  you  not? 
Y,  PaL  Come,  I  know  all.    I  have  been  at  thy 
aunt's  house. 
And  there  committed  more  disorder  than 
A  "Storm  in  a  ship,  or  a  cannon  bullet 
Shot  through  a  kitchen  among  shelves  of  pewter. 
Lucy.  This  madness  is  not  true,  I*hope. 
r.  PaL  Yes,  faith ; 
Witness  a  shower  of  malmsey  lees,  dropped  from 
•  Thy  aunt's  own  urinal  on  this  new  morion.*' 
Lucy,  Why,  you  have  seen  her  then  ? 
Y,  PaL  Vcs,  and  she  looks  like  the  old  slut  of 
Babylon 
Thou  hast  read  of.    I  told  her  she  must  die, 
And  her  beloved  velvet  hood  be  sold 
To  some  Dutch  brewer  of  Ratcliflfe,  to  make 
Ilis  yaw  frow  slippers. 

Lmv,  Speak  low.     I  am  deprived 
By  thy  rash  wine  of  all  atonement,  now, 
Unto  her  after  legacies  or  love. 

Y,  PaL  My  Luce,  be  magnified  ;  I  am  all  plot, 
All  stratagem  ;  my  brother  is  in  town : 
My  Lady  Attiple's  fame  hath  caught  him,  girl; 
I'm  told  he  means  an  instant  visit  hither. 
Lucy.  What  happiness  from  this  ? 
'Y.  PaL  As  he  departs 
From  hence,  I  have  laid  two  instruments.  Meager 
And  Pert,  that  shall  encounter  his  long  ears 
With  talesrtess  true  than  those  of  Troy ;  tliey  shall 
Endanger  him,  maogre  his  active  wits. 
And  mount  thee,  little  Luce,  that  thou  may*st 

reach 
To  dandle  Fate ;  to  soothe  them  till  they  give 
Us  leave  to  make  or  alter  destinies. 
Lucy.  You  are  too  loud;  whisper  your  plots 
within.  [Exeunt. 

£nfer Engii^e,  Eider  Pallatine,  andTawACK. 
Eng.  You  call  and  govern,  gentlemen,  as  if 


Your  business  were  above  your  haste ;  but  know 
You  where  you  are  ? 

E,  PaL  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift  dwells  here  ; 
The  Lady  Ample  is  his  ward  ;  she  is 
Within,  and  we  must  see  her :  No  excuses ; 
She  is  not  old  enough  to  be  lock'd  up 
To  sey  new  perukes,*'  or  purge  for  rheum. 

Thwack,  Tell  her,  that  a  young  devout  knight, 
made  grey 
By  a  charm,  (to  avoid  temptation  in  otherSi,) 
Would  speak  v^ith  her. 

Eng.  I  shall  deliver  you  both. 

These  tygers  hunt  their  prey  with  a  strange  postri]. 
Come  unscut  for  so  aptly  to  our  wish  ! 

[Exit. 

E,  PaL  But  this,  Sir  Morglay,  will  not  do;  in 
troth 
You  break  our  covenants. 

Thzcack,  VVhy,  hear  me  plead. 

E,  PaL  From  forty  to  fourscore,  the  written  law 
Runs  so ;  this  lady's  in  her  nonage  yet, 
And  you  to  press  mto  my  company, 
Where  visitations  are  decreed  mine  own, 
Argues  a  heat  that  my  rebukes  must  cool. 

Thwack.  What  should  I  do?  wouldst  have  me 
keep  my  chamber. 
And  mend  dark  lante«is?  invent  steel  mattocks, 
Or  weigh  gunpowder  ?  solitude  leads  me 
To  nothing  less  than  treason ;  I  shall  conspire 
To  dig  and  blow  up  all,  rather  than  sit  stilt. 

E.  PaL  Follow  your  task ;  you  see  how  early  I 
Have  found  this  young  inheritrix ;  go  seek 
The  a^cd  out ;  bones  unto  l)ones,  like  cards 
111  packed ;  shuffle  yourselves  together,  till 
Yqm  each  dislike  the  game.  * 

Thzcack,  Tis  the  cause  I 
Come  for ;  a  withered  midwife,  or  a  nurse 
Who  draws  her  lips  together,  like  an  eye 
Tliat  gives  the  cautionary  wink,  are  those 
I  would  find  here,  so  they  be  rich  and  fat. 

Enter  Gjnet. 

Gin.  My  lady  understands  your  haste,  and  she 
Herself  consults  now  in  affairs  pf  haste; 
But  yet  will  hastily  approach  to  see 
You,  gentlemen,  and  then  in  haste  return.     [Exit, 
E.  PaL  What's  this,  the  superscription  of  a 

packet  ? 
Thwack.  Now  docs  my  blood  wamble.    You ! 
suckct-eater !  *^ 
[Offers  to  follow  her,  Pallatine  steys  him. 


io 


Cophetuas  twi— Though  the  name  of  this  monarch  is  known  to  ns,  I  believe  we  ar^  aU  ignorant  re- 
fpecting  bis  royal  progeny.     S. 

*•  Jfortoa— Morion  is  a  helmet    It  must  here  mean  a  hat.  ,  .      .  j  v        !**      >         ¥  •. 

»*  T9  sey  new  nerukts—To  $ayj  I  believe,  means  to  assay,  to  try  on,  and  should  be  written  wy.  1  Havf 
ofjten  met  with  toe  word  so  abbreviated.    S. 

**  Sucket^teUr^i,  e.  eater  of  confectionary  ware,  sugar-pellets.    5« 
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JEJ.  Pai,  These  covenants,  knight;  will  never  be 
observed ; 
1*11  sue  the  forfeiture,  leave  you  so  poor, 
Till,  for  preferment,  you  beooroe  an  eunuch, 
And  aiug  a  treble  in  a  chauntry,  knight. 

Enter  Ample,  Lucy,  Ginet  ;  Elder  Pallatine, 
and  Thwack  address  to  kiss  them^  and  are 
thrust  back. 


Am.  Stay,  gentlemen.— Good  souls,  they  have 
seen.  Luce, 
The  country  turtles  bill,  and  think  our  lips, 
1*  the  town  and  court,  are  worn  for  the  same  use. 
Liuy.   Pray  how  do  tlie  ladies  tliere?   poor 
villagers. 
They  churn  still,  keep  their  dairies,  and  lay  up 
Por  embroidered  mantles  against  the  heir's  birth  ? 
Am.  Who  is  begot  i'  the  Christmas  holidays  ? 
E.  Pal.  Yes,  surely,  when  the  spirit  of  mince-pie 
Reigns  in  the  blood. 

Am.  What  ?  penny  gleek  **  I  hope*s 
In  fashion  yet,  and  the  treacherous  foot 
Kot  wanting  on  the  table  frame,  to  jog 
The  husband,  lest  he  lose  the  noble  that 
Should  pay  the  grocer*8  man  for  spiCe  and  fruit. 
Lucy.  The  good  old  butler  shares  too  with  his 
lady 
In  the  box,  bating  for  candles  that  were  burnt 
After  the  clock  struck  ten. 

J7ta<ick.  He  doth  indeed ;  • 
Poor  country  madams,  theyVe  in  subjection  still ; 
The  beasts,  their  husbands,  make  thein  sit  on  three 
Legged  stools,  like  homely  daughters  of  an  hos- 
pital, 
To  knit  socks  for  their  cloven  feet. 

E,  Pal.  And  when  these  tyrant  husbands,  too, 
grow  old 
(As  they  have  still  the  impudence  to  live  long) 
,Cood  ladies,  they  are  fain  to  waste  the  sweet 
And  pleasant  seasons  of  the  day  in  boiling 
Jellies  for  them,  and  rolling  little  pills 
Qf  cambric  lint  to  stuff  their  hollow  teeth. 
Lucy.  And  then  the  evenings,  warrant  ye,  they 
spend 
With  mother  Spectacle,  the  curate's  wife. 
Who  does  inveigh  against  curling  and  dyed  checks; 
Heaves  her  devout  impatient  nose  at  oil 
Oi  jessachin,  and  thinks  powder  of  Paris  more 
Frophane  than  the  ashes  of  a  liomish  martyr. 

Am.  And  in  the  days  of  joy  apd  triumph,  sir, 
(Which  come  as  seldom  to  them  as  new  gowns) 
Then,  humble  wretches  !  they  do  frisk  and  dance 
'In  narrow  parlours  to  a  single  fiddle, 
That  squeaks  forth  tunes  like  a  departing  pig. 
Lucy.  Whilst  the  mad  hinds  shake  from  their 
feet  more  dirt 


Than  did  the  cedar  roots,  that  danced  to  Orphens. 
Am.  Do  rfiey  not  pour  their  wine  too  from  ao 
ewer. 
Or  small  eilt  cruce,  like  orange-water  kept 
To  sprinkle  holiday  beards? 

Lucy.  And  when  a  stranger  comes,  send  screo 
miles  post 
By  moon-shine,  for  another  pint  ? 

E.  PaL  All  these  indeed  arc  heavy  truths; 
but  what 
Do  you,  the  exemplar  madams  of  the  towa  ? 
Play  away  your  youth,  as  our  hasty  gamesters 
Their  light  gold,  not  with  desire  to  lose  it, 
But  in  a  fond  mistake  that  itwill  fit 
No  other  use. 

Thzcack  And  then  reserve  your  age. 
As  superstitious  sinners  ill-got  wealth, 
Perhaps  for  the  church,  perhaps  for  hos|>ital& 
E.  PaL  If  rich,  you  come  to  court,  there  lesra 
to  be 
At  charge  to  teach  your  paraquctoes  French, 
And  then  allow  theni  their  interpreters, 
Lest  the  sage  fowl  should  lose  their  wisdom  on 
Such  pages  of  the  presence,  and  the  guard, 
As  iiave  not  past  the  seas. 

Thwack.  But  if  you're  poor. 
Like  wanton  monkeys  chamed  from  fniit, 
You  feed  upon  the  itch  of  your  own  tails. 
Lucy,   Rose  vinegar  to  wasli   that  roffians 

mouth! 
Am.  They  come  to  live  here  by  their  wits, 

let  them  use  them. 
Lucy.  Thev  have  so  few,  and  those  they  spend 
so  fast. 
They  will  leave  none  remaining  to  muntain  them. 
E.  PaL  You  shall  maintain  us ;  ft  communiiy, 
The  subtle. have  decreed  of  late:  you  shall 
Endow  us  with  your  bodies  and  your  goods; 
Yet  use  no  manacles,  called  dull  matrimony, 
To  oblige  ufTectiOn  against  wise  nature. 
Where  it  is  lost,  perhaps,  through  a  disparity 
Of  years,  or  justly  through  distaste  of  crimes. 
Am.  Most  excellent  resolves ! 
JB.  PaL  But  if  you'll  needs  marry, 
Expect  not  a  single  turf  for  a  jointure ; 
Not  so  much  land  as  will  allow  a  grasshopper 
A  sallad. 

Thwack.  I  would  no  more  doubt  to  enjoy 
You  two  in  all  variety  of  wishes, 
(Were*t  not  for  certain  covenants  that  I  lately 
Signed  to  in  my  drink)  than  I  would  fear  usury 
In  a  small  poet  or  a  cast  corporal. 
Am^  You  would  not  ? 
Thwack.  But  look  to  your  old  widows; 
There  my  title's  good;  see  they  be  rich  too, 
Lest  I  should  leave  their  twins  upon  the  pirisb, 
To  whom  the  deputy  o'  the  ward  will  deny 


^  Gleek^-A.  game  at  cards,  now  entirely  disus'd.    The  manner  6f  playing  at  it  may  be  seep  is  Tk^ 
CcfnpUte  Gomeftor,  &c.  Sd  edit.  1680.  cbap.^  p.  64. 


/INT.] 


THE  wrrs. 


295 


s  at  Easter,  loaves  at  funerals, 
ej  were  sons  of  an  old  country  wit 
'hy   all  for  widows,  sir;   can  nothing 
that 

ifTect  your  mouldy  appetite  ? 
i^  No  in  sooth ;  damsels  at  your  years 
are  wont 

X}  much  over  their  marmalade; 
't  fare  well,  hut  all  the  town  must  hear*t: 
e's  so  full  of  praises,  and  so  loud, 
la^  with  less  noise  lie  with  a  drum, 
hmk  you  so,  sir  ? 

fc.  Give  me  an  old  widow,  that  commits 
sin 

gravity  of  a  corrupt  iudge, 
sf  benefits  in  the  dark,  and  can 
:hem  from  the  light. 

[Ample  taket  Elder  Pallatine  apart. 
'ray,  sir,  allow  me  but  your  ear  aside» 
this  rude  Clim  i*  the  Clough  *^  presume, 
sires  more  than  his  strength  can  justify, 
lid  have  nobler  kinduess  than  to  think 
s  relish  of  an  appetite,  « 
be  worst  your  evil  chance  hath  found. 
I  All  are  alike  to  me ;  at  least,  Til  make 
,  with  thin  persuasions,  and  a  short 
of  time. 

rhen  I  have  cast  away 
: ;  my  eyes  have  look  d  themselves  into 
disease :  but  they  shall  bleed  for  it. 
a/.  Troth  lady  mine,  I  find  small  remedy. 
Vhy  came  you  hither,  sir  ?  She  that  shall 

M^h 
•  sjpirits  into  wind  for  you^^ 
•t  have  hope  the  kindnessVf  your  breath 
r  recover  her. 

What  do  r  hear  ?  Hymen  defend  ! 
«  good  comers  to  your  little  heart, 
>  already  broiling  on  love's  altar ! 
is  become  her,  Ginet  ?  speak. 
As  age,  and  half  a  smock  would  become 

me. 
ck.  Th'ast  caught  her,  Pallatine ;  insinuate 

rogue ! 
.  Love  him !  you  must  recant,  or  the  small 

god 
liall  quarrel,  when  we  meet  i'  tlie  clouds. 
ck.  'Slight,  see  how  she  stands !  speak  to 

her. 
aL  Peace,  knight !  it  is  apt  cunning  that 

we  go; 

}5  like  to  f<rater  poured  on  ice, 
es  the  flame  a  while  to  raise  it  higher. 
.  Engine,  shew  them  tlieir  way. 


Enier  Engine. 

Eng,  It  lies  here,  gentlemen. 
J5.  raL  There  needs  small  summons,  we  aiQ 
gone ;  but  do  you  bear. 
We  will  receive  no  letters,  we,  though  sent 
By  the  incorporeal  spy  your  dwarf,  or  Audry 
Of  the  chamber,  that  would  deliver  them 
With  as  much  caution,  as  they  were  attachments 
Upon  money  newly  paid. 

Thwack,  Nor  no  message. 
From  the  old  widow  your  mother,  (if  you 
Have  one)  no,  though  she  send  for  me  when  she 
Is  giving  up  her  testy  ghost;  and  lies 
Half  drowned  in  rheum,  those  floods  of  rheum  ui^ 

which 
Her  maids  do  daily  dive  to  seek  the  teeth 
She.coughed  out  last. 
[Exeunt  Engine,  Elder  Pallatine,  Thwack. 

Lucy.  'Las !  good  old  gentleman. 
We  shall  see  him  shortly  in  as  many  nightrcaps 
As  would  make  sick  Mahomet  a  turband 
For  the  winter. 

Am,  Are  they  gone.  Luce? 
Lucy,  Not  like  the  hours,  for  they'll  returm 
a^in 
Ere  long ;  O  you  carried  your  false  love  rarely ! 
Am,  How  impudent  these  country  fellows  are  ! 
Lucy,  He  tliinks  you're 'caught;  he  has  you  be- 
tween's  teeth, 
And  intends  you  for  the  very  next  bit 
He  means  to  swallow. 

Am,  Luce,  I  have  a  thousand  thoughts 
More  than  a  kerchief  can  keep  in :  quick  girl. 
Let  us  consult,  and  thou  shait  find  what  silly 

snipes 
These  witty  gentlemen  shall  prove,  and  in 
Their  own  confession  too,  or  I'll  cry  flounden 

else, 
And  walk  with  my  petticoat  tudted  up  like 
A  long  maid  of  Almainy.  ^  [Exeuni* 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Meageb,  Pert,  tb^ 
tvo  last  being  new  clothed, 

T,  Pal   Don   Meager,  and   Don  Pert,  yon 

neither  found 
These  embroidered  skins  in  your  mother's  womb: 
Surely  nature's  wardrobe  is  not  thus  laced? 
Pert,  We  flourish.  Pall,  by  the  charter  of  thy 
smiles, 
A  little  magnifyed  with  show,  and  thought 
Of  our  new  plot. 

Mea,  The  chamber's  bravely  hung ! 
Pert.  To  thy  own  wish,  a  bed  and  canopj 


^'  Clim  V  the  Gough.-^See  the  ballad  in  Dr  Percy^s  collecthm.    S» 
^  Almaintf.'^,  e.  Germany.        S. 
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Prepared  all  From  onr  numbered  pence ;  if  it 
Should  fail,  Meager  and  I  must  creep  into 
Our  quondam  rags ;  a  transmigration,  Pall, 
V^hich  our  divinity  can  ill  endure. 

J&fea.  If  I  have  more  left  to  maintain  a  large 
stomach, 
And  a  long  bladder,  than  one  comely  shilling, 
Together  with  a  single  ounce  of  hope, 
J  am  the  son  of  a  carman. 

Y,  PaL  Do  you  suspect  my  prophecies. 
That  am  your  mint,  your  grand  exchequer? 
Peri.  Pall,  no  suspicions,  Pall ;  but  we  that 
embark 
Our  whole  stock  in  one  vessel,  would  be  glad 
To  have  k\\  pirates  o*  shore,  and  the  winds 
|n  a  calm  humour. 

Mea,  How  fares  the  intelligence  ? 
Y.  PaL  I  left  them   at  the  Lady  Ample's 
house ; 
This  street  they  needs  must  pass,  if  they  reach 
home. 
Pert  O  I  would  fain  project  'gainst  the  old 
knight ; 
Can  we  not  share  him  too  ? 
•  Y.  Pal.  This  wheel  must  move 
Alone,  Sir  Morglay  Thwack's  too  rugged  yet, 
He'd  interrupt  the  course ;  a  little  more 
O'  the  file  will  smooth  him  fit  to  be  screwed  up. 
Pert,  Shrink  off,  Pall,  I  hear  them. 

JBn^er  Thwack,  Elder  Pallatise. 

£.  PaL  Thou  hast  not  theHkrt  of  patient  lei- 
sure, to 
Attend  the  aptitude  of  things;  wouldst  thou 
Kun  on  like  a  rude  bull,  on  every  obiect  that 
Doth  heat  the  blood  ?  this  cunning  abstinence 
Will  make  her  passions  grow  more  violent. 

Thwack.  But,  Pnllntine,  I  do  not  find  I  have 
The  cruelty,  or  grace,  to  let  a  lady 
Starve  for  a  warm  morsel. — 
[Pert  and  Meager  take  Elder  Pallatise  aside. 

Y.  Pal,  Now  my  fine  Pert ! 

Pert,  Sir,  we  have  business  for  your  ear ;  it 
may 
CoDoem  you  much,  dierefore  'tis  fit  it  be 
Particular. 

E.  PaL  From  whom  ? 

Mea.  A  young  lady,  sir. 
It  is  a  secret  will  exact  much  care 
And  wisdom  i*  the  delivery ;  you  should 
pismiss  that  gentleman. 

jE.  PaL  A  young  lady  !  good  ! 
All  the  best  stars  in  the  firmament  are  mine. 
Our  coach  attends  us,  knight,  i'  the  bottom  of 
The  hither  street,  you  must  go  home  alone. 

Thwack,  ni  sooner  kill  a  Serjeant,  choose  my 

In  the  city,  and  be  hanged  for  a  tavern  bush  ! 

E.  PaL  Wirt  ruin  all  our  destinies  hath  built? 

Thwack.  Come,  what  are  those  sly  silk-worms 
there,  that  creep 
80  close  into  their  wool,  as  they  would  spin 


For  none  but  their  dear  selves  ?  I  hear  them 
name  a  lady. 

E.  PaL  Yon  heard  them  say  tlien,  she  was 
young,  and  what 
Our  covenants  are,  remember. 

Thwack,  Young,  how  young  ? 
She  left  her  worm-seed,  and  her  coral  whistle 
But  a  month  since :  do  they  mean  so  ? 

E.  PaL  Morglay,  our  covenants  is  all  I  ask. 

Thwack.  May  be  she  hath  a  mind  to  me;  for 
there^ 
A  reverend  humour  in  the  blood,  which  thoa 
Ne'er  knew'st;  perhaps  she  would  have  bojs 

begot 
Should  be  delivered  with  long  beards ;  till  thoa 
Arrive  at  my    full  growth,    tbou'lt  yield  the 

world 
Nought  above  dwarf  or  page. 

E.  Pal,  Our  covenants  still,  I  cry ! 

Thwack.  Faitli,  Fll  stride  my  mule  to-mom)v, 
and  away 
To  the  homely  village  in  the  north. 

E.  PaL  Why  so  ? 

Thwack.  Alas,  these  silly  covenants,  you  know, 
I  sealed  to  in  my  drink ;  and  certain  fears 
Lurk  in  a  remote  comer  of  ray  head. 
That  say  the  game  will  all  be  your's. 

E.  PaL  But  what  success  canst  thou  expect 
since  we  have 
Not  yet  enjoyed  the  city  a  full  day  ? 

Thwack.  I  say,  let  me  have  woman;  be  she 
young 
Or  old,  grundam  or  babe,  I  must  have  woman. 

E.  PaL  CMiy  but  thy  patience  like  a  gentk- 
man. 
And  let  me  singly  manage  this  adventure. 
It  will  to  morrow  cancel  our  old  deeds, 
And  leave  thee  to  subscribe  to  what  thy  free 
Pleasure  shall  direct. 

Thwack.  We'll  equally  enjoy 
Virgin,  wife,  and  widow,  the  younger  kercbief 

with 
The  aged  hood. 

E.  PaL  What  I  have  said  if  I  had  leisure  now 
I'd  ratify  with  oaths  of  thy  own  chusing. 

Thwack.  Go,  propagate ;   fill  the  shops  with 
thy  notched 
Issue,  that  when  our  money's  spent,  we  may 
Be  trusted,  break,  and  cozen  in  onr  own  tnbe> 

E,  PaL  Leave  me  to  fortune. 

I'hwack,  Do  you  hear,  Pallatine  ? 
Perhaps  this  young  lady  has  a  mother, — 

E,  Pal.  No  more,  good  night.—  * 

[ExU  THWici. 
I  have  obeyed  you,  gentlemen ;  no  ears 
Are  near  us,  but  our  own,  what's  your  afiair? 

Mea.  We'll  lead  you  to  the  iad/s  mansion,  sir, 
Tis  hard  by. 

i).  Pa/.  Hard  by! 

Pert.  So  near,  that  if  your  lungs  be  good, 
You  may  spit  thither :  that  is  the  house. 

£•  PaL  These  appear  gentlemen, 
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I  rank.    I  will  ip. 

t  Elder  Pallatime,  Meager,  Pert. 
I,  see  !  the  hook  has  caught  him  by 
!  gills; 

tened  to  a  line  will  hold 
ough  your  wits  were  stronger  than 
ir  purse. 

Thwack's  gone  home  :  His  lodging  I 
1,  and  there  are  certain  gins  prepared, 
wary  feet- may  chance  to  be 
loggh-be  could  wear  his  eyes  upon  his 
is. 

w  the  game-close.    He  is  entered, 
i  amazed  at  the  strange  complexion 
^;  but  'twas  the  best  our  friendship 
isure  could  prpcure.  [Esit, 

r  Pallatfne,  Meager,  and  Pert, 
with  Lightt, 

Gentlemen,  if  yon  please,  lead  me  no 

rther; 

tie  faith  to  believe  this 

n  of  a  lady,  that  I  think 

he  decays  of  hell ;  a  sad 

for  the  fiend  to  sleep  in 

dck  with  drinking  sulphur. 

,  you  shall  see   this  upper  room  is 


rVith  cobwebs,  sir,  and  those  so  large 
e  y  may 

ensnare  dragons  instead  of  flies, 
I  melancholy  race  of  old 
liders,  that  came  in  with  the  Con- 
leror. 

is  chamber  will  refresh  your  eyes, 
fien  you 
to  enter  it. 

him  to  look  in  between  the  Hangings. 
A  bed  and  canopy  ! 
w  of  entertainment  there  indeed ; 
*&  may  have  place  to  celebrate 
I  wishes,  and  not  take  cold  :  But,  gen- 
emen, 

.  the  rest  of  this  blind  house  so  naked, 
and  deformed  ? 
ay,  sir,  sit  down : 

:  seen  aught  strange,  or  fit  for  wonder, 
ires  the  hasty  shifts  to  which 
isiresscd  lady  is  exposed 
)f  your  love.     She  hath  ^ood  fame, 
ty,  and  wealth,  and  would  be  loth 
I  these  by  makin>;  her  dull  family 
ises  of  her  desires  with  you: 
to  avoid  suspicion,  to  this  place 
!Ot  part  of  her  neglected  wardrobe. 


Mea,  And  will,  ere  timie  grows  older  by  an  hoor. 
Gild  all  this  homely  furniture  at  char^ 
Of  her  own  eyes ;  her  beams  can  do  it,  sir. 
£.  Pal.  My  manners  will  not  suffer  me  (» 
I  doubt. 

Pert.  We  hope  so  too.    Besides,  though  every 
one 
That  hath  a  heart  ofs  own  may  think  his  plea* 

sure; 
We  sliould  be  loath  your  thoughts  should  throw 

mistakes 
On  us,  that  are  the  humble  ministers 
Of  your  kind  stars :  for  sure  though  we  look  nol 
Like  men  that  make  plantation  on  some  isle 
That's  uninhabited,  yet  you  believe 
We  would  teach  sexes  mingle,  to  increase  men. 
Mea.  Squires  of  the  placket,  *7  we  know  yoa 

think  us. 
E.  Pal.  Excuse  my  courage,  gentlemen ;  good 
faith 
I  am  not  hold  enough  to  think  you  so. 

Pert.  Nor  will  you  yet  be  woo*d  to  8ucK  mis- 
take. 
E.  PaL  Not  all  the  art  nor  flattery  you  have. 
Can. render  you  to  my  belief  worse  than 
Myself.     Panders  and  bawds  !  good  geutlemeoi 
[  shall  be  an^ry  if  you  persuade  me  to 
So  vile  a  thought. 

Pert.  Sir,  you  have  canse. 
And  in  good  faith  if  you  should  think  as  such. 
We  would  make  bold  to  cut  that  slender  throat. 
JB.  PaL  How,  sir  ? 

Pert.  That  very  throat  through  which  the  lusty 
grape. 
And  savoury  morsel  in  the  gamester's  dish, 
Steal  down  so  leisurely  with  kinprly  gust. 

Atea.  Sir,  it  should  open  wide  as  the  widest 
oyster 
I'the  Venetian  lake. 

E.  Pal.  Gentlemen,  it  should. 
It  is  a  tliroat  I  can  so  little  hide 
In  such  a  cause,  that  I  would  whet  your  razor  for*t 
On  my  own  shoe. 

Pert.  Enough,  you  sliall  know  all : 
This  lady  hath  a  noble  mind,  but  'tis 
So  much  o'ennastered  by  her  blood,  we  fear 
Nothing  but  death,  or  you,  can  be  her  remedy. 
E.  Pal.  And  she  is  younfs } 
Mea.  O,  as  the  April  bud. 
E.  Pal.  '  Twere  pity,  faith,  she  should  be  cast 

away. 
Pert.  You  have  a  soft  and  blessed  heart ;  and  te- 
Prevent  so  sad  a  period  of  her  sweet  breath, 
Ourselves,  this  house,  the  habit  of  this  room, 
The  bed  within,  and  your  fair  persou,  wc 


I  of  the  placket,-^  J  sqtiire  of  the  ptacket  seems  to  be  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp,  A  placket  does 
a  pftttcoat  10  general,  bat  only  the  aperture  tberein.  See  Mr  Amiier's  note  on  ShakespearcV 
I  A.  3»  5.  *• 
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Have  all  assembled  in  a  tric^. 

E.  Pal.  Sure,  gentlemen, 
In  my  opinion  more  could  not  be  done. 
Were  she  inheritrex  of  all  the  east 

Pert.  But,  sir,  the  excellence  of  your  pure  fame 
Hath  given  us  boldness  to  make  suit,  that  if 
You  can  reclaim  her  appetite  with  chaste 
And  wholesome  homilies,  such  counsel  as 
Befits  your  known  morahty,  you  will 
Be  pleased  to  save  her  life,  and  not  undo  her  ho- 
nour. 

Mea.  We  hope  you  will  afford  her  med'cine  by 
Your  meek  and  holy  lectures,  rather  than 
From  any  manly  exercise ;  for  such. 
In  troth,  sir,  you  appear  to  our  weak  sight. 

E,  PaL  Brothers  and  friends,  a  stile  more  dis- 
tant now 
Cannot.be  given ;  though  you  were  in  compass 
Thick  as  the  Alps,^^  I  must  embrace  you  both  : 
YouVe  hit  the  very  centre,  unto  which 
The  toils  and  comforts  of  my  studies  tend. 

Pe^t.  Alas,  we  drew  our  arrow  but  by  aim. 

E,  PaL  Why,  gentl^en,  I  have  converted  more 
Than  ever  gold  or  Aretine  *'  misled ; 
IVc  disciples  of  all  degrees  in  nature, 
From  your  little  puuk  in  purple,  to  your 
Tall  canvas  girl ;  from  your  sattin  slipper. 
To  your  iron  patten  and  your  Norway  shoe. 

Pert,  And  can  you  mollify  the  mother,  sir^ 
In  a  strong-fit? 

E.  PaL  Sure,  gentlemen,  I  can. 
If  books  pennM  with  a  clean  and  wholesome  spirit 
Have  any  might  to  edify;  would  they 
Were  here ! 

Mea,  What,  sir? 

£.  PaL  A  small  library. 
Which  I  am  wont  to  make  companion  to 
My  idle  hours :  where  some,  Intake  it,  are 
A  little  consonant  unto  this  theme. 

Pert,  Have  they  not  names  ? 

JE.  PaL  A  pill  to  purge  phlebotomy ,'° — A  bal- 
samum 
For  the  spiritual  back,— A  lozenge  against  lust ; 
With  divers  others,  sik^,  which,  thoucrh  not  penu*d 
By  dull  platonic  Greeks,  or  Memphian  priests. 
Yet  have  the  blessed  mark  of  separation 
Of  authors  silenced,  for  wearing  short  hair. 

Pert.  But,  sir,  if  this  chaste  means  cannot  re- 
store 
Her  to  her  health  and  quiet  peace,  I  hope 
You  will  vouchsafe  your  lodging  in  yon  bed, 
And  take  a  little  pains. 

[Pointi  to  the  Bed  within. 


E,  Pal,  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  ww 
Not  bred  on  Scythian  rocks;  tygers  and  wolm 
I've  heard  of,  but  ne'er  siick'd  their  milk ;  and  sure 
Much  would  be  done  to  save  a  lady's  ioDgmg. 

Mea,  Tis  late,  sir;  pray  uncase.        ^ 

[They  heh  to  unclothe  km. 

Per^  Your  boot ;  beiieA  it  IS  my  exercise. 

E.  PaL  Well,  'tis  your  turn  to  labour  now,  lud 

mine  t       r 

Anon ;  for  your  dear  sakcs,  gentlemen,  1  prot€Sf- 
Pert,  My  friend  shall  wait  upon  you  to  your 
sheets 
Whilst  I  go  wid  conduct  the  lady  hidier; 
Whom,  ifyour  holy  doctrine  cannot  well 
Reclaim,  pray  hazard  not  her  life;  yoo  ha?c 
A  body,  sir. 

E,  PaL  O  think  me  not  cruel. 

[Exeunt  Meager,  U-Pal- 

Enter  Younger  VxiJLkTiiiz, 

Pert,  Pall !  come  in.  Pall. 

Y.PaL  Is  he  in  bed? 

Pert.  Not  yet, 
But  stripping  in  more  haste  than  an  old  snake 
That  hopes  for  a  new  skin. 

Y.  PaL  If  we  could  laugh 
In  our  coffin.  Pert,  this  would  be  a  jut 
Long  after  death :  he  is  so  eager  in 
His  witty  hopes,  that  he  suspects  nothing. 

Pert.  O  all  he  swallows,  Mr,  is  melting  con- 
serve, 
And  sof^  Indian  plumU    Meager,  what  news? 

Enter  Meager. 

Mea.  Laid,  gently  laid ;  he  is  all  virg^  sore, 
From  the  crown  of's  head,  to  his  very  navel. 
Y.  PaL  Where  are  his  breeches?  speak;  bis 
hatband  too; 
lis  of  grand  price,  the  stones  are  rosial,  and 
Of  the  white  rock. 

Mea.  I  hung  them  purposely 
Aside,  they  afe  all  within  my  reach  :  shall  I  in? 
Y,  PaL  Soft;  softly,  my  false  fiend;  remem- 
ber, rogue. 
You  tread  on  glasses,  eggs,  and  gouty  toes.— 
[Meager  takes  out  his  Hat  and  BreeeheSti^ 
pockets  and  hatband  rifled;  they  tkrtm 
them  in  again, 
Mea,  Hold,  Pall  i  the  exchequer  is  thine  own: 
we  will 
Divide  when  thou  art  gracious  and  well  pleased. 
y.  PaL  All  gold !  the  stalls  of  Lombard-street 
'  poured  into  a  purse  I 


**  7%e  Alps,— The  4to  reads  aspes, 

*'  Aretine. — An  Italian  poet,  whose  works  were  arcorapanied  by  lewd  prints,  of  which  he  wastk 
Inventor.     They  are  mentioDed  in  The  Muse's  Looking  Glmny  vol.  9.  p.  ^04. 
3°  A  PiU  to  purge^  &c. — In  the  folio  edition  these  lines  were  altered  in  this  manner  : 

**  A  pill  to  purge  the  pride  of  pagan  patches, 

A  lozenge  for  the  lust  of  loytring  love, 

And  balsams  for  the  bite^  of  Babers  beast : 

With  many,"  &c. 
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These,  dear  Pall,  are  thy  brother's  goodly 
oards. 

J,  Yes,  and  his  proud  flocks ;  but  you  see 
hat  they 

;  a  little  room  contains  them  all 
so,  so^  convey  them  in  again, 
he  is  my  elder  brotlier, 
lei's  maidenhead,  and  a  country  wit, 
not  be  exposed  to  bare  thighs  and  a 
«rn :  what  noise  is  that  ?«^ 
noeking  miikin,  Pert  hoks  at  the  Door. 
Death  (there's  old  Snore 
icable,  his  wife,  a  regiment  of  halberds, 
tress  Queasy  too,  the  landlady 
tw  this  house. 
Belihe  they  Ve  beard  our  friend, 


The  bawd,  fled  hence  last  m^;  and  now  they  eowe 
To  seize  on  moveables  for  rent 

Y,  Pal,  The  bed  within,  and  the  hangings  that 
we  hired 
To  furnish  our  design,  are  all  condemned ; 
My  brother  too,  they'll  use  him  with  as  thin 
Remorse,  as  an  old  gamester  would  an  alder- 
man's heir. 

Pert,  No  matter,  our  adventure's  paid ;  follow 
Pall,  and  I'll  lead  you  a  back  way,'  where  you 
Shall  climb  o'er  tiles,  like  cats  when  they  make  lore. 

Y,  PaL  Now  1  shall  laugh  at  those  that  heap 
up  wealth 
By  lazy  method,  and  slow  rules  of  thrift : 
I'm  grown  the  child  of  wit,  and  can  advance 
Myself,  by  being  votary  to  chance.         [Eteunt, 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 


roRE,  Mr$  Snore,  Queast,  and  Watch- 
men, 

nore.  Days  o^  my  breath,  I  have  not  seen 
elike! 

uld  you  have  my  husband  do?  'tis  past 
low,  and  the  beUman  has  gone  twice. 
Good  Master  Snore,  you  are  the  con- 
ible, 

do  it,  as  they  say,  be  it  right  or  wrong : 
years  rent  come  Childermas-eve  next 
You  see,  neighbour  Queasy,  the  doors 
e  open; 

» goods,  BO  bawd  leA;  Fd  see  the  bawd. 
tore.  Aye,  or  the  whores:  my  husband's 
e  kin^s  o^cer, 

takes  care,  I  warrant  you,  of  bawds 
'es ;  sliew  him  but  a  whore  at  this  time 
ood  man,  you  bring  a  bed  i'fiuth. 
[  pray,  Mistress  Snore,  let  him  search 
spansh, 

not  gone  far,  I  must  have  my  rent ; 
sre  are  whores  and  bawds  in  the  parish. 
)arem  Search  now !  it  is  too  late;  a  wo- 
rn had 

Barry  a  cowlestaff  as  a  constable, 
t  nothing  but  search  and  search,  follow 
!8  and  luiwds  all  day,  and  never  com- 
t 

It  night :  I  pr^ythee,  Iamb,  let  us  to  bed. 
It  must  be  laU ;  for  gossip  Nock,  the 
llman, 

hised  his  maids,  and  sung  diree  catches 
1^  ere  we  set  forth. 


Quea.  Good  Mistress  Snore,  forbear  your  hus- 
band but 
To-night,  and  let  the  search  go  on. 

Mrs  Snore,  I  will  not  forbear;  you  might  ha' 
let  your  hpuse 
To  honest  women,  not  to  bawds ;  &e  upon  you. 
Quea,  Fie  upon  me !  'tis  well  known  I'm  tlie 
mother 
Of  children  ;  scurvy  fleak  !  ^'  'tis  not  for  nought 
You  boil  eggs  in  your  gruel;  and  your  man,Sampson, 
Owea  my  son-in-law,  the  surgeon,  ten  groats 
For  turpentine ;  which  you  have  promised  to  pay 
Out  of  nis  Christmas-box. 
Mrt  Snore,  I  defy  thee. 
Remember  thy  first  calling ;  thou  set'st  up 
With  a  peck  of  damsons  and  a  new  sieve ; 
When  thou  brok'st  at  Dowgate  corner,  'cause  the 

boys 
Flung  down  thy  ware. 
Snore,  Keep  the  peace,  wife;  keep  the  peace. 
Mrs  Snore,  I  will  not  peace ;  she  took  my  sil- 
ver thimble 
To  pawn,  when  I  was  a  mud ;  I  paid  her 
A  penny  a  month  use. 

Quea,  A  maid  I  yes,  sure ; 
By  that  token,  goody  Tongue,  the  midwife, 
riad  a  dozen  napkins  o'  your  mother's  best 
Diaper,  to  keep  silence ;  when  she  said 
She  left  vott  at  Saint  Peter's  fair,  where  you 
Longed  tor  pig. 

Snore.  Neighbour  Queasy,  this  was  not 
In  my  time :  what  my  wife  hath  done  since  I 
Was  constable,  and  tne  kingfs  officer, 
I'll  answer ;  therefore^  I  say,  keep  the  peace : 
And  when  we^ve  searched  the  two  back  room 
I'll  to  bed. 


^  ScMTVfJUnk-^A  fleak  of  bacoa,  is  the  same  as  •  flitch  of  bacoa.    8# 
I.  3   P 
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Peaoeywife;  not  a  word. 


[Exeunt. 


Enter  Elder  Pali^ative  clothing  himself  in  haste. 

E.  PaL  Tis  time  to  get  on  wings  and  fly : 
Here's  a  noise  of  thunder,  wolves,  women,  drums, 
All  that's  confused,  and  frights  the  ear.    I  heard 
Them  cry  out  hawds  '  the  sweet  young  lady  is 
Surprised  sure,  by  the  nice  slave  her  husband, 
Or  some  old  frosty  matron  of  near  kin ; 
And  the  good  gentlemen  she  employed  to  me 
Are  tortured  and  called  bawds.    If  1  am  ta'en, 
ni  swear  I  purposed  her  conversion. 

Enter  Snore,  Mrs  Snore,  Queasy,  and  Watch- 
men. 


Snore.  Here's  a  room  hung,  and  a  fair  bed 
within ; 
I  take  it  there's  the  he-bawd  too. 
Qtiea,  59eize  on  the  lewd  thing; 
I  pray,  Master  Snore,  seize  on  the  goods  too. 
Mrs  Snore.  Who  would  not  be  a  bawd  ?  they 
have  proper  men 
To  their  husbands;  and  she  maintuns  him 
Like  any  parish  deputy. 
E.  PaL  What  are  you? 
Snore,  I  am  the  constable. 
E.  Pal.  Gotid ; — the  constable ! 
I  begin  to  stroke  my  long  ears,  and  €nd 
I  am  an  as^ :  such  a  dull  ass  as  deserves 
Thistles  for  provender,  and  saw-dust  too 
Instead  of  grams :  O  I  am  fiuely  gulled. 

Mrs  Snore.  Truly  as  proper  a  bawd  as  a  woman 
Would  desire  to  use. 

E.  Pal.  Master  constable, 
Though  these  your  squires  o*  the  blade  and  bill, 

seem  to 
Be  courteous  gentlemen,  and  well  taught,  yet 
I  would  know  why  they  embrace  me. 

Snore.  You  owe  my  neighbour,  Mistress  Quea- 
sy, four  year's  rent. 
Quea.  Yes,  and  for  three  bed-ticks,  and  a  brass 
pot, 
Which  your  wife  promised  me  to  pay  this  term ; 
Por  now,  she  said,  she  expects  her  country  custo- 
mers. . 
E.  PaL  My  wife !  have  I  been  led  to  the  altar 
too, 
By  some  doughty  deacon  ? — Ta'en  woman  by 
The  pretty  thumb,  and  given  her  a  ring. 
With  my  dear  self,  for  better  and  for  worse, 
And  all  in  a  forgotten  dream?— But  for  whom 
Do  you  take  me  ? 

Snore.  For  the  he-bawd. 
E.  PaL  Good  faith,  you  may  as  soon 
Take  me  for  a  whale,  which  is  something  rare, 
You  know,  o'  this  side  the  bridge. 

Mrs  Snore.  'Tis  indeed ; 
Yet  our  Paul  was  in  the  belly  of  one, 
In  my  Lord  Mayor^s  show ;  and,  husband,  you  re- 
member, 
He  beckoned  y<^u  out  o£  the  fish's  mouth, 
And  you  gave  him  a  pippin ;  for  the  poor  sou) 
Had  like  to  have  choked  for  very  tlurtt. 


E.  PaL  I  saw  it,  and  cried  out 
O'  the  city,  'cause  they  would  not  be  at  charge 
To  let  the  fish  swim  in  a  deeper  sea. 

Mrs  Snore.  Indeed !  why,  I  was  but  a  doy 
girl  then; 
I  pray  how  long  have  you  been  a  bawd  here  ? 

E.  PaL  Again !  how  the  devil 
Am  I  changed,  smce  my  own  glass  rendered  roe 
A  gentleman  ? — Well,  master  constable. 
Though  every  stall's  your  worship's  wooden  throne, 
Here  you  are  humble,  and  o'foot,  therefore 
I  will  put  on  my  hat ;  pray  reach  it  me — 

S  Misses  hu  diamond  Hatbtsd. 
!  a  row  of  diamonds 
Worth  a  thousand  marks !  nay,  it  is  time  then 
To  doubt,  and  tremble  too.  My  gold !  my  gold  !— 
And  precious  stones!  [xarcJies  his  Pockett, 

Mrs  Snore.  Do  you  suspect  my  husband  ? 
He  hath  no  need  o'  your  stones,  I  praise  Hct- 
ven ! 
E.  PaL  A  plague  upon  your  courteous  mid- 
night leaders ! 
Good  silly  saints,  they  are  dividing  now. 
And  ministering,  no  doubt,  unto  the  poor. 
This  will  decline  the  reputation  of 
My  wit,  till  I  be  Uiought  to  have  a  less  head 
Than  a  justice  o'  peace.    If  Morglay  hear\ 
He'll  think  me  dull  as  a  Dutch  mariner. 
No  med'cine  now  from  thought  ?  Good ;  'tis  de? 
9igped. 
Snore.  Come  along,  'tis  late. 
E.  PaL  Whither  must  I  go? 
Quea.  To  the  Compter,  |ir,  unless  my  rent  te 

paid. 
Snore.  And  for  being  a  bawd. 
JE).  PaL  Confined  in  wainscot  walls  too, 
Like  a  liquorish  rat,  for  nibbling 
Unlawfully  upon  forbidden  cheese ! 
This,  to  the  other  sauce,  is  aloes  and  myrrh.^ 
But,  roaster  constable,  do  you  behold  this  ring? 
It  is  worth  all  the  bells  in  your  church-steeple, 
Though  your  sexton  and  side-men  bung  there  too^ 
To  better  the  peal. 

Snore.  Well,  what's  your  request  ? 
E.  PaL  Marry,  that  you  will  let  me  go  to  fetd 
The  bawd,  the  very  bawd  that  owes  tliis  rent; 
WIhi  being  brought,  you  shall  restore  my  rio^ 
And  believe  me  to  be  an  arrant  gentleman ; 
Such  as  ill's  scutcheon  gives  boms,  houods^  sot 

hawks. 
Hunting  nags,  with  tall  eaters  in  blue  coatSi 
Sans  number. 

Quea.  Pray  let  him  go.  Master  Soore ; 
We'll  stay  and  keep  the  goods. 

Mrs  Snore.  Yes,  let  him,  husband; 
For  I  would  fain  see  a  very  he-bawd. 
Snore.  Come,  neighbours,  light  him  oat 

[Eienl. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Ahple,  P£RT,Luct, 
GiNET,  Engine,  with  Lights. 

Amp.  A  forest  full  of  palms,  thy  lover,  I/ioe^ 
Merits  in  garlands  for  bis  victory. 


'kHANT.] 


THE  WITS. 


299 


I 


ild  with  joj !  why  there  was  wit  enough 
s  desifi^  to  bring  a  ship  o'  fools,  ^^ 
ore  again,  and  make  them  all  good  pilots. 
PaL  Madam,  this  gentleman  deserves  to 

share 
or  kind  praise ;  he  was  a  merry  agent 
)  whole  plot,  and  would  exalt  himself 
or  ladyship's  service :  if  you  please, 
ly  humble  sake,  unto  your  lip  too. 

[Pert  salutes  her, 

.  Sir.  you  are  friend  to  Pallatine, 

at  entitles  you  unto  much  worth. 
'/.  The  title  will  be  bettered,  madam,  when 
become  a  servant  to  your  beauty. 
Ty.  Why  your  confederate  Pert,  is  courtly 

too; 
ill  out-tongue  a  favourite  of  France : 
idst  thou  leave  thy  brother  surfeiting 
«»d  hopes? 

PaL  He  believes  all  womankind 
ed,  and  ordained  for  the  mercy  of  his  tooth, 
p.  And  now  lies  stretched  in  his  smooth 

slippery  sheets } 
PaL  O,  hke  a  wanton  snake  on  camomile; 
ifled  to  so  sad  remains  of  wealth, 
if  his  resolution  still  disdain 
yment  from  his  lands,  and  he  resolve 
'e  here  hv  his  wits,  he  will,  ere  long, 
th  himself  to  mdi&h-women  for 

roots,  pledge  children  in  their  sucking* 

bottles, 
in  dark  winter  mornings,  rob  small  school- 
boys 
eir  honey  and  their  bread. 
rt.  Faith,  Meager  and  I  used  him  with  as 

much 
irse  as  our  occasions  could  allow : 
be  must  think  we  shreds  of  time 
our  occa»ons  too. 
PaL  What,  madam,  need  he  care  ? 
it  him  but  prove  kind  unto  his  bulls, 

them  their  heifers  when  their  crests  are 

high ; 
e  his  fair  ewes,  and  pimp  a  little  for 
ims,  they  straight  will  multiply ;  and  then 
lext  great  fair  prepares  him  fit  again 
ie  ci^*s  view,  and  our  surprise. 
jf.  Why  this,  young  gentleman,  hath  relish 

in't: 
'hen  you  understand  the  dark  and  deep 
iveroents  which  myself,  Eni^ne,  and  Luce, 
laid  for  this  great  witty  villager, 
bom  you  bow,  as  foremost  of  your  blood, 


You  will  degrade  yourselves  frotn  dll  prerogatives 

Above  our  sex,  and  all  those  pretty  marks 

Of  manhood  (your  trim  beards)  smge  off  with 

tapers, 
As  a  just  sacrifice  to  our  supremacy. 

Luct/.  If  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  your  phlegmatic 
guardian. 
Leave  but  this  mansion  onr*s  till  the  next  sun. 
We'll  make  your  haughty  brother  tremble  at 
The  name  of  woman,  and  blush  behind  a  fan. 
Like  a  yawning  bride  that  hath  foul  teeth. 

Eng.  Madam,  'tis  time  you  were  a-bed;  for 
sure,  besides 
The  earnest  invitation  which  1  left 
Writ  in  his  chamber,  these  afflictions  will 
Disturb  his  rest,  and  bring  him  early  hither 
To  recover  his  sick  hopes. 

Enter  Meager. 

Y.  PaL  Meager !  what  news?  Madam,  the  ho~ 
mage  of 
Your  lip  again :  a  man  o'  war,  belie v^t ; 
One  that  hath  fasted  in  the  fare  of 's  foe ; 
Seen  Spiuola  ^^    entrenched ;    sometimes   bath 

spread 
His  butter  at  the  state's  charge ;  sometimes  too 
Fed  on  a  sallad  that  hath  grown  upon 
The  enemy's  own  land :  but,  pardi>n  me, 
Without  or  oil,  oc  vinegar. 
Amp.  Sir,  men  in  choler  may  do  any  thing. 
Mea,  Your  ladyship  will  excuse  his  new  plenty ; 
It  hath  made  him  pleasant 

Y.  PaL  Meiger!   what  news?  how  do  our 

spies  prosper? 
Mea.  Sir,  rare  discoveries!  I've  traced  your 
brother; 
You  shall  hear  more  anon. 

Gin.  Your  ladyship  forgets  how  early  your 
Designs  will  waken  you. 

Eng,  Madam,  I'd  fain  be 
Bold  too,  to  hasten  you  unto  your  rest 

Amp,  'lis  late,  indeed ;  the  silence  of  the  nighty 
And  sleep  be  with  you,  gentlemen  ! 

\ Exeunt  Au?Lh^  Ginet,  Engine. 
F.  PaL  Madam,  good  mght :  but  our  heads 
never  were 
Ordained  to  so  much  trivial  leisure  as 
To  sleep ;  you  may  as  soon  entreat 
A  sexton  sleep  in's  belfry  when  the  plague  reigns ; 
An  aged  sinner  in  a  tempest ;  or 
A  jealous  statesman  when  his  prince  is  dying. 
Lucy,  Pray  dismiss  your  friends,  I  would  speak 
with  you. 


A  skip  o"  fooli — Allnding  to  the  title  of  an  allegorical  poem,  translated  from  the  High  Dutch  by 
tnder  Barclay,  priest  ai^  (Chaplain  in  the  college  of  >alnt  Mary  Otery,  in  the  county  of  Devon,  and 
bed  in  folio*  by  Richard  Finson,  15()8.  It  '*  profesifes,  says  Mr  Warton,  **  to  ridicule  the  vices 
tMordities  of  all  ranks  of  men.  J^he  language  \%  tolerably  pure :  but  it  has  oothing  of  the  invention 
leasantry  which  the  plan  seems  to  promise;  neither  of  which,  however^  Could  be  expected,  if  we 
ler  \\B  oHgioal.*' — Obnrvations  on  Spenser^  Vol,  II.  p.  106. 
Smi  Sjpinoto— See  note  21,  p.  241. 
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Y*  PaL  Men  o*  the  puissant  pike,  follow  the 
lights.  [Exeunt  Meager,  Pert. 

Xttry*  Pally  joo  are  as  good-^natufed  to  me. 
Pall, 
As  the  wife  of  a  silenced  minister 
Is  to  a  monarchy,  or  to  lewd  gallants, 
That  have  lost  a  nose. 

Y,  FitL  And  why  so,  dame  Luce? 

Lucy.  So  many  yellow  images  &t  once 
Assembled  in  youf  fist,  and  jewels  too 
Of  goodly  price,  all  this  free  booty  got 
In  lawful  war,  and  I  no  tribate.  Pall  ? 

Y.  Pal.  What  need  it,  Luce  ?  a  virgin  may  live 
cheap : 
Th'  are  maintained  with  as  small  charge  as  a  wren 
With  maggots,  in  a  cheesemonger^s  shop. 

Lucy.  Well,  Pall,  and  yet  you  kno«lr  all  my  ex- 
tremes; 
How  for  a  little  tafiata  to  line 
A  ma<}k,  I'm  fain  to  mollify  my  mercer 
With  a  soft  whisper,  and  a  timVous  blush ; 
To  sigh  unto  my  milliner  for  gloves. 
That  they  may  trust,  and  not  complain  unto  my 

aunt, 
Who  is  as  jealous  of  me  as  their  wives;  and  all 
Through  your  demeanor.  Pall ;  whose  kindness,  I 
Perceive,  will  raise  me  to  such  dignity, 
That  I  roust  teach  children  in  a  dark  cellar, 
Or  work  coifs  in  a  garret,  for  cracked  groats 
And  broken  meat. 

Y.  *PaL  Luce,  I  will  give  tbee.  Luce,  to  buy — 

lucy.  What,  Pall? 

Y.  PaL  An  ounce  of  ars'nick  to  mix  in  thy 
aunt's  caudles : 
This  aunt  I  must  see  cold  and  grinning,  Luce, 
Sealed  to  Iier  last  wink,  as  if  she  closed  her  eyes 
To  avoid  the  sight  of  feathers,  coaches,  and  sliort 
cloaks. 

Lucy.  How  many  angels  of  your  family 
Are  there  in  heaven  ?  but  few,  I  fear ;  and  how 
You'll  be  the  first,  that  shall  entitle  them 
To  such  high  calling,  is  to  me  a  doubt. 

Y.  PaL  Why  is  mere  never  a  pew  there,  Luce, 
but  for 
Your  coughing  aunt  and  you  ? 

Lucy.  Hadst  thou  eyes  like  flaming  beacons, 
crooked  horns, 
A  tail  three  yards  long,  and  thy  feet  cloven, 
Tho»  couldst  not  be  more  a  fiend  than  thou  art 

now ; 
But  to  advance  thy  sins  with  being  hard, 
And  costive  unto  me  ! 

F.  PaL  You  lye,  Luce !  you  lye ! 

[Flings  her  a  Purse. 
There's  gold ;  the  fairies  are  thy  mintmen,  girl; 
Of  this  thou  shalt  have  store  enough  to  make 
The  hungry  academics  mention  thee 
In  evening  lectures,  with  applause  and  prayer : 
A  foundress  thou  shalt  be. 

Lucy.  Of  hospitals. 
For  your  decayed  self.  Meager,  and  Pert, 
Those  wealthy  usurers^  your  poor  friends. 


F.  Pot  A  nonneryj  Lueei  where  «11  the  feoMll 
issae 
Of  our  decayed  nobili^  shall  live 
Thy  peniuoners:  it  will  preserve  them  finom 
Such  want,  as  makes  them  quarter  arms  with  the 

city. 
And  match  with  saucy  haberdashen^  lons^ 
Whose  fathers  lived  bailies  and  dark  lanea* 
Lucy.  Good  night,  Pall ;  jomr  gold  Fll  lay  np^ 
though  but 
To  encounter  the  next  snrgeon's  bill ;  yet  know, 
Our  wits  are  plowing  too,  and  in  a  ground 
That  yields  as  fair  a  grain  as  this. 

F.  PaL  Farewell^  and  let  me  hear  thy  adnt  is 
stuck 
With  more  bay  leaves  and  rosemary  than  a 
Westphalia  gammon*  [Etemfd, 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine,  and  Thwace,  drtsmg 

himself. 

E.PaL  Quick,  d'lspatch,  knight;  thoa  artai 

tedious  in 
Thy  dressing  as  a  court  bride ;  two  ships  might 
Be  rigged  lor  the  Streights  in  less  space  tfau 

thou 
Careeiiest  that  same  old  hulk :  Can  it  be  draaglit 
That  one  so  filled  with  hope  and  wise  designs 
Could  be  subdued  with  sleep?  what!  dull  uA 

drousy  ? 
Keep  earlier  hours  thaii  a  rooat  beu  in  winter? 
Thwack.  Pallatine,  the  design  grew  all  dresm, 

magic, 
Aod  alchymy  to  me ;  I  gave  it  lost. 
Clove  to  my  soft  pillow  like  a  warm  joste^ 
And  slept  there  with  less  noise  than  a  d«d 

lawyer 
In  a  monument 

£.  Pa^  This  is  th«  boose;  dispatch,  that  I  mj 

knock. 
Thwack.  'Slight,  stay;  thoa  think'st  Fve  the 

dexterity 
Of  a  spaniel,  that  with  a  yawn,  a  scratch 
On  his  left  ear,  and  stretching  his  hind  lets, 
Is  ready  for  all  day :  O  for  the  Biacayn  sKCve^ 
And  BuUoign  hose,  I  wore  when  I  was  sheriff 
In  eighty-eight ! 

E.  PaL  Faith  thou  art  comely,  knight; 
And  I  already  see  the  town  girls  melt. 
And  thaw  before  thee. 

Thwach  We  must  be  content : 
Thou  know'st  all  men  are  bound  to  wear  tktf 

limbs 
In  the  same  skin  that  nature  bestows  npoa  thfltr 
Be  it  rough  or  be  it  smooth ;  for  my  piiit, 
If  she  to  whom  jfou  lead  me  now,  like  not 
The  grain  of  mine,  I  will  not  flea  myself 
To  humour  the  touch  of  her  ladyship's  fiog^ 
E.  PaL  Well  I  had  thought  to  have  ciniiil 

it  with  youth ; 
But  when  I  came  to  greet  her  beauties  with 
The  eyes  of  love  and  wonder,  she  deepised  mt 
Rebttked  those  haughty  squiresi  hcf  deme^^ 
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Comreyed  me  thitlier  in  mistake,  and  cried| 
She  meant  the  more  aath«ntic  gentleman^ 
The  reverend  monsieur,  she. 

Thwack.  The  reverend  monsieur ! 
Why,  does  she  take  me  for  a  French  dean  ? 

ii.  Pal.  Her  cbnfessor,  at  least:  her  secrets 
are 
Thine  own ;  but  hf  what  charms  attained, 
Let  him  determine  that  has  read  Agrippa.  ^ 

Thwack.  Charms !  yes,  sir,  if  this  be  a  charm  — 
or  this  —  [LeapB  andfriiks. 

Or  here  again,  to  advance  the  actirity 
Of  a  poor  old  back. 

£.  PaL  No  ape,  Sir  Morglay, 
After  a  year's  obedience  to  the  whip, 
Is  better  qualified. 

Thwack,  limber,  and  sound,  sir ! 
Besides,  I  sing  Little  Musgrove ;  ^^  and  then 
For  the  Chievy  Chase,  nO  lark  comes  near  roe : 
If  she  be  ta'en  with  these,  why,  at  her  peril  be  it. 

E.  PaL  Come,  sir,  dispatch ;  I'll  knock,  for 
here's  the  house. 

Thwack.  Stay,  stay ;  this  lane,  sure,  has  no  great 
renown ; 
The  house  too,  if  the  moon  reveal't  aright, 
May  for  its  small  magnificence,  be  left. 
For  aught  we  know,  out  of  the  city  map. 

E,  PaL  Therein  consists  the  miracle;    and 
when 
The  doors  shall  ope,  and  thou  behold  how  lean 
And  ragged  every  room  appears,  till  thou 
Hast  reached  the  sphere  inhere  she  illustrious 

moves, 
Thy  wonder  will  be  more  perplexed ;  for  know, 
This  mansion  is  not  her's,  but  a  concealed 
Retirement,  which  her  wisdom  safely  chose 
To  hide  her  loose  love. 

Thwack.  Give  roe  a  baggage  that  has  brains ! — 
but,  Pallatine, 
Did  not  I  at  first  persuade  thee«  those  two 
Trim  gentlemen,  her  squires,  might  happily 
Mistake  the  person  unto  whom  the  message  was 
Disposed ;  and  that  myself  was  he  ? 

JE.  PaL  Thou  didst;  and  thou  hast  got,  knight 
by  this  hand, 
I  think,  the  Mogul's  niece ;  she  cannot  be 
Of  less  descent,  the  height  and  strangeness  of 
Her  port  denete  her  foreign^  and  of  great  blood. 

Thwack.  What  should  the  Mogul's  niece  do 
here? 

E.  PaL  Alas,  thy  ears  are  buried  in  a  wooK 
sack; 
Thou  hear^st  no  news:  'tis  all  the  voice  in  court. 
That  she  is  sent  hither  in  disguise,  to  learn 
To  play  on  the  guittar,  and  make  almond-butter. 
Bat  whither  this  ;;reat  lady  that  [  bring 
Thee  to,  be  she,  is  yet  not  qaite  confirmed. 


Thwack,  Thon  Calk'st  o'  the  high  and  itrattge 
comportment  that 
Thou  found'st  her  in. 

JS.  PaL  Right,  sir ;  she  sat  on  a  rich  Peniaa 
quilt, 
Threading  a  carckanet  of  pure  round  peari, 
Bimer  than  pigeons'  eggs. 
Thwack.  Those  I  wm  sell. 
E,  PaL  Her  muds  with  little  rods  of  rose* 

mary. 
And  stalks  of  lavender,  were  brushing  ermineif 
skins. 
Thwack.  Furs  for  the  winter;  Hi  line  mj 

breeches  with  them. 
E.  PaL  Her  young  smooth  pages  lay  round  at 
her  feet, 
Clothed  like  the  sophy's  sons,  and  all  at  dice; 
The  caster  six  wedges  a  cubit  long, 
Cries  one ;  another  comes,  a  tun  of  pistolets^ 
And  then  is  covered  with  an  argosie 
Laden  with  indigo  and  cochineal. 

J%wack.  This  must  be  the  great  Mogul's  niece. 
E.  PaL  As  for  her  grooms,  they  all  were  planted 
on 
Their  knees,  carousing  their  great  lady's  health 
In  perfumed  wines,  and  then  straight  qualified 
Their  wild  voluptuous  heats  with  cool  sherbety 
The  Turk's  own  julep. 

Thwack.  Knock,  Pallatine ; 
Quick,  rogue ;  I  canbot  hold :  little  thought  I 
The  Thwacks  of  the  north  should  inoculate 
With  the  Moguls  of  the  south ! 

[Pallatise  knoehm 

Enter  Snore* 

K  PaL  Speak  softly,  master  constable ;  Fve 
brought 
The  very  he-bawd. 

Snore.  Blessing  on  your  heart,  sir ! 
My  watch  are  alK>ve  at  Tree  Trip,  '*  for  a 
Black  pudding  and  a  pound  of  Sufiblk  cheese ; 
They'll  ha'  dune  straight:  pray   fetch  him  to 

me, 
I'll  call  them  down,  and  lead  him  to  a  by-room. 

Thwack.  Pallatine,  what's  he  ? 

E.  PaL  The  lady's  Stewart,  sir,- 
A  sage  philosopher,  and  a  grave  pander. 
One  that  hath  writ  bawdy  sonnets  in  Hebrew, 
And  those  so  well,  that  if  the  rabbins  were 
Alive,  'tis  thought  he  would  corrupt  their  wives. 
Follow  me,  knight. 

Thwack,  Pallatine, 
Half  the  large  treasure  that  I  get  is  tout's. 

E.  PaL  Good  faith,  my  friend,  when  you  are 
once  possessed 
Of  all,  'tis  as  your  conscience  will  vouchsafe. 
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«*«  Agrippa  ^Cwmeliut  Jgrippa^  who  wrote  concerning  wonderfol  secrets,  &c.        S. 
3S  Little  Mu$gro9ej^See  the  baUad  in  Dr  Percif^t  EcHqucs  ofJndent  Pottr^^  vol.  3.  p.  64. 
3<'  Trea  Trip.^A  vu'^ar  game. 
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Tkmack.  Do*8t  thou  saipect?  FU  sUy  here  till 
thou  fetch 
A  bible  and  a  cushion,  and  swear  kneeling. 

JE.  Pal  My  faith  shall  rather  coaen  me ;  walk  in 
With  this  philosopher — No  words,  for  he's 
A  Pythagorean,^^  and  professes  ulonoe. 

My  ring,  master  constable 

[Snore  gives  him  hit  lUngt  ^^^  ^^^ 
exit  with  Thwack. 
Here  yet  ro?  repntadon's  safe :  should  he 
Have  heard  ot  my  mischance^  and  not  accom- 
panied 
With  this  defeat  upon  uismalf,  his  mirth 
And  tyranny  had  been  iMve  human  sufferance. 


I 


Now  for  the  Lad^r  Ample;  she,  I  guess. 

Looks  on  me  with  strong  fervent  eyes:  ibe'f 

rich, 
And  could  I  work  her  into  profit,  'twould 
Procure  my  wit  immortal  memory ; 
But  to  be  gulled  !  and  by  such  trifles  too. 
Dull  humble  gentlemen,  that  ne*er  drunk  wioe 
Biit  on  some  coronation-day,  when  each 
Conduit  pisses  claret  at  the  town  charge. 
Well ;  though  'tis  worse  than  steel  or  marble  Is 

Digest,  yet  I  have  learned, One  stop  in  a 

Career,  taints  not  a  rider  with  disgrace ; 
But  opay  procure  him  breath  to  win  the  race. 

[Exit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Engine,  Meager, 
Pert;  Pallatine  richly  clothed 

Eng.  Your  brother's  in  the  house;  the  letter 
which 
I  sent  to  tempt  him  hither,  wrought  above 
The  reach  of  our  desires :  My  lady,  sir. 
He  does  believe  is  sick  to  death,  and  all 
In  laiiguishment  for  his  dear  love. 

Y.  PaL  Pert  and  Meager,  though  you  have  both 
good  faces, 
They  must  not  be  seen  here ;  there  is  below 
A  brother  of  mine,  whom,  I  take  it,  you 
Have  used  not  over  tenderly. 

Mea.  'Slight,  he  must  needs  remember  os. 

Pert,  We'll  sooner  stay  to  out-face  a  basilisk. 
Whither  sball  we  go  ? 

F.  PaL  To  Snore  the  constable ;  Morglay  is 
still 
A  prisoner  in  his  house ;  take  order  for's 
Belease,  as  I  projected ;  but  do  you  hear  ? 
He  must  not  free  him  till  1  come. 

Pert,  Pall,  will  the  dull  ruler  of  the  night.  Pall, 
Obey  thy  edict  ? 

F.  PaL  His  wife  will,  and  she's  his  constable ; 
Name  me  but  to  her,  and  she  does  homage. 

Mea,  Enough,  we  will  attend  thee  there. 

Eng,  This  wfw,  gentlemen. 

{Exeunt  Engine,  Pert,  Meager 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine. 

£.  PaL  What's  this^  an  apparition,  a  ghost  em- 
broidered ? 
Sore  he  has  got  the  devil  for  his  tailor. 
F.  PaL  Good  morrow,  brother,  morrow. 
E.  PaL  You  are  in  glory,  sir ;  I  like  this  flour- 
ishing. 
The  lily,  too,  looks  handsome  for  a  month  ; 


But  you,  I  hope,  will  last  out  the  whole  year. 
F.  PaL  What  flourisliing?  O  sir,  beUkejoi 
mean 
My  clothes ;  they  are  rags,  coarse  homely  rsg^ 

believ't ; 
Yet  they  will  serve  for  the  winter,  sir,  when  I 
Ride  post  in  Sussex  ways. 

£.  PaL  This  gaiety  denotes 
Some  solitary  treasure  in  the  pocket. 
And  so  you  may  become  a  lender  too ; 
You  know  I'm  far  frgm  home. 

F.  PaL  I'll  lend  nothing  but  good  counsel  sod 
wit. 

E,  PaL  Why  sure  you  have  no  factors,  sir,  io 

Delpb, 
Leghorn,  Aleppo,  or  the  Venetian  Isles, 
That  by  their  traffic  can  advance  you  thiu ; 
Nor  do  you  trade  in  the  city  by  retail 
In  our  small  wares;  all  that  you  get  by  Uw, 
Is  but  a  doleful  execution 
After  arrest ;  and  for  your  |)Ower  in  court, 
I  know,  your  stockings  being  on,  you  are 
Admitted  in  the  presence. 

F.  PaL  What  d.  es  this  infer,  br 

Men  of  design  are  chary  of  their  minutes | 
6e  quick  and  subtle. 

£.  PaL  The  luference  is. 
You  prosper  by  my  documents ;  and  what 
You  have  achieved,  must  be  by  your  good  wilSb 

F.  PaL  If  you  had  had  a  Sybil  to  your  nun^ 
You  could  not,  sir,  have  aimed  nearer  the  truth. 
I  saw  your  ears  and  bags  were  shut  to  all 
Intents  of  bounty,  therefore  was  enforced 
Into  this  way :  and  'twas  at  first  somewhat 
Against  my  conscience  too. 

E.  Pfl/.*If  notto  vex 

The  zealous  spirit  in  you,  I  would  know  why? 

F.  PaL  Good  faith ,  I've  searched  records,  ui 

cannot  find 
I  That  Magna  Cbarta  does  allow  a  subject 
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To  live  bjT  his  wits:  there  is  no  statute  for't. 
jE.  PaL  Your  xx>miiiOD  lawyer  was  no  anti- 
quary. 
Y'  FtU,  And  then,  credit  roe,  sir,  the  canons  of 
The  church  aathorise  no  Such  thing. 

jE.   FaL  You  have  met  with  a  dull  civilian 

too. 
Y'  Pal,  Yet,  brother,  these  impediments  can- 
not 
Choke  up  my  way ;  I  must  still  on. 

JS.  PaL  And  ybu  believe  the  stories  of  young 
heirs 
Enforced  to  sign  at  midnight,  to  appease 
The  swurd- man's  wrath,  may  be  out-done  by  you. 
Y.  PaL  I  were  unkind  else  to  my  own  good 

parts. 
£,  PaL  And  that  your  wit  has  power  to  tempt 
from  the 
Severe,  grave  bench,  the  aldermen  themselves, 
To  rifle  where  you  please,  for  scarfs,  feathers, 
And  for  race  nags. 

Y,  PaL  It  is  believed,  sir,  in  a  trice. 
J5.  PaL  And  that  your  wit  can  lead  our  reve- 
rend matrons, 
i^nd  testy  widows  of  fourscore,  to  seal 
(And  in  their  t»mocks)  for  frail  commodities 
To  elevate  your  punk. 

F.  PaL  All  this,  sir,  is  so  easy. 
My  faith  would  swailow't  though't  had  a  sore 
throat. 
E.  PaL  Give  me  thy  hand.    This  day  I'll  cut 
off  the  entail 
Of  all  my  lands,  and  disinherit  thee. 
Y.  PaL  Will  you,  sir?  1  thank  ye. 

E.  PaL  But  mark  me,  brother ;  for  there's  jus- 

tice in*t 
Admits  of  no  reproof:  what  should  you  do 
With  land,  that  have  a  portion  in  your  brain 
Above  all  legacies  or  heritage  ? 

Y.  PaL  I  conceive  you. 

JE.  PaL  O  to  live  here  in  the  fair  metropolis 
Of  our  great  isle,  a  free  inheritor 
Of  every  modest,  or  voluptuous  wish 
Thy  voung  desires  can  breathe ;  and  not  obliged 
To  the  plow-man's  toils,  or  lazy  reaper'-s  sweat ; 
To  make  the  world  thy  farm,  and  every  man 
Jiess  witty  than  thyself,  tenant  for  life; 
These  are  the  glories  that  proclaim  a  true 
Philosophy  and  soul,  in  him  that  climbs 
To  reach  them  with  neglect  of  fame  and  life. 

F.  PaL  He  carries  it  bravely :  As  he  had  felt 
l^^oihing  that  fits  his  own  remorse :  but  know. 
Sir  Eagle,  the  higher  that  you  fly,  the  less 
You  will  appear  to  us,  dim-sighted  fowl. 

That  flutter  here  below. — Brother,  farewell, 
They  say  the  lady  of  this  house  groans  for 
Your  love;  the  tame  sick  fool  '\s  rich,  let  not 


Your  pride  beguile  your  profit  TExiL 

E,  PaL  I  suspect  him.    Not  all  the  skill  t  have 
In  reason  or  in  nature,  can  pronounce 
Him  free  from  the  defeat  upon  my  gold 
And  jewels ;  'twas  like  a  brother :  but  for 
His  two  confederates,  though  I  should  meet 
Them  in  a  mist,  darker  than  night  or  southern 

fens 
Produce,  my  eyes  would  be  so  courteous,  sure^ 
To  let  me  know  them. 

Enter  Ample,  carried  in  as  tick  on  a  Couch; 
Lucy,  Engine,  Ginet. 

Eng.  Room  !  more  air !  if  heavenly  miiustert 
Have  leisure  to  consider  or  assist 
The  best  of  ladies,  let  them  shew  it  now ! 

Lucy,  How  do  you,  madcun  ?  Oh,  I  shall  lose 
The  chief  example  of  internal  love. 
Of  {eentle  grace  and  feature,  that  the  world 
Did  ever  shew,  to  dignify  our  sex. 

Eng,  Work  on ;  I  must  stand  sentinel  be- 
neath. [Exit: 

K  PaL  Is  her  disease  grown  up  to  such  extre- 
mity? 
Then  it  is  time  I  seem  to  suffer  too. 
Or  else  my  hopes  will  prove  sicker  than  she. 

Lucjf,  More  cruel   than  the  panther  on  hii 
prey, 
Why  speak  you  not?  no  comfort  from  your  lips? 
You,  sir,  that  are  the  cause  of  this  sad  hour. 

Gin,  He  stands  as  if  his  legs  had  taken  root; 
A  very  mandrake.  ^^ 

E.  Pal,  How  comes  it,  lady,  all  these  beautiet 
that 
But  yesterday  did  seem  to  teach 
The  spring  to  flourish  and  rejoice,  so  soon 
Are  withered  from  our  sight. 

Amp,  It  is  in  vain  to  inc^uire  the  reason  of 
That  grief,  whose  remedy  is  past :  bad  you 
But  felt  so  much  remorse,  or  softness  in 
Your  heart,  as  would  have  made  you  nobly  just 
And  pitiful,  the  mourners  of  this  day 
Had  wanted  then  their  dead  to  weep  upon. 

E,  PaL  Am  I  the  cause?  forbid  it,  gentle  Hea- 
ven! 
The  virgins  of  our  land,  when  this  is  told. 
Will  raise  the  monumental  building  where 
My  buried  flesh  shall  dwell,  and  throw  my  dost 
Before  the  sportive  winds,  till  I  am  blown 
About  in  parcels,  less  than  eye-sight  can 

Disoecn* 

Lucy,  She  Ibtens  to  you,  sir. 

E,  PaL  If  I  am  guilty  of  peglect^ 
Give  me  a  taste  of  duty,  name  bow  far 
I  shall  submit  to  love :  the  mind  hath  no 
Desease  above  recovery,  if  we 
Have  courage  to  remove  despair. 
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Amp.  O  sir,  the  pride  and  scorns  with  which 
you  first 
Did  entertain  my  passions  and  regard, 
HaTe  worn  my  easy  heart  away ;  my  breast 
Is  emptier  than  mine  eyes,  that  haTe  distilled 
Their  bails  to  funeral  dew.    It  is  too  late. 

Lucy.  Ginet,  my  fears  have  in  them  too  much 
prophecy ; 
I  told  thee  she  would  ne'er  recover. 

Gin.  For  my  poor  part,  I  wish  no  easier  bed 
At  night  than  the  cold  grave  where  she  must  lie. 

Amp.  Luce,  Luce !  intreat  the  gentleman  to  sit 

JLucy,  Sit  near  her,  sir ;  you  hear  her  voice 
grows  weak. 

Amp,  That  you  may  see  your  scorns  could  not 
persuade 
My  love  to  thoughts  of  danger  or  revenge, 
The  faint  remainder  of  my  breath  Til  waste 
In  legacies,  and,  sir,  to  you ;  you  shall 
Have  all  the  laws  will  sufier  me  to  give. 

JS.  PaL  Who,  I  ?  sweet  saint,  take  heed  of  your 
last  deeds ; 
Tour  bounty  carries  cunning  murder  in't; 
I  shall  be  killed  with  kindness,  and  depart 
Weeping,  like  a  fond  infant,  whom  the  nurse 
Would  sooth  too  early  tc^  his  bed^ 

Lucy.  Nay,  sir,  no  remcHv ;  you  must  have  all. 
Though  you  procured  her  death,  tlie  world  shall 

not 
Beport  she  died  beholden  to  you. 

Gin.  Go  to  her,  5i»  he'll  speak  with  you  again. 

Amp,  Sir,  if  mine  e^*s,  in  all  their  health  and 
glory. 
Had  not  toe  power  to  warm  you  into  love, 
Where  are  my  hopes,  now  they  are  dim,  and 

have 
Almost  forgot  the  benefit  of  light? 

E.  PaL  Not  love !  lady  !  Queen  of  my  heart ! 
what  oaths 
Or  execrations  can  persuade  your  faith 
Prom  such  a  cruel  jealousy? 

Anq).  I'd  have  som»  testimony,  sir ;  if  but 
To  assure  the  world,  my  love,  and  bounty  at 
My  death,  were  both  conferred  on  one  that  shewed 
So  much  requital,  as  declares  he  was 
Of  gentle  human  race. 

£.  Pa/.  What  shall  I  do? 
Prescribe  me  dangers  now,  horrid  as  those 
Which  midnight  fires  beget  in  cities  overgrown, 
Or  winter  storms  produce  at  sea ;  and  try 
How  far  mv  love  will  make  me  venture  to 
Augment  the  esteem  of  your^s. 

Amp.  That  trial  of  your  love  which  I  request, 
Implies  no  danger,  sir ;  'tis  not  in  me 
To  urge  any  thing,  but  what  your  own  desires 
Would  chuse. 

E.  PaL  Name  it:  like  eager  mastifis,  chuned 
From  the  encounter  of  their  game,  my  hot 
Fierce  appetite  dimimsheth  my  strength. 

Amp.  Tis  only  this ;  for  fear  some  other  should 
Enjoy  you  when  I  am  cold  in  my  last  sleep, 
I  would  intreat  you  to  sit  here,  grow  sick, 


Languish,  and  die  with  me. 

£.  PaL  How  I  die  with  you  f 

/  [Takes  Lucroad^ 

Twere  fit  you  hastened  her  to  write  down  all 
She  can  bestow,  and  in  some  form  of  law : 
I  fear  she's  mad ;  her  senses  are  so  lost, 
She'll  never  find  them  to  her  use  again. 

Lucy.  I  pra^  sir,  why  ? 

E.  PaL  Did  you  not  hear  what  a  fantastic 
suit 
She  makes,  that  I  would  sit  and  die  with  her? 

Lucy.  Does  this  request  seem  strange?  yoi 
will  do  little 
For  a  lady,  that  deny  to  brin^  her 
Onward  Her  last  journey ;  or  is't  your  thrift? 
Alas,  you  know,  souls  travel  without  chaiige. 

E.  PaL  Her  little  skull  is  tainted  too. 

Amp.  Is  he  not  wilting.  Luce  ? 

E.  PaL  My  best,  dear  lady,  I  am  willing  to 
Resign  myself  to  any  thing  but  death. 
Do  not  suspect  my  kindness  now  t  in  troth 
I've  business  upon  earth,  will  hold  me  here 
At  least  a  score  or  two  of  years ;  but,  wbea 
That's  done,  I  am  content  to  follow  you. 

Amp.  If  this  persuasion  cannot  reach  at  your 
Consent,  yea  let  me  witness  so  much  love 
In  you,  as  may  enforce  your  languish  and 
Decay,  for  my  departure  from  your  si^ht 

Lucy,  Can  you  do  less  than  languish  for  bcr 
death  ? 
Sit  down  here  and  begin ;  true  sorrow,  sir. 
If  you  have  any  in  your  breast,  will  quickly 
Bring  you  low  enough. 

E,  PaL  Alas,  good  ladies,  do  you  think  my  ba* 
guislunenc 
And  grief  is  to  begin  Upon  me  now  ? 
Heaven  knows  how  I  have  pined  and  grotoed, 

since  first 
Your  letter  pve  me  knowledge  of  the  cause. 

Lucy.  It  is  not  seen,  sir,  in  your  face. 

E  paL  Mv  face !  I  grant  vou,  I  bate  inwardlj; 
I'm  scorched  and  dried,  with  sighing,  to  a  maia- 

my  : 
My  heait  and  liver  are  not  big  enough 
To  choke  a. daw.    A  lamb  laid  on  the  altar  for 
A  sacrifice  hath  much  more  entrails  in'L 

Lucy.  Yet  still  your  sorrow  alters  not  your  hct. 

E.  PaL  Why  no,  I  say ;  no  man  that  ever  wsi 
Of  nature's  making,  hath  a  face  moulded 
With  less  help  for  hypocrisy  than  mine. 

Gin.  Great  pity,  sir. 

E.  PaL  Though  I  endured  the  diet  andd* 
flui. 
Lay  seven  days  buried  up  to  the  lips  bite  a 
Diseased  sad  Indian,  in  warm  sand,  whilst  his 
Afflicted  female  wipes  his  salt  foam  off 
With  her  own  hair,  feeds  him  with  bods  of  gat- 

cum 
For  his  sallad,  and  pulp  of  salsa  for 
His  bread :  I  say,  all  this  endured,  would  not 
Concern  my  face.    Nothing  can  decline  that 

Amp,  Yet  you  are  used,  sir,  to  bate  kwaidlf? 
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•  More  than  beirt  uolanded,  or  anjoiti- 
tured  wires. 

Enter  Engine. 

What  shall  we  do?  Sir  Tymnt  Thrift's 
oonie  home. 

Sir  Tyrant  Thidft ! 
If  y  lady's  soardiao,  sir* 
[e  meets  uie  expected  hoarj  just  to  my 
wish. 

^Vhaty  hath  he  brought  a  husband  for 
my  Uidy  ? 

here  is  a  certain  one-leg|;ed  eentlemau, 
tter  half  of  limbs  is  wood ;  tor  whom 
re  did  provide  no  hands  to  prevent 
mnd,  to  augment  his  gracefulness 
ced  as  a  witches  pin. 
!s  he  so  much  wood  f 
>  much,  that  if  my  lady  were  in  healthy 
ied  to  him,  as  her  guardian  did 
re  should  bare  an  eicellent  generation 
ives» 

Yhen  does  he  come  ? 
'o-nighr,  if  his  slow  litter  will  consent ; 
»nrey  him  tenderly,  lest  his 
es  should  grate  together.    Sir  Paliatine, 
I  could  escape  mr  master's  sight 

Is  he'  coming  hither  ? 
e's  at  the  door.   My  lady's  sickness  was 
'  told  him,  but  be  streight  projects 

her  a  will  of  his  own  making  t 
f  sir,  to  be  heir  of  all.    If  he 
ryou  here,  he  would  suspect  my  loyalty, 
t  you  for  some  cunning  instrument, 
IS  to  interrupt  his  covetous  hopes. 

Then  111  be  gone^ 
o,  sir ;  he  needs  must  meet  you  in 
age  down ;  besides,  it  is  not  fit 
ind  your  great  hopes,  mth  my  depen- 
Jency 

o  hare  Toa  absent  when  my  lady  dies ; 
u  must  bare  all.    Sir,  I  could  wish 
light  hide  yoo  here.— 
the  chest  within,  that's  big  enough 
on ;  it  were  dangerous  to  have 
guardian  to  find  tou,  sir. 

[fhey  draw  in  a  Chest. 
.  How  !  kid  up  Ukie  a  brush'd  gown, 
mder  lock 

by  this  good  light,  not  I. 
)  sir,  if  but  to  save  the  honour  of 
ress'  fame :  what  will  he  think  to  see 

and  so  streight  a  gentleman 
here  whb  a  lady  in  her  chamber  ? 
ime  that  makes  for  his  suspicion  too, 
( from  home  ? 

I  hate  inclosure,  I ; 
umoar  of  a  distress'd  rat 

is  retirement,  sir;  and  youll  come 
forth 

ir  Pallatine ! 

''our  lady  calls,  sir;  to  her,  and  be  kind. 

»L.  I. 


Amp.  Will  j6n  permit  the  Ust  of  all  my  hours 
Should  be  defiled  with  infamy,  proclaimed 
By  lewder  tongues  to  be  unchaste,  even  at 
My  death  ?  WWt  wUl  my  guardian  guess,  to  find 
You  here  ?  , 

E.  Pal.  No  more^  M  in  ;  but  think  on  t,  genUo 

lad;^; 
First  to  bate  inwardly,  and  thto  to  haire 
My  outward  person  shut  thus  and  enclosed 
From  daylight  and  your  company;  I  say, 
But  think,  if't  b«  not  worse  than  death. 

[He  enters  the  Chest. 
Amp.  Lock  him  up.  Luce,  safe  as  thy  maiden- 
head« 

Enter  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift, 

Thrift.  Engine,  where's  my  charge,  Engine,  my 

dearchai|;e? 
Eng.  Sick,  as  I  told  yon,  rir ;  and  lost  to  all 
The  hope  that  earthly  med* cine  can  procure ; 
Her  physidans  have  taken  their  last  fees. 
And  then  went  h^nce  shaking  their  empty  heads, 
As  they  had  left  less  brain  than  hope. 

Thrtji.  Alas,  poof  charge  I  come>  let  me  sea 

her,  Engine. 
Lucy.  At  distance,  wr,  I  pray;  for  I  hare 
heard 
Your  breath  is  somewhat  sour  with  orerfastiog^ 

sir. 
On  holiday  eves. 

Thrift.  Ha !  what  is  she,  Ert^ne? 
Eng.  A  pore  good  ioul,  one  that  yomr  ward 
desired, 
For  love  and  kindred's  sake,  to  hare  n^r  her  at 
Her  death ;  she'll  outwatch  a  long  rush  candle, 
And  reads  to  her  all  night  the  posy  of 
Spiritual  fiowen. 

Thrift.  Does  she  not  gape  for  legacies  ? 
Eftif.  He,  no ;  there's  a  cornelian  ring,  perhaps. 
She  aims  at,  cost  ten  groats ;  or  a  wrought  smock. 
My  lady  made  now  'gainst  her  wedding,  sir ; 
Trifles,  which  maids  desire  to  weep  upon 
With  funeral  tale^^  after  a  midnight  posset. 
Thrift.  Thou  said*st  below,  she  hatn  made  me 

her  heir. 
Eng.  Of  all,  ercn  to  her  slippers  and  her  pins. 
Amp.  Luce,  mcthought.  Luce,  I  heard  my  guar- 

dian's  voice. 
Eng.  It  seems  her  senses  are  grown  warm 
again; 
Your  presence  will  recover  her. 

Thrift.  Will  it  recover  her?  then  Fllbe  gone. 
Eng.  No,  sir ;  she'll  streight  grow  cold  again. 
On,  on ; 
She  looks  that  you  would  speak  to  her. 

Thrift.  Alas,  poor  chaige !  I  little  thought  to 
see 
This  doleful  dar ! 

Amp.  We  ail  are  mortal,  sir. 
Thrift.  I've  taken  care  and  labour  to  provide 
A  husband  for  thee ;  he's  in's  litter  now, 
Hastening  to  town ;  a  fine  young  gentleman. 
Only  a  Utile  rumpled  in  the  wom^ 

2  Q 
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With  falls  his  mother  took  after  his  making. 

Amp,  Death  is  my  husband  now ;  but  yet  I 
thank 
You  for  your  tender  pains,  and  wish  you  would 
Continue  it,  in  quiet  governing  my  legacies* 
When  I  am  past  the  power  to  see  it,  sir, 
You  shall  enj(iy  all. 

Thrifts  This  will  occasion  more  church  build- 

And  raising  of  new  hospitals ;  there  were 
Enow  before ;  but,  Charge,  youUl  have  it  so. 
Amp,  I'll  make,  sir,  one  request;  which  I  have 
hope 

You'll  grant,  in  thankfulness  to  all  my  bounty. 
Thr^,  O,  dear  Charge !  any  thing :  your  cou- 
sin here 
Shall  witness  the  consent  and  act. 

Amp*  Because  I  would  not  have  my  vanities 
Remain,  as  fond  examples,  to  persuade 
An  imitation  in  those  ladies  that 
Succeed  my  youthful  pride  i'  the  town :  my  plumes, 
fantastic  flowers,  and  chains ;  my  haughty  rich 
Embroideries,  my  gaudy  gowus,  and  wanton  jewels, 
I  have  locked  within  a  chest. 

Lucy.  There,  sir,  there  the  chest  stands. 
Amp.  And  I  desire  it  may  be  buried  with  me. 
Thrift,  Engiue,  take  care,  Engine,  to  sec  it  done. 
Amp.  Now,  sir,  I  beseech  you  leave  me:  for 
'twill 
But  make  my  death  more  sorrowful,  thus  to 
Continue  my  converse  with  one  I  so 
Much  love,  and  must  forsake  at  last. 

Thrift.  Alack,  alack !—  Bury  her  to-night,  En- 

•  gine, 
Eng,  Not,  sir,  unless  she  dies.   Her  ancestors 
Have  sojourned  Ioue  here  in  St  Barthol'mews, 
And  there's  a  vault  i'  the  parish  church,  kept  only 
For  her  family ;  she  must  be  buried  there. 
Thrift,  Aye,  Engine,  aye :  and,  let  me  see ;  the 
church, 
Thou  know'st,  joins  to  my  house;  a  good  preven- 
tion 
From  a  large  walk;  ^twill  save  the  charge  of 
torch-light. 
Eng.  What  funeral  guests  ?  the  neighbours,  sir, 
will  look 
To  be  invited. 

Thrift.  No  more  than  will  suffice 
To  carry  down  the  corpse;  and,  thou  know'st. 

Engine, 
She  is  no  great  weiglit. 

Eng.  And  what  to  entertain  them,  sir  ? 
Thrift,  A  little  rosemary,  which  thou  may'^t 
steal 
From  the  Temple  garden ;  and  as  many  comfits 
As  might  serve  to  christen  a  watchman^  bastard : 
*  Twill  be  enough. 

Eng.  This  will  not  do ;  your  citizen 
Is  a  most  fierce  devourer,  sir,  of  plumbs : 
Six  will  destroy  as  many  as  can  make 
A  bn liquet  for  an  army. 

Thrift,  ru  have  no  more,  £o^e^ 


I'll  hare  no  more :  nor,  d'  you  hear,  no  bomt 

wine ; 
I  do  not  like  this  drinking  healths  to  the  memory 
O'  the  dead ;  it  is  prophane. 

En^.  You  are  obeyed : 
But,  sir,  let  me  advise  you  now,  to  trust 
The  care  and  benefit  of  all  your  fate 
Presents  you  in  this  house,  to  my  discretion ; 
And  get  you  instantly  to  borse  again. 

Thrift.  Why,  Engine  ?  speak. 

Eng,  In  brief:  you  know,  that  all 
The  writings  which  concern  your  ward'4  estate 
Lie  at  her  lawyer's,  fifteen  miles  from  hence. 
Your  credit,  he  not  knowing,  sir,  she's  sick. 
Will  easily  teVnpt  them  to  your  own  possession: 
Which,  once  enjoyed,  you're  free  from  all  litigi- 
ous suits 
Ilis  envy  might  incense  her  kindred  to. 

Thrift,  Enough,  Engine ;  I  am  gone. 

Eng.  If  you  should  meet  the  crooked  lover  in 
His  litter,  sir,  (as  'tis  your  own  road) 
You  may  persuade  him  move  like  a  crab,  bad- 
ward; 
For  here's  no  mixture  but  with  worms. 

Thrift.  Tiswcll  thought  on.  Engine;  farewell, 
Engine : 
Be  faithful,  and  be  rich.       ^ 

Eng.  My  breedins^  and 
Good-manners,  sir,  teach  me  t' attend  yourbnuntT. 

Thrift.  But,  Engine,  I  could  wish  slie  would  be 
sure 
To  die  to-night. 

Eng.  Alas,  good  soul !  I'll  undertake 
She  shall  do  any  thing  to  please  you,  sir. 

[Exif  Thrih. 

Amp.  Engine,  thou  hast  wrought  above  the  power 
Of  accident  or  art. 

En^.  If  you  consider't  with  a  just 
And  lib'ral  brain  :  first,  to  prevent 
I'he  access  and  tedious  visits  of  the  fiend. 
His  love-sick  monster ;  and  then  rid  him  beooe 
Upon  a  journey,  to  preserve  this  house 
Empty,  and  free  to  celebrate  the  rest 
Of  our  designs. 

Lucy,  This,  Engine,  is  thy  holiday. — 
^  ^Lt'CY  knocks  at  the  Chat, 

What  boa !  Sir  Pallatine,  are  you  within  ? 

E.  FaL  Is  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift  gone  ?  open,  Isdj, 
open. 

Lucy.  The  casement,  »r,  I  will  a  little,  to 
Increase  your  witship's  allowance  of  air; 

[Opens  a  wicket  at  the  end  of  the  Chat 
But  th'  troth,  for  liberty  of  limbs,  you  may 
As  soon  expect  it  in  a  galley,  sir, 
Atter  six  murders  and  a  rape. 

JS.  PaL  How  !  lady  of  the  lawn? 

Lucy,  Sir  Launcelot, 
Yen  may  believ't,  if  your  discreet  faith  please. 
This  tenement  is  cheap ;  here  you  shall  diveil» 
iteep  home,  and  be  no  wanderer. 

E.  Pal.  The  pox  take  me  if  I  like  this;  vattr 
when 
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«Th*  advice  of  th*  ancients  is  but  asked,  they'll  saj 
I  ain  novr  worse  than  in  the  state  of  a  bawd. 

Eng.  D*  you  know  this  lady,  sir? 

E,  Pat.  "the  Lady  Ample  ! 
Her  ireiPs  off  too,  and  in  the  lusty  garb 
Of  health  and  merriment !  Now  shall  I  grow 
As  modest  as  a  snail,  that  in's  afflictiun 
Shrinks  up  himself  and"*s  horns  into  his  shell, 
Ashamed  still  to  be  seen. 

Amp.  Couldst  tlK>u  believe. 
Thou  bearded  babe,  thou  dull  ingenderer, 
Male  rather  in  the  back  than  iu  the  brain. 
That  I  could  sicken  for  thy  |r)ve  ?  for  the  cold 
Society  of  a  thin  northern  wit?     [E.  Pal.  iingi. 

E.  Pal.  Then  Trqjant^^  wait,  with  great  remone. 
The  Grtelcs  are  tocked  i'  the  wooden  horse. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine. 

Lucy.  Pali,  come  in,  Pall, 'tis  dtme;  the  spa- 
cious man 
Of  land  is  now  contented  with  his  own  length. 
Amp.  Your  brother's  come  to  see  you,  sir, 
E.  PaL  Brother !  mad  g;irls  these !  couldst  thou 
believ*t,  sirrah  ? 
I  am  cofBued  up  like  a  salmon  pie, 
New  sent  from  De'nshire  for  a  token.    Come, 
Break  up  the  chest. 

Y.  PaL  Stay,  brother ;  whose  chest  is  it  ? 
'    E.  PaL  TlKMi'lt  ask  more  questions  than  a  con- 
stable 
In's  sleep ;  jr'ythec  dispatch. 

Y.  PaL  Brother,  I  can 
But  mark  the  malice  and^the  envy  of 
Your  nature;  T  am  no  sooner  exalted 
To  rich  possessions  and  a  glorious  roein. 
But  straight  you  tempt  me  to  a  forfeiture 
Of  all ;  to  commit  felony,  break  open  chests. 

E.  PaL  O  for  Dame  ratieiice,  the  fool's  mis- 

tress! 

F.  PaL  Brother,  you  have  prayed  well ;  Hea- 

ven send  her  you : 
You  must  forsake  your  own  fair  fertile  soil, 
To  live  here  by  your  wits. 

Ziccy.  And  dream,  sir,  of 
Enjoying  goodly  ladies  six  yards  high, 
IVith  satin  trains  behind  them,  ten  yards  long. 

Amp,  Clothed  all  in  purple,  and  embroidered 
with 
Embossments  wrought  in  imagery,  the  works 
Of  the  ancient  poets  drawn  into  similitude, 
And  cunning  shape. 

Oin.  And  this  attained,  sir,  by  your  wits. 

Y.  Pal,  Nothing  could  please  your  haughty 
palate,  but 
fl^e  muscatelli,  and  Frontiniac  grape; 


Yout  Turin  and  your  Tuscan  veal ;  with  red 
L^ged  partridge  of  the  Genoa  hills. 

Eng.  With  your  broad  liver  o'  the  Venetian 
goose, 
Fatten^  by  a  Jew ;  and  your  aged  carp. 
Bred  i'  the  Geneva  lake. 
Amp,  Lucy,  Gin.  All  this  maintained,  sir,  by 

your  wits. 
Eng.  And  then  you  talked,  sir,  of  your  snails 
ta'en  from 
The  dewy  marble  quarries  of  Carrara, 
And  soused  in  Lucca  oil ;  with  cream  of  Switzer 

land. 
And  Genoa  paste. 

F.  Pa/.  Your  angelots  of  Brie  r^ 
Your  Marsolini,  and  Parmasan  of  Lodi ; 
Your  Malamucka  melons  and  Cicilian  dates; 
And  then  to  close  your  proud  voluptuous  ma«r. 
Marmalade^  made  by  the  cleanly  nuns  of  Lisbon. 
Amp.  Lucy.  Gin,  And  still  thus  feasted  by  your 

wits. 
E.PaL  Deafened- with  tyranny!  is  there  no 

end? 
Amp.  Yes,  sir,  an  end  of  you ;  you  shall  be  now 
Conveyed  into  a  close  dark  vault;  there  keep 
My  silent  grandsire  company,  and  all 
The  music  of  your  groans  engross  to  your  own 
ears. 

E,  PaL  How !  buried,  and  alive ! 

F.  PaL  Brother,  your  hand. 

Farewell ;  I'm  for  the  north :  the  fame  of  this 
Your  voluntary  dfeath,  will  there  be  thought 
Pure  courtesy  to  me ;  I  mean  to  take 
Possession,  sir,  and  patiently  converse 

With  all  those  hinds,  those  herds,  and  flocks, 
That  you  disdained  in  fulness  of  your  wit. 

Lucy,  Help,  Pall,  to  carry  him;  he  takes  it 

heavily. 
E,  PaL  IMl  not  endur-t  r-rfir^ !  murder !  fire ! 
treason ! 
Murder !  treason  !  (ire  I 

Amp,  Alas,  you  are  not  heard  } 
The  bouse  contains  none  but  ourselves. 

[Exeunt,  carrying  out  the  Chest. 

Enter  Thwack,  Pert,  Meager. 

Pert.  We  bring  you,  sir,  commends  from  Pal* 

latine. 
Thwack.  I  had  as  lieve  y'  had  brought  it  from 
the  devil. 
Together  with  his  horns  boiled  to  a  jelly, 
For  a  cordial  against  lust. 
Misa.  We  mean  the  Younger  Pallatine;  one, 
sir. 
That  loves  your  person,  and  lamentf  thi$  chancei 


^9  Then  Trojani,  Bfe, — Two  lines  of  an  ancient  ballad. 

^  Y^ur  mg'etaU  of  Brw— SkiniMr,  In  his  Etymologicon,  vac^  Angelot,  says,  tbi^  the  chfese  known  hy 
that  name  is  brought  from  Normandy ;  and  he  supposes  it  to  have  been  so  called  from  some  person  of  the 
of  Angelot  or  Aogelo,  who  first  made,  and  perhaps  impressed  it  with  his  own  name,  or  mark. 
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Which  his  falati  brother  htth  ex|>osed  yoo  to. 

Fert.  Andy  as  we  told  you,  ur,  by  bis  com- 
mandy 
We  have  compounded  with  the  constable, 
In  whose  dark  house  youW  qow  n  prisoner. 
But,  sir,  take't  on  my  faith,  you  must  disburse; 
For  gold  is  a  restorative,  as  well 
To  liberty  as  health.  ^' 

Thwack,  And  you  believe. 
It  seems,  that  your  small,  tiny  officer 
Will  take  his  unction  in  the  palm,  as  lovingly 
As  your  exalted  grandee,  that  awes  all 
With  hideous  voice  and  face  ? 

Pert.  Even  so  the  moderns  render  it. 

Thwack,  But,  gentlemen,  you  ask  a  hundred 
pounds; 
rris  aU  IVe  left. 

Fcrt,  Sir,  do  but  think  what  a 
Prodi^ous  blemish  it  will  be,  both  to 
Your  mgenuity  and  fame,  to  be  • 
Betrayed  by  one,  that  is  believed  no  wittier  than 
Yourself,  and  lie  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 

Thwack,  Sir,  name  it  not;  you  kill  me  through 
the  ear: 
rd  rather,  sir,  vou'd  take  my  mother  from 
Her  grave,  and  put  her  to  do  penance  in 
Her  winding-sheeL    There  is  the  sum^ 

Mea.  1*11  in,  sir,  and  discharge  yoc^. 

[Exit  MEAGER. 

Thwack.  Those  carnal  mulcts  and  tributes  are 
dcsiened 
Only  to  such  vain  people  as  have  land ; 
Are  you  and  your  friend  landed,  sir  I 
Pert,  Such  land  as  we  can  share,^  sir,  in  the  map. 
Thwack,  Lo  you  there  now!   These  Uve  by 
their  wits : 
Why  should  not  I  take  the  next  key  I  meet. 
Ana  open  this  great  head,  to  try  if  there 
Be  any  brains  left,  but  sour  curds  aqd  ploinb- 

broth ! 
Cozened  in  my  youth ;  cozened  in  my  i^e  I 
Sir,  do  you  judge,  if  I  have  cause  to  curse 
Tliis  false  inhuman  town.  When  I  was  yoMfi^ 
I  was  arrested  for  a  stale  commodity 
Of  nut-crackers,  long  gigs,  and  casting-tops : 
Now  I  am  old,  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 
Pert,  These  are  sad  taks. 
Thwack,  I  will  write  down  to  the  country,  to 
dehort** 
The  gentry  from  coming  hither,  letters 


Of  strange  dire  newt;  yoo  shall  dispene  then, 
sir. 
Pert,  Most  faithfully. 

Thwack,  That  there  are  lents  six  years  kwg, 
proclaimed  by  the  state : 
Tha(  oiir  French  and  Deal  wines  are  poisooed  «> 
With  biimstone,  by  the  Hollander,  that  they 
Will  only  serve  for  medicine,  to  recover 
Children  of  the  itch  :  and  there  is  not  left 
Sack  enough  to  mull  for  a  parson's  cold. 
Pert,  This  needs  must  terrify. 
Thwack.  That  our  theatres  are  raaed  down; 
and  where 
They  stqod,  hoarse  midnight  lectures  preached 

by  wives 
Of  comb-makers,  and  midwives  of  Tower-wharf. 
Pert,  ^will  take  impregnably. 
Tkwack,  And  that  a  new  pUuitatioB,  sir,  maik 
me, 
Is  made  i*  the  Covent  Garden,  from  the  sotlcfy 
O'  the  German  camps  and  the  suburbs  of  Paris; 
Where  such  a  salt  disease  reigns^  as  will  make 
Sassafras  dearer  than  unicorns'  bora. 

Pert,  This  cannot  chuse  but  fright  the  gentry 
hence, 
Apd  more  impoverish  the  town,  than  a 
Subversion  of  their  fair  of  Bartbolomew, 
Tlie  absence  of  the  terms  and  court. 

Thwack,  You  shall,  if  my  projectioDa  thrive,  in 
less, 
Sir,  than  a  year,  stable  your  horses  in 
The  New  Exchange,  and  graze  tbem  in  the  Old. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Meager,  Quea- 
sy, Snore,  Mrs  Snore. 

Pert,  Jog  off;  there's  Pall,  treating  for  yo« 

liberty. 
T,  PaL  The  canopy,  the  faaogiagSy  and  die 
bed. 
Are  worth  Bsore  than  your  remt;  come,  yooVe 

overpaid; 
Besides,  the  geiitleman^  betrayed ;  be  is  no  bawi 

Snore,  Truly,  a  very  dvil  gentleman; 
'Las,  he  hath  only  roared^  and  swQn;i,apd  carKd, 
Since  he  was  ta'en;  no  bawdry^  FU  assure  ve 
MrtSuore,  Gossip  Queasyp  what  a  good  ^er^ 

wpttld  ye  have? 
Quea,  I  am  content,  if  you  and  I  ware  frieiMk 
Y»PaL  Com^  comie,  agsee;  *tia  I  that  vm 
bked» 


^  PiitgoVLUartttonii»e^aBi$tll 

To  liberty  «  health — Aotbony  Wood  says,  that  Dr  William  Batler,  the  great  physician  of  Cambridtr, 
coming  to  visit  Francis  Tresbam,  *'  as  bis  fasbion  was,  gave  him  a  piece  of  very  pare  gold  to  pat  iii» 
moath  I  and  upon  takmg  oat  that  goWv  Bitller  said  he  was^  poi>Qped>"— k  Mkmm  Qxon,  3<0.  Polsble 
gold  appears  to  have  been  a  considerable  article  in  the  Materia  Medica.  In  Baker*s  Frodics  o/tkiwm 
and  old  Phisick,  1599,  p.  440,  &c.  it  is  esteemed  a  specific  in  a  vast  numl>er  of  diiorders.j 

**  Jhhort — i.  e,  advise  against,  to  dissuade.    S. 

^'  Good  'yer^Sce  holes  on  Kihg  hear,  bv  Sir  TfaooMs  Hanmcf  and  Dr  Fanner,  vol.  9.  p.  54T.  Hit. 
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er  in  yoar  wars. 

note.  Sweet  Master  PaUatine,  hear  ine 

Dt  speak ; 

lot  often  said.  Why,  neighbour  Queasy. 

m  J  bouse :  besides,  your  daughter  Mall, 

w,  last  pooipion-time,  dmA  with  ine 

irice, 

y  child's  best  yellow  stockings  were  mis- 

;w  pewter  porringer,  marked  with  P.  L. 

Aye,  for  Eliiabeth  Snore. 
'more.  The  pewterer  that  marked  it  was 
ly  uncle. 

Why,  did  roy  daughter  steal  your  goods  ? 
^nore.  You  hear  me  say  notluDg;  but 
lere  is 

a  this,  I  wairant  you,  learnt  at 
ebottse :  1*11  haye  no  oyen  o'  mine  own 
lortly. 

/.  Come,  no  more  words ;  there's  to  re- 
iHicile  you, 

:  wine  and  cake :  go,  get  you  all  in ; 
of  business  and  strange  mystery. 

[Ejteunt  Snoee,  Mrs  Shore,  Queasy. 
A  hundred,  Pall ;  'twas  all  his  store ;  it 
es 
f  braye  boy,  warm  and  secure  in  pouch. 

We'll  share't  anon. — What  need  you 
lush,  sir  Morglay, 
laid  newly  undone  in  a  dark 
there  are  disasters^  sure,  as  bad 
B,  recorded  in  the  city  annals. 
'Jc  Your  brother  is  a  gentleman  of  a 
*n  and  blessed  composition,  sir; 

blood  is  made  of  holy  water, 
:  than  almond-milk. 

L  My  silly  reprehensions  were  despised; 
1  be  his  disciple,  and  follow  him 
r  path,  unknown  to  his  own  feet ; 
walked  iu  it  since,  and  prospered,  as 
,  without  or  land  or  tenement. 
:k.  Tis  possible  to  liye  by  our  wits^  that  is 
»it  as  light ;  no  human  learning 
rise  me  from  that  faith. 
L  Sr  Knight,  what  will  you  giye,  worthy 
ay  braifi 

,  if,  afiter  a  concealment  of 
isent  shame,  I  can  adyise  how 
!Te  such  store  of  wealth  and  treasure  as 
;p  you  liere,  the  exemplar  glory  of 
n,  a  long  whole  year,  without  relief 


Or  diarge  from  your  own  rents  ?  This,  I  take  i^ 
Was  the  whole  pride,  at  which,  some  few  dayi 

since. 
Your  fancy  aimed. 

Tlutack.  This  was,  sir,  m  the  hours 
Of  haugbtoness  and  hope ;  but  now— ^ 

Y,  Pal  ril  do\  whilst  my  poor  brother,  too^ 
Low  and  declined,  shall  see  and  enyy  it. 

Thtpack,  Liye  in  full  port ;  obseryed  and  won- 
dered at; 
Wine  eyer  flowing  in  large  Saxon  rotnekins^^ 
About  my  board ;  with  your  sofl  sarsnet  smocb 
At  nMit ;  and  foreign  music  to  entrance  f 

i,FaL  All  this,  and  more  than  ttyinvendoft 
can 
Inyite  thee  to. 

Thwack.  I'll  make  thee  heir  of  my 
Estate ;  take  my  right  hand,  am!  your  two  firxendt 
For  witnesses. 

Y.  Pal.  Enough ;  hear  me  with  haste : 
The  lady  Ample's  dead. — Nay,  there  are  things 
Haye  chanced  since  your  conceahnent  far  more 

For  wonder,  sir,  than  this :  out  of  a  silly  piety, 

V  ayoid  a  thirst  of  sold  and  gaudy  pride 

V  the  world,  she  ham  buried  with  her  in  a  ches^ 
Her  jewels  and  hjpr  cloaths :  besides,  as  I'm 
Informed  by  Luce,  my  wise  ttKelligence, 

Five  thousand  pounds  in  golii;  a  legacy. 
Left  by  her  aunt,  more  tiran  her  goarmn  knew. 
Thxpock,  Well,  what  of  this? 
y.  PaL  Yourself  and  1,  joinec^  sir,  in  8  moil 
firm 
And  loyal  league,.may  roh  this  chest: 
Thwack*  Marry,  and  will. 
F.  PaL  Theu,  when  your  pronise  it  bat  ra^ 
fied. 
Take  all  the  treasure  for  your  own  etpenoe. 
Thwack,  Come,  let  us  go;  my  fingers  bom  tiH 
they 
Are  telling  it ;  the  night  will  grow  npon'is. 
Only  you  and  I,  III  not  trust  new  faces; 
Dismiss  these  gentlemen. 

F.  PaL  At  the  neit  street,  nr. 
Thwack,  This  is  at  least  a  gim  ^  of  fortune; 
if 
Not  a  fair  smile.  Fm  stili  fbr  my  old  probleni-r 
Since  the  living  rob  me,  Fli  rob  thednd. 

F.  PaL  On,  my  delidaus  Pert ;  now  is  the  time 
To  make  our  purses  swell,  and  spirits  climb. 
*'^  [Exeunt  — 


nekUii  ■  Perhaps  the  same  as  the  modem  rummer.    S. 

a,  i.  e.  ^rla.-— The  ward  is  always  so  yronoanced  in  ScoQand  and  the  nortbeni  pasts  of  Englaaf  • 
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ACT  V. 


ScekibL 


Enter  Yoxtngeii  Pailatin c,  Ample,  Luct,  En- 
gine, with  a  Torch, 

T,  Fal.  Engine,  draw  out  the  chest,  and  ope 
the  wicket ; 
Let  us  not  hinder  him  the  air,  since  'tis 
Become  his  food. 

JS.  FaL  Who's  there  ?  what  are  you  ?  speak. 
g    Amp,  A  brace  of  mourning  virgins,  sir,  that, 

had 
You  died  in  love,  and  in  your  wits,  would  now 
Have  brought  roses  and  lilies,  buds  of  the  brier, 
,And  summer  pinks,  to  strew  upon  your  hearse. 

E,  FaL  Then  you  resolve  me  dead  ! 

Xticy*  *Twere  good  that  you  would  so  resolve 
yourself. 

T.  f^QL  She  counsels  you  to  wise  and  severe 
thoughts ; 
Why,  you  are  no  more  mortified  than  men 
That  are  about  to  dance  the  morrice. 

JS.  FaL  Ladies,  and  brother  too,  (whom  I  be- 
gin 
To  worship  now)  for  tenderness  of  heart. 
Can  you  believe  I  am  so  leaden,  stupid. 
And  so  very  a  fish,  to  thiiik  ypu  dare 
Thus  murder  me  in  bravery  of  mirth  ? 
You  haye  ^one  far :  part  of  my  sufiTrance  I 
Confess  a  justice  to  me. 

Amp.  O,  do  you  so  ? 
Hath  your  heart  and  brain  met  upon  that  point. 
And  rendered  you  silly  to  your  own  thoughts? 

£.  FaL  Somewhat  mistaken  i*  the  projection  of 
My  journey  hither :  three  hours  in  a  chest, 
Amon^  the  dead,  will  profit  more  than  threes 
Years  in  a  study,  'mongst  fathers,  schoolmen. 
And  philosophers.    , 

Y,  PaL  A»4  youVe  persuaded  npw,  that  there 
IS,  relative 
To  the  maintainiug  pf  a  poor  younger  brother, 
Something  beside  his  wits  ? 

jE.  FaL  Tis  so  conceived. 
_    Amp,  And  that  we  ladies  of  the  town,  or  court, 
Have  not  such  waxen  hearts,  that  every  beam 
From  a  hot  lover's  eye  can  melt  them  through 
bur  breasts  ? 
,    JS.  Pa/.  Faith,  ^s  imagined  too. 

Lucy,  That,  though  the  unruly  appetites  of  some 
Perverted  few  of  our  frail  sex  have  made 
Them  yield  their  honours  to  unlawful  love; 
Yet  there  is  no  such  want  of  you  male  sinners, 
As  should  constrain  them  hire  you  to*t  with  gold  ? 

E,  FaL  You've  taught  me  a  new  music ;  I  am 

.all 
Consent  and  concordance. 

Eng,  And  that  the  nimble  packing  hand,  the 
swift 
Disordered  shuffle,  or  the  slur ;  or  his 
More  base  employment,  that  with  youth  and  an 
£temal  back,  engenders  for  his  bread ; 


J^o  all  belong  to  men,  that  may  be  said 
To  live,  sir,  by  their  sins,  not  by  their  wits? 

E.  FaL  Sir,  whom  I  love  not,  nor  desire  to  lore, 
I  am  of  your  mind  too. 

F.  FaL  Madam,  a  fair  conversion ;  'tis  now  fit 
I  sue  unto  you  for  his  liberty. 

Amp,  Alas,  he  hath  so  profited  in  this 
Retirement,  that  I  fear  he  will  not  willingly 
Come  out 

E.  FaL  O  lady,  doubt  it  not;  open  the  chest 

Amp.  A  little  patience,  sir. 

Enter  Ginet. 

Gin,  Madam,  we  are  undone ;  yourguardiaDb 
At  door,  knocking  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
All  his  dead  neighbours  in  the  chul-ch. 

Amp,  So  soon  returned !  it  is  not  midnight  yet 

Eng»  I  know  the  bait  that  tempu  him  back 
with  such 
Strange  haste ;  and  have,  according  to  your  wiD, 
Provided,  madam,  to  betray  his  hopes. 

Amp.  Excellent  Engine  f 

Eng.  This  key  conveys  you  through  the  chia- 
eel  to 
The  house  gallery  :  my  way  lies  here :  Fll  let 
Him  in,  and  try  how  our  design  will  relish. 

[Exit  £>'GiKC. 

Amp.  Come,  sir,  it  is  decreed  in  our  wise  couo- 

You  muf  t  be  laid  some  distance  from  this  place. 
E,  FaL  pray  sar'e  your  labour,  madam.  111 

come  forth. 
Amp.  No,  sir,  not  yet. 
E,  FaL  Brother^  a  cast  of  your  voice. 
r.  FaL  She  hath  the  key,  brother;  'tb  but  an 
hour'9 
Dark  contemplation  more. 
E.  FfiL  Madam,  hear  me  speak. 
Amp,  Nay,  no  beginning;  of  orations  now; 
This  is  a  time  of  great  dispatch  and  haste ; 
We  have  more  plots  than  a  general  in  a  sicse. 
[Eseuntf  carrying  out  the  CheU, 

Enter  Thrift,  Engine. 
Et^g.  None  of  the  writings,  sir !  and  yetpei- 

Yourself  with  so  much  speed  in  a  return? 

Thrift.  The  lawyer  was  from  home ;  bat,  Ei^ 
gine,I 
Had  hope  to  have  prevented  by  my  haste, 
Though  not  her  funeral,  yet  the  funeral  of 
The  chest ;  Ah,  dear  Engine,  tell  roe  b«t  why 
So  much  pure  innocent  treasure  slioald  be 
Thus  thrown  into  a  dark  forgetfulncss. 

Eng*  I  thought  I  had  encountered  his  intents. 

All,  sir,  that  law  allowed  her  bounty  to 
Bestow,  is  your's;  but  for  the  chest,  trust  me^ 
Tis  buried,  sir ;  the  key  is  here,  sir,  of  no  use. 
Thrift,  Hah,  Eogioe,  give  it  me. 
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Eng.  And,  sir,  to  vex  your  meditation  more, 
Thouf^n  not  with  manners,  yet  with  truth ;  know 

there 
Is  hidden  in  that  chest  a  plenteous  heap 
Of  gold,  together  with  a  rope  of  most 
Inestimable  pearl,  left  by  her  late 
Dead  aunt,  by  will,  and  kept  from  your  discovery. 
Thrift.  Is  this  true,  Engine  f 
Eng,  That  precise  chit.  Luce,  her  cousin  pu- 
ritan. 
Was  at  the  interring  oft ;  concealed  it  till 
The  funeral  forms  were  past ;  and  then,  forsooth, 
She  boasted  that  it  was  a  pious  means 
To  avoid  covetous  desires  i'  the  world. 

Thrift,  These  funeral  tales,  £ngine,  are  sad 
indeed; 
Able  to  melt  an  eye,  though  harder  than 
That  heart,  which  did  consent  to  so  much  cruelty 
Upon  the  harmless  treasure. 
Eng.  I  mourn  within,  sir,  too. 
Thrift.  Give  me  the  key  that  leads  me  from 
my  house 
Unto  the  chancel  door. 

Eng.  Tis  very  late,  sir;  whither  will  you  go? 
Thrift.  Never  too  late  to  pray ;  my  heart  is 

heavy. 
Eng.  Where  shall  I  wait  you,  sir? 
Thrift.  At  my  low  gallery  d«)or;  I  may  chance 

stay  long. 
Eng.  This  takes  me  more  than  all  the  kiud- 
ness  fortune 
Ever  shewed  me ;  a  decent  transmutation  ; 
I  am  no  more  your  steward,  but  your  sp 
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Exeunt. 

Enter    Younger  Pallatine,  Pert,  Meager, 
Snore,  and  Watchmen, 

Y>  Pal.  There,  there's  more  money  for  your 
watch;  mrthinks 
They've  not  drunk  wine  enough;  they  do  not 
chirp. 

Snore.  Your  wine  mates  them,  ^  they  under- 
stand it  not ; 


But  they  have  very  good  capacity  in  ale ; 
Ale,  sir,  will  heat'em  more  tlian  your  beef  brewis.*^ 
r.  PaL  Well,  let  them  have  ale,  then. 
Snore.  O  sir,  'twill  make  'em  sing  like  the  silk- 
knitters 
Of  Cock-lane. 

r.  PaL  Meager,  go  you  to  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift's 
house ; 
Luce  and  the  lady  are  alone,  they  will 
Have  cause  to  use  your  diligence ;  make  haste: 
Mea,  Your  dog  tied  to  a  bottle  shall  not  out- 
run me.  [Exitm 
T.  Pal.  Pert,  stay  you  here  with  master  con- 
stable ; 
And,  when  occasion  calls,  see  that  you  draw 
Your  lusty  bill-men  forth,  bravely  advanced 
Under  the  colours  of  queen  Ample,  and 
Myself,  her  general. 

Pert.  If  ale  can  fortify,  fear  not    Where's 

Sir  Morglay  ? 
F.  Pal,  Fm  now  to  meet  lum  i*  the  church- 
yard ;  the  old  blade 
Skulks  there  like  a  tame  filcher,  as  he  had 
Ne'er  stolen  'bove  eggs  from  market-women, 
Rohb'd  an  orchard,  or  «  cheese-loft. 

Snore.  We'll  wait  your  worship  in  this  comer. 
F.  PaL  No  stirring,  till  I  either  come  or  send. 
Snore.  Pray  sir,  let's  not  stay  long :  'tis  a  cold 
night; 
And  I  have  nothing  on  my  bed  at  home. 
But  a  thin  coverlid,  and  my  wife's  sey  petticoat : 
She*ll  ne'er  sleep,  poor  soul,  till  I  come  home 
To  keep  her  warm. 

Y.  PaL  You  shall  be  sent  for  straight: 
Be  merry,  my  dull  sons  o'  the  night,  and  chirp. 

[Exit, 
Snore.  Come,  neighbour  Runlet;  sighing  pays 
no  rent. 
Though  the  land-lady  be  in  love :  sing  out 

They  sing  a  catch  in  four  parts. 

With  lanthorn  on  stall ;  at  TreaTrip^  we  play» 
I    For  ale f^  cheese^  and  puddingy  till  it  be  day  : 


^  Motet  them. — To  mate,  somptimes  signifies  to  oppose  or  contend  with :  as  in  Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 
JVife,  vol.  iii.  p.  4W,  edition  i77«. 


(« 


And  sometimes  to  overcome. 


And  mated  my  commands 


he  stood  up  to  me^ 


As  in  Fryar  Bacon  and  Fryar  Bungay^  by  Green,  Sign.  B.  2. 

"  Borden,  what  are  you  mated  by  this  frolicke  fryer  ?** 

^7  Beefbremi9—\.  e.  the  liquor  in  which  meat  is  boiled,  with  bread  soaked  in  it.    So  Ceta  in  7%i 
Fropheteu^  **  What  an  ioundatioo  of  breeoia  shall  I  swim  in  !" 

♦»  Trea  Trfp— Or,  as  it  was  more  frequently  written,  tray-trip.  This  game  is  mentioned  very  fre- 
quently in  our  ancient  writers,  but  It  is  by  no  means  clear  what  the  nature  of  it  was.  Mr  Stceveos  con- 
siders it  as  a  game  at  carde ;  and  Mr  Tyrwbitt,  as  a  game  at  tablet.  In  opposition  to  both,  Mr  Hawkins 
was  of  opinion-,  that  it  was  the  same  play  which  is  now  called  Scotch  /i^p,  the  amusement  at  present  of 
the  lower  Class  of  young  people.  In  support  of  this  idea,  the  above  passage  was  quoted  bv  tliat  eentle- 
— e—  notes  00  Twelfth  Night,  A. «.  S.  5.  -t  j  * 
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And/or  our  breakfast  (after  bmg  utting) 
We  iteal  a  noeet  pig,  o*  ihe  constme*s  getiimg. 

Enter  Engine. 

Eng.  Sir,  draw  down  jour  tvatch  into  the 
church, 
iiiid  let'em  lie  hid  close  by  the  vestry  door. 
Pert.  Is  he  there  already  f 
Eng,  Fat  carriers,  sir>  make  not  more  haste  to 
bed. 
Nor  lean  philosophers  to  rise.    Vre  so 
Prejmred  things,  that  he'll  find  himself  mistaken. 
Pert,  Close  by  the  vestry-door  ? 
Eng.  Right,  sir. 
Ill  to  my  liuly,  and  expect  the  event  of  your  sur- 
prize. 
Pert.  Follow  master  constable,  one  and  one, 
All  in  a  file.  [Exeunt. 

EnterTuRiFTfWith  a  Candle. 

Thrift.  I  cannot  find  where  they  have  laid  her 
coffin; 
But  there's  the  chest :  1*11  draw  it  out,  that  I 
May  have  more  room  tu  search  and  rifle  it ;-— * 
The  weight  seems  easy  to  me,  though  my  strength 
Be  old.— How  long,  thou  bright  alT-powerful  mi- 
neral, 
lflight*st  thou  lie  hid,  ere  the  dull  dead,  that  arc 
Entorob'd  about  thee  here,  could  reach  the  sense 
To  turn  wise  thieves,  and  steal  thee  from  obli- 
vion ! — 

[Opens  it,  and  finds  a  halter. 
How  !  a  halter !  what  fiend  afironts  me  with 
This  emblem?  is  this  the  rope  of  orient  pearl? 

Enter  PerTi  Skore,  Watchmen^ 

Pert.  Now  I  hare  told  you,  master  constable. 
The  entire  plot ;  mark  but  how  like  that  chest 
Is  to  the  other,  where  the  Elder  PaUatioe 
Lies  a  perdu ;  ^  Engine  contrived  them  both. 

Thr^,  Ha!  what  are  these?  the  constaUe 
and  watch  ? 

Pert.  Seize  on  him  for  no  less  than  sacrilege. 

Thrift.  Why,  neighbours,  gentlemen  ! 

Pert,  Away  with  him. 

Snore.  We  shall  know  now,  who  stole  the 
wainscot  cover 
From  the  font,  and  the  vicar*s  surplice. 

Pert,  Alas,  grave  sir,  become  a  forfeiture 
To  the  king  for  sacrilege ! 


Thrift.  Hear  me  but  speak. 
Snore.  No,  not  in  a  cause  against  the  king. 
Pert.  Lead  to's  own  house ;  he  shall  be  pri- 
soner there. 
And  lock'd  up  safe  enough. 

Thrift,  Undone  for  ever !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack,  wnthn 
iron  crow  and  dark  lanthom. 

Thwack,  Why  this  was  such  a  firk  of  piety,  ^ 
I  ne*er  heard  of:  bury  her  gold  with  her ! 
Tis  strange  her  old  shoes  were  not  interrM  too^ 
For  fear  the  days  of  Edgar  should  return, 
When  they  coin*d  leather. 

Y.  Pal  Come,  sir,  lay  down  your  instrumcoL 

Thwack.  Why  so? 

Y.  PaL  I'm  so  taken  with  thy  free^  jolly  u- 
ture, 
I  cannot  for  mv  heart  proceed  to  more 
Defeat  upon  thy  liberty :  all  that 
I  told  thee  were  rank  lies. 

Thwack.  How  !  no  treasure  trover? '' 

Y.  Pal.  Not  so  much  as  will  pay  for  that  smsll 
candle-light 
We  waste  to  find  it  out. 

Thwack.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

[Flings  down  the  erom  cfirta, 

Y.  PaL  You  shall  have  cause,  when  you  bear 
more.    To  this 
Dark  region,  sir,  solemn*  and  silent,  as 
Your  thoughts  must  be  ere  they  are  mortified^ 
Have  I  now  brought  you,  to  perceive  what  an 
Immense  lar^e  ass  (under  your  favour,  knight) 
You  are,  to  be  seduced  to  such  vain  stratag^ia^ 
By  that  more  profound  fop,  your  friend  my  bro* 
ther. 

nwack.  How  liad  I  been  served,  if  I  lii4 
brought  my  scales 
Hither  to  weigh  this  gold  !  Bot'on ;  your  brother, 
Whose  name  (let  me  tell  you  first)  sounds  fsr 

worse 
To  me  than  does  a  serjeant  to  a  young 
Indebted  lover,  tliat's  arrested  in  his  coach. 
And  with  his  mistress  by  him 

Y.  Pal.  You  are  believed ;  but  will  yoa  nam 
confirm 
Me  to  your  grace  and  love,  if  I  shall  make^ 
Appear,  that,  in  a  kiod  revenue  of  what 
You  suffer'd,  sir,  Tve  made  this  false  and  greit 
Seducer  of  maukiud,  to  sufler  more. 


♦'  Lies  a  perdu. — I.  c.  Lift  concealed. 

^^  Firk  of  piety. ^i.  e.  stroke  of  piety,  or  freak  of  piety.  Pistol  tells  the  French  soldier,  that  he  wiO 
firk  him.         8. 

5'  Treasure  trover, — or  more  properly  treanire  trove, "  derived,"  as  the  excellmt  commentator  on  tfce 
)aw8  of  England  observes, "  from  the  French  word  froMr,  to  find,  and  called  in  Latin  Thtsaurut  iuv»tKt; 
which  is,  where  any  money  or  coin,  gold,  silver,  plate,  or  bvllimi,  is  foood  hidden  in  the  earth,  or  other 

{private  plare,  the  owner  thereof  being  unknown ;  in  which  case  the  treasare  belongs  to  the  king:  bit 
f  he  that  hid  it  be  known,  or  afterwards  found  out,  the  owner  and  not  the  king  is  entitled  to  it.**    iSM> 
stone's  Commentaries,  vol.  I.  p«  >f95. 
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SIS 


Tkmaeh  The  Legendy  Talmud,  nor  the  Ala^ 


ran. 


5* 


Hare 


not  such  doubtful  tales 
mak't 


as  these;   but 


Appear;  I  would  have  evidence. 

Fl  PaL  Then,  take't  on  my  religion,  sir,  he  was 
Laid  Qp  ill  dunuice  for  a  bawd,  before 
He  betrayed  vou  to  the  same  preferment 

Thwack.  Shall  this  be  justified  when  my  dis- 
grace 
Comes  to  be  known  ?  wilt  thou  then  witness  it  ? 
Y.  PaL  With  a  deep  oath.    And,  sir,  to  tempt 
more  of 
Your  favours  on  poor  me,  that  ever  mourn*d 
For  all  your  sufierings ;  know,  you  shall  now 
See  him  inclosed. in  a  blind  chest;  where  he 
Lies  bath'd,  sir,  in  a  greater  sweat  than  ere 
Cornelius  ^'  took  in  his  own  tub. 
Umack.  Here  amongst  sepulchres  and  melan- 
choly bones  ? 
Let  me  but  see't,  and  I  will  die  for  joy. 
To  make  thee  instantly  my  heir. 
F.  PaL  You  shall ;  and  yet,  ere  the  sun  rise, 
find  him 
Snthrall'd  too  in  a  new  distress. 

Thwack.  Do'st  want  money  ?  bring  me  to  parch- 
ment and 
A  scrivener,  I'll  seal  out  two  pound  of  wax. 

i  Younger  Pallatjne  Knocks  at  the  Chest, 
aL  You  sic,  my  nearest  ally,  are  you  a- 
sleep  ? 
E.  PaL  O  brother,  art  4hou  come  ?  quick  let 

me  forth. 
Y.  PaL  Here  is  a  certain  friend  of  your*s, 
presents 
His  loving  visit,  sir.  [Opens  the  Wicket, 

E.  PaL  Sir  Morglay  Thwack  ! 
I  had  rather  have  seen  my  sister  naked. 

Thwack.  What,  like  a  bashful  badger,  do  you 
draw 
Your  head  into  your  hole  a^ain  ?  come,  sir, 
Out  with  that  sage  noddle,  that  has  contrived 
So  cunningly  for  me,  and  your  dear  self. 

E,  Pat.   Here,  take  my  eyelids,  knight,  and 
sow  them  up ; 
I  dare  not  see  thy  face. 

Thwack.  But  what  think  you 
Of  a  new  journey  from  the  north,  to  live 
Here  by  your  wits ;  or  midnight  visits,  sir. 


To  the  Mogul's  niece  ? 

E.  PaL  I  have  ofiended,  knight. 
Whip  me  with  wire,  headed  with  rowels  of 
Sharp  Rippon  spurs'^:  Til  endure  any  thmg 
Rather  than  thee. 

Thwack.  We  have,  I  thank  your  bounteous 
brain. 
Been  entertained  with  various  concerts,  sir, 
Of  whispering  lutes,  to  soothe  us  into  slun^bers; 
Spirits  of  clare  to  bathe  our  temples  in ; 
And  then  the  wholesome  womb  of  woman  too^ 
That  never  teem*d  :  all  this  for  nothing,  sir. 

Y.  PaL  Come,  I'll  let  him  forth. 

Thwack.  Rogue ;  if  thou  lov'st  me — 
Nay,  let  him  ite  confined  thus,  one  short  month ; 
rU  send  him  down  to  country  fairs  for  a 
New  motion ''  made  by  a  German  engineer. 

Y.  Pal.  'Las,  he  is  my  brother. 

Thwack,  Or  for  a  solitary  ape, 
Led  captive  thus  by  the  Hollander,  because 
He  came  aloft  for  Spain,  and  would  not  for  th# 
States. 

Y,  PaL  Sir  Motglay,  leave  your  lanthorn  here, 
and  stay 
My  coming  at  yon  door ;  I'll  let  him  out : 
But  for  the  new  distress  I  promised  on 
His  person,  take  it  on  my  manhood,  sir. 
He  feels  it  strait. 

Thwack.  Finely  ensnared  again,  and  instantly? 

Y.  PaL  Have  a  good  faith,  and  go. 

[Exit  Thwack. 

E,  PaL  Dear  brother,  wilt  thou  give  me  liber- 

Y,  PaL  Upon  condition,  sir,  you  kiss  these 
hilts; 
Swear  not  to  follow  me,but  here  remain 
Until  the  Lady  Ample  shall  consent 
To  the  freedom  I  bestow.        [He  kisses  the  hilts, 
E.  PaL  'Tis  done ;  a  vow  inviolate. 

[He  opens  the  Chest,  and  lets  him  out» 
Y.  PaL  Now  —  silence,  brother ;  not  one  curse, 
nor  thanks. 

[Exit  Younger  Pallatine. 
E.  PaL  Fate  and  a  good  star  speed  me ;  though 
I  have 
Lon^  since  amazed  myself  e*en  to  a  marble. 
Yet  I  have  courage  left  to  ask,  what  this 
Might  mean  ?  was  ever  two-legged  man  thus  used  ? 


'*  The  Legend,  Talmud,  nor  the  Alcoran. — The  Legend  is  the  well-known  golden  Iiegend  :  The  Talmud 
is  a  book  of  the  Jewish  law,  devised  by  their  rabbins,  and  of  great  authority  among  them. 

'3  Cornelius — The  inventor  of  the  sweating*tub  used  in  the  cure  of  the  Lues  Venerea.  See  note  oo 
TimoH  of  Athens,  vol.  8.  p.  409,  edition  1778.        S. 

^*  Sharp  Rippon  spurs. —  Rippon  is  a  town  in  the  county  of  York,  still  celebrated  for  the  excellence 
of  the  spurs  made  there.    Rippon  spurs  are  also  mentioned  in  Ben  Jooson*8  StapU  of  News,  A*  1.  S.  S« 

Your  box  ?  why  there's  an  angell ;  if  my  spun 
Be  not  right  Rippon." 

''  Jfew  motion — i.  e,  puppet-show. 

^  VOL.  I.  2  tt 
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[Davenant. 


Enter  Pert,  Skore,  and  Watchmen, 
Pert,  Pall  and  his  friend  are  gone,  I  must  not 

His  sight ;  but  after  you  have  seized  upon  him, 
Lead  him  a  prisoner  to  the  lady  too.    [Exit  Pert. 
Snore,  Warrant  ye,  though  he  were  Gog  or  Hil- 

debrand.  '*  [^^^  '^^  ^^^  ^^  ^"'»* 

E,  PnL  How  now !  what  mean  you,  sirs  ? 

Snore,  Yield  to  the  constable. 

E,  Pa/. 'Tis  yielded,  sir,  that  you  are  constable; 
But  where  have  I  offended  ? 

Snore,  Here,  sir ;  you  have  committed  sacrilege, 
A  nd  robb*d  an  alderman's  tomb,  of  himself 
And  his  two  sons,  kneeling  in  brass. 

E,  Pal.  How  !  flea  monuments  of  their  brazen 
skins ! 

Snore,  Look ;  a  dark  lanthorn,  and  an  iron  crow; 
Fine  evidence  for  a  jury ! 

E,  Pal.  I  like  this  plot ;  the  Lady  Ample  and 
My  brother  have  most  rare  triumphant  wits ; 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  am  most  eagerly 

In  love  with  both ;  I  find  I  have  deserved  all. 
And  am  resolved  to  hug  them  and  their  designs. 
Though  they  afflict  roe  more  and  more.    Whither 
must  I  go? 
Snore.  Away  with  him.    Saucy  fellow,  examine 
The  king*8  constable  !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack,  Ample, 

Lucy,  Meager. 

Mea,  I  am  become  your  guardian's  gaoler,  lady; 
He*s  safe  lock*d  in  the  parlour,  and  there  howl9, 
Like  a  dog  that  sees  a  witch  flying. 

Thwack,  I  long  to  hear  how  my  wise  tutor 
thrives 
r  the  new  defeat. 

Amp,  Tis  well  you  are  converted ; 
Believ*t,  that  gentleman  deserves  vour  thanks. 

Thwack.  Lady,  seal  my  conversion  on  your  lip ; 
^is  the  first  leading  kiss  that  I  intend 
For  after  chastity.  [Kisses  her, 

Y,  Pal,  Luce,  see  you  make  the  proposition 
good. 
Which  I  sliall  give  my  brother  f^fom  this  lady, 
Or  ni  so  swaddle  your  small  hones  ■     - 

Lucy,  Sweet  Pall,  thou  shalt.    Madam,  you'll 

f  lease  to  stand 
lately  mentioned  to  your  own  desire  ? 
Amp,  To  every  particle,  and  more. 

Enter  Pert. 

Pert,  Your  brother's  come ;  this  roo^l  must  be 
his  prison. 

F.  Pal.  'Way,  Luce,  away :  stand  in  the  closet, 

madam,  • 


That  you  may  hear  us  both,  and  reach  my  call 
Thwack.  X*\\  stay  and  see  him* 
Y.  Pal.  No,  knight ;  you  are  decreed  Sir  Ty- 
rant's judge; 
Go  that  way,  sir,  and  fof ce  him  to  compound. 

Thwack.  I'll  fine  him  soundly. 
Tin's  purse  shrink  like  a  bladder  in  the  fire. 

[Exeunt  Ample,  Lucy,  TntVACif 
Meager,  Pert. 

Enter  Snore,  Elder  Pallatinb. 

Snore,  Here,  sir,  this  is  your  gaol ;  too  good 
for  such 
A  grefit  ofiender. 

JS.  Pal,  Sacrilege !  very  well ; 
Now  all  the  pulpit-cushions,  all  the  hearse-cloths 
And  winding-sheets,  that  have  been  stol'n  about 
The  town  this  year,  will  be  laid  to  my  charge. 

Y.  Pal.  Pray  leave  us,  master  constable,  and 
look 
Unto  your  other  boodman  in  the  parlour. 

[Exit  Snoec. 

E.  Pal.  This  is  the  wittiest  o&pring  that  our 
name 
E'er  had ;  I  love  him  beyond  hope  or  lust : 
My  father  was  no  poet,  sure ;  I  wonder 
How  he  got  him. 

Y,  PaL  I  know  you  curse  me  now. 

E,  PaL  Brother,  in  troth,  you  lie,  and  whoe'er 
believes  it. 

Y,  Pal.  Indeed  you  do;  conjurors  in  a  drd^ 
That  have  raised  up  a  wrong  spirit,  curse  not 
So  much,  nor  yet  so  inwardly. 

E.  Pal,  I've  a  great  mind  to  kiss  thee. 

Y»  PaL  You  have  not,  sure  ? 

E.  PaL  I  shaH  do't,  and  eat  up  thy  lips  so  far, 
Till  th'ast  nothing  left  to  cover  thy  teeth. 

Y.PaL  And  canyon  think  all  the  afflictions  yoa 
Endured  were  merited?  first,  for  misleading 
Morglay,  your  old  friend ;  then,  neglect  of  me. 
And  haughty  overvaluing  yourself? 

E.  Pal.  Brother,  I  murmur  not ;  the  traps  that 
you 
Have  laid  were  so  ingenious,  I  could  wish 
To  fall  in  them  again. 

Y.PaL  The  lady  Ample,  sir. 
There,  is  the  great  contriver  that  hath  weavcd 
These  kciots  so  intricate  and  safe ;  'las,  I 
Was  but  her  lowly  instrument. 

E,  PaL  Ah,  that  lady !   were  I  a  king,  she 
should 
Sit  with  me,  under  my  best  canopy, 
A  silver  sceptre  in  her  hand,  with  which 
I'd  give  her  l^ave  to  break  my  head  for  every 

fault 
I  did  comtfiit. 


'^  //t7de&r0nd.<— Meaning  Pope  Gregory  the  Scveotb,    See  Bishop  Warburtoo's  note  oo  \U  Pv^*f 
Uenry  Ath,  A.  5.  S.  S. 
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T.  PaL  Bat  saj  I  bring  this  lady,  sir,  unto 
Your  lawful  sheets,  make  her  your  bosom  wife : 
Besides  the  plenty  of  her  heritage. 
How  would  it  sound,  that  you  had  conquered 

her. 
Who  hath  so  often  conquered  you  ? 
£.  PaL  Dear  brother,  no  new  plots. 
Y,  PaL  Six  thousand  pounds,  sir,  is  your  year- 
ly rent : 
A  fair  temptation  to  a  discreet  lady : 
Luce  hath  filled  both  mine  ears  with  hope ;  be- 
sides, 
I  heard  her  say,  she  ne*er' should  meet  a  man 
That  she  could  more  subdue  with  wit  and  govern- 
ment. 
J5.  PaL  That  111  venture. 
T,  PaL  Well,  my  first  bounty  is  your  freedom, 
sir; 
For  the  constable  obeys  no  law  but  mine ; 
And  nowy  madam,  appear. 

Enter  Ample,  Lucy. 

Amp,  You^re  welcome  ^mongst  the  living,  sir. 

£.  PaL   Lady,  no  words ;   if  youVe  but  so 
much  mercy 
As  could  secure  one  that  your  eyes  affect— 

Amp,  Why, you're  grown  arrogant  again;  d'you 
think 
They  are  so  weak  to  affect  you  ? 

E,  PaL  I  have  a  heart  so  kind  unto  myself, 
To  wish  they  could ;  O  we  should  live— - 

Amp.  Not  by  our  wits. 

E,  PaL  No,  no ;  but  with  such  soft  content, 

still  in 
Conspiracy  how  to  betray  ourselves 
To  new  delights :  keep  harmony  with  no 
More  noise  than  what  the  upper  motions  ^^  make ; 
And  this  so  constant  too,  turtles  themselves. 
Seeing  our  faith,  shall  slight  their  own,  and  pine 
With  jealousy. 
Amp,  Luce,  the  youth  talks  sense  now;   no 
medicine  for 
The  brain,  like  to  captivity  in  a  dark  chest. 

F.  PaL  O  madamf  you  are  cruel. 
Amp,  Well,  my  sad  convertitc ;  ^'  joy  yet  at 

this: 
Fve  often  made  a  vow  to  marry  on 
That  very  day  my  wardship  is  expired ; 
And  two  hours  smce  that  liberty  oegun. 
Lucy,  Nay,  hear  her  out ;  your  wishes  are  so 
saucy,  sir. 


Amp.  And,  know,  my  glory  is  dispatch:    My 
ancestors 
Were  of  the  fiery  French,  and  taught  me  love, 
Hot  eagerness,  and  haste. 

E,  PaL  Let  me  be  rude 
A  while,  lie  with  your  judgment,  and  bepet 
Sages  on  that.  My  dearest,  chiefest  lady  ! 

Amp,  Your  brain's  yet  foul,  and  will  recoil 
again. 

E,  PaL  No  more ;  1*11  swallow  down  my  tongue. 

Amp.  If,  sir,  your  nature  be  so  excellent, 
As  your  kind  brother  hath  confirmed  to  Luce 
And  me,  follow,  and  Til  present  you  straight 
With  certain  writings  you  shall  seal  to,  hood- 
winked. 
And  purely  ignorant  of  what  they  are : 
This  IS  the  swiftest,  and  the  easiest  test, 
That  I  can  make  of  your  bold  love ;  do  this. 
Perhaps  I  may  vouchsafe  to  marry  you ; 
The  writings  are  within. 

E.  PaL  Lead  me  to  trial :  come. 

Amp.  But,  sir,  if  I  should  marry  you,  it  is 
In  confidence,  I  have  the  better  wit ; 
And  can  subdue  you  still  to  quietness, 
Meek  sufferings,  and  patient  awe. 

E.  PaL  You  rarp  roe  *'  still  a-new. 

Y.  PaL  In,  Luce;  our  hopes  grow  stronc;  and 
gianlly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Thrift,  Snore,  Mrs  Snore,  Queasy, 

GiNET. 

Gin.  To  him,  Mrs  Snore ;  'tis  he  has  kept 
Your  husband  from  his  bed  so  long,  16  watch 
Him  for  a  church-robbery. 

Mrs  Snore.  Ah,  thou  Judas  !  I  thought  what 
thou'ldst  come  to ! 
Remember  the  warrant  thou  scnt'st  for  me 
Into  Duck-lane,  'cause  I  call'd  thy  maid.  Trot ; 
When  I  was  fain  t'invite  thy  clerk  to  a 
Fee  pie,  sent  me  by  a  Temple  cook,  my  sister's 
sweetheart. 
Quea.  Nay,  and  remember  who  was  brought 
to- bed 
Under  thy  coacli-house  wall,  when  thou  deny'dst 
A  wad  of  straw,  and  wouldst  not  join  thy  half- 
penny 
To  send  for  milk  for  the  poor  chrisom.^ 

Snore.  Now  you  may  sweeten  me  with  sugar* 
loaves 
At  New- Year's  tide,  as  I  have  you,  sir. 


^'  Upper  esotions.^'^e.  the  orbs  in  their  courses.     .S, 

^*  CMveriite — See  note  10  to  the  The  Jew  of  Malta^  p.  955. 

S9 rap  fiM.— <•  e.  astoDkh  me.    So  in  MacbcttCt  letter  to  bis  wife,  **  While  I  stood  rapt  In  wo»* 

der,''&c.    S. 

^  Ckrisem — The  mantle  was  the  white  cloth  thrown  over  the  new-baptized  child.  This  perhaps  w«a 
Ike  perqalsite  of  the  officiatii^  clergyman.    The  child  itself  was  sometimes  railed  a  chr^omsm 
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Enter  Thwack,  Pert,  Meager,  Engine. 

Thwack,  Well  teach  you   to  rob  churches; 
'slight,  hereafter 
We  of  the  pious  shall  be  afraid  to  go 
To  a  long  exercise,^*  for  fear  our  pockets  should 
Be  picked.  Cnme,  sir ;  you  see  already  how 
The  neighbours  throng  to  find  you ;  will  you  con- 
sent? 
Tis  but  a  thousand  pounds  apiece  to  these 
Two  gentlemen,  and  five  hundred  more  t*  £n 

gine; 

Your  crime  is  then  concealed,  and  yourself  free. 
Mea,  No,  he  may  chuse ;  he'll  trust  to  the  kind- 
hearted  law. 
Pert,  Let  him,  and  to  dame  Justice  too ;  who, 
though 
Her  ladyship  be  blind,  will  grope  hard,  sir. 
To  find  your  money-bags. 

Eng.  Sir,  you  are  rich ;  besides,  you  know  what 
you 
Have  got  by  your  ward's  death :  I  fear  you  will 
Be  be^ed  at  court, ^^  unless  you  cnme  ofifthus. 
Tlirift,  There  is  my  closet  key ;  do  what  you 

please. 
Eng.  Gentlemen,  I'll  lead  you  to  it ;  follow  me. 
Thwack,  D*  you  use  to  find  such  sums  as  these 
beneath 
An  oak  after  a  long  march  ?  I  think,  sure, 
The  wars  are  not  so  plentiful. 
jPert,  We  think  so  too. 
Thwack,  Y'  had  better  trail  a  bodkin,  gentle- 
men. 
Under  the  lady  Ample,  than  a  pike 
Under  a  German  general. 

Fert,  We'll  in  for  the  money,  sir,  and  talk 
anon. 

[Exeunt  Engine,  Pert,  Meager. 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine,  Younger  Pallatine, 

Ample,  Lucy. 

y.  Fal,  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  here  is  your  ward 
come  from 
The  dead,  to  indict  you  for  a  robbery 
Upon  her  ghost. 

Thrift.  Hah !  ia  she  alive  too  ? 


Lucy,  Yes,  and  her  wardship  out  before  yot'is 
proffered  her 
A  husband,  sir;  ^^  so  the  best  benefit 
Of  all  your  guardianship  is  lost. 

Amp,  In  seven  long  years  you  could  not,  lir, 
provide 
A  man  deformed  enough  to  ofier  me 
For  your  own  ends. 

Thrift.  Cozened  of  wealth,  of  fame !  Dog,  En- 
gine! [iSxt^THRin. 
Thwack,  We  must  have  you  enclosed  agtio; 
you're  very 
Forward  with  the  lady. 
E.FaLl  will  be,  sir. 
Until  she  groan :  this  priest  stays  somewhat  lonf^; 
Thwack.  How's  thfs  ?  troth,  I  shall  forgive  tbee 

then  heartily. 
Amp.  I've  ta'en  him  i'  the  behalf  of  health,  ts 
chide 
And  jeer  for  recreation  sake ;  'twill  keep 
Me,  sir,  in  breath,  now  I  am  past  growing. 
E.  Fal.  Hark,  knight,  here's  relish  for  jou^ 
ears :  I  chose 
None  of  your  dull  country  madams,  that  spend 
Their  time  in  studying  receipts  to  make 
Marcli-pane,^  and  preserve  plumbs;  that  talk 
Of  painful  child-birth,  servants'  wages,  and 
Their  husband's  good  complexion,  and  Ins  leg. 
Ti6irof/c.  New  wonders  yet ! 
E.  Fal.  What  was  that,  mistress,  which  I  sedd 
to  hood-winked  ? 
A  simple  trial  of  my  confidence  and  love  ? 

Amp.  Your  brother  has  it ;  'tis  a  gift  to  him 
Of  one  fair  manor, 'mongst  those  many  tbatyos 
Have  in  possession,  sir ;  and  in  this  bond 
You're  witness  to  three  thousand  pounds  I  give  to 
Luce. 
Jmcv.  Yes,  sir ;  for  Pall  and  I  must  marry  too. 
Y.  Pal.  I  werean  eunuch  else,  and  the  world 

should  know't. 
E,  Fal.  Thou  couldst  not  have  betrayed  me  to 
a  bounty 
I  more  love.    Brother,  give  thee  joy. 

FThwack  takes  y,  Pallatine  mUL 
Thcack.  Vou  are  the  cause  of  all  these  mirt- 
cles. 


^'  A  long  exerdte— i.  e.  long  sermon. 

^  Be  hegg*d  at  court — The  wardship  of  ideott  was  io  the  crown,  and  being  connected  with  the 
nent  of  their  estates,  was  usoally  begged  as  a  boon  by  some  hungry  coartier. 

^  Fist,  and  her  wardship  out  hefort  y  have  proffered  her 

A  husband^  sir,  &c. — This  refen  to  that  power  which  a  guardian,  bylaw,  was  entitled  to  excrche 
over  hb  ward  i  it  was  taken  away,  together  with  all  the  other  oppressive  circumstances  attendii^  the  ft«- 
dal  system,  by  the  stat.  19  Charles  II.  c.  )24.  Before  that  time,'*  while  the  infant  was  in  ward,  tlie  gn^ 
**  dian  had  the  power  of  tendering  him  or  her  a  suitable  match,  without  disparagement  •r  ineqaalitjt 
**  which,  if  the  infiuits  reftised,  they  forfeited  the  value  of  the  marriage,  valorem  mariiagiifto  their  gn^ 
**  dian ;  that  is,  so  much  as  a  jury  would  assess,  or  any  one  would,  honafidt^  give  to  the  gvardiw  for 
'*  such  an  alllaBcef  and  if  the  infants  married  themselves  without  the  guaraian's  consent,  ttey  InfnlBd 
*'  double  the  valae,  dupUeem  valorem  maritagii,*^ — ^8  Btackstone^s  CommentarieSf  p.  70. 

^  Mtarch-pim^^A.  confectlan  nade  of  Pistachio^Bats,  alvionds,  sngari  ^kc 
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lierefora  I  desire  you  to  be  my  heir ; 
If  this  good  day  you  must :  for  IVe  ta'en  order, 
rhoogh  I  love  your  wit,  you  shall  not  live  by  it. 
Y,  PaL  My  Idnd  thauks,  sir,  the  poor  man's 

gratitude. 
Mrs  Snore.  Give  you  joy,  sweet  Master  Palla- 
tine,  and 
four  brother  too. 

Qveo.  And  send  you  more  such  wives 
Every  year ;  as  many  as  shall  please  heaven. 
Smart,  ' Tis  day ;  I'll  not  to  bed,  sir,  now ;  my 
watch 
Shall  be  drunk  at  your  worship's  wedding. 
Y.  Pai.  They  sBall ;  and  there  is  gold  enough 
to  keep 
Tbem  so,  until  tliy  reign  be  out. 

Enter  Pert,  Meager,  Engine,  with  Moneys 

bagt. 

Pert,  Loaden  with  composition.  Pall. 


Mea,  Tis  for  your  sake  we  groan  under  theM 

burdens. 
F.  PaU  The  offisd  of  sir  Tyrant^s  trunks.   Bro- 
ther, 
Pray  know  these  gentlemen ;  they  owe  you  more 
Money  than  they  mean  to  pay  now. 
E,  PaL  I  remember  'em:  but  no  words,  my 
cavaliers. 
And  you  are  safe.  Where  shall  we  dine  to-day  f 
Y.  PaL  At  Lucy's  aunt's ;  we'll  make  her  cos« 
tive  beldamship 
Come  off,^'  when  she  beholds  a  goodly  jointure. 
And  our  fair  hopes. 

£.  PaL  First,  to  the  church,  lady ; 
111  make  your  dLitdsh  person  sure.    Some  of 
Your  pleasant  arts  upon  me  may  become 
A  wise  example,  and  a  moral  too ; 
Such  as  their  haughty  fancy  well  befits, 
That  undertake  to  live  here  by  their  wits. 

[Exeunt  omnein 


EPILOGUE. 


The  office  of  an  epiloeue  is  now 

To  smooth  and  stroke  the  wrinkles  from  each  brow; 

To  guide  severer  judgments  (if  we  could 

Be  wise  enough)  unbl  ihey  thought  all  good. 

Which  they  perhaps  dislike ;  and,  sure,  this  were 


An  oveiv boldness,  raised  from  too  much  fear. 
You  have  a  freedom,  which  we  hope  you'll  use^ 
T*  advance  our  youthful  poet,  and  nis  muse. 
With  a  kind  doom;  and  he*Il  tread  boldly  then^ 
In's  best  new  comic  socks,  this  stage  again.f 


EDITION. 


The  Witts,  a  Comedie ;  presented  at  the  Private  House  in  Blacke  Fryers,  by  his  Majesties  Ser- 
vants. The  author  William  D'Avenant,  servant  to  her  Majestie.  London,  printed  for  RichnrdI 
Meigben,  neEt  to  the  Middle  Temple,  in  Fleet-street.    16S6.    4to.  * 


^'  Comt  00^— To  come  9ffp  was  a  phrase  formerly  much  used.  It  sigoiAes  to  pay,  as  is  very  clearly 
proved  from  the  loitances  produced  by  Mr  Steevent,  Dr  Farmer,  and  Mr  J)frwkitt,  in  tlieir  notes  to  Tk^ 
MerruW'hm  of  fVindtor,  A.  4.  S.  3. 

f  TUs  play,  after  the  first  editioo,  received  considerable  allenitions  firom  the  aothor. 
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SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


PART  I. 


PROLOGUE. 


Tbe  doubtful  title,  gentlemen,  prefixed 
Upon  the  argument  we  have  in  hand, 
Itf  ay  breed  suspence,  and  wrongfully  disturb 
The  peaceful  quiet  of  your  settled  thoughts. 
To  stop  which  scruple*,  let  this  brief  suffice  : 
It  is  no  pampered  glutton  we  present, 
Nor  aged  counsellor  to  youthful  sin, 


But  one,  whose  virtue  shone  above  the  resf; 
A  valiant  martyr,  and  a  virtuous  peer; 
In  whose  true  faith  and  loyalty,  expressed 
Unto  his  sovereign  and  his  country  s  weal. 
We  strive  to  pay  that  tribute  of  our  love 
Your,  favours  merit.    Let  fair  truth  be  graced 
Since  forged  invention  former  time  defaced. 


'  The  bistory  of  sir  John  Oldcastle  (who,  havhig  married  the  heiress  of  lord  Cbbbam,  was  sommofled 
to  parliament  by  that  title  on  the  18th  of  December  1409)  may  be  fooDd  in  Hollosbed's  Chronicle,  vol. 
ii.  p.  544,  ct  seq.  and  in  many  other  books.  In  order  to  heighten  hb  character,  the  author  of  this  draat 
has  departed  from  historical  truth  y  for  the  conspiracy  of  the  earl  of  Cambridge,  lord  Scroope,  &c. 
against  king  Henry  V.  was  discovered  by  Edmund  earl  of  March,  and  not  hy  sir  John  Oldcastle,  who 
was  himself  engaged  in  a  traitorous  design  against  Henry,  and  hanged  aboot  four  years  after  the  execu- 
tion of  those  conspirators.  The  present  play  was  entered  on  the  Stationers*  books  on  the  4th  of  An;a»( 
1600,  by  Thomas  Pavier,  under  the  title  of  The  First  Part  of  the  History  of  the  Life  of  Sir  John  OU- 
easthf  Lord  Cobham,  At  the  same  time  was  entered,  The  Second  Part  of  the  History  of  Sir  John  OUeastk^ 
Lord  Cobham f  with  his  Martyrdom ;  bat  this  was  never  published. 

In  the  title-page  of  the  original  edition,  in  1600,  the  name  of  William  Shakspeare  Is  printed  at  Icogtii. 
—1  do  not  perceive  the  least  trace  of  our  great  poet  in  any  part  of  this  play.  It  b  observable,  that  m 
the  entry  on  the  Stationers'  books  the  author's  name  is  not  mentioned.  The  printer,  Pftvicr,  (whose 
name  Is  not  prefixc^d  to  any  of  Shakespeare's  undisputed  performances,  except  King  Henry  K  aid  two 
parts  of  King  Henry  VL  of  which  plays  he  issued  out  copies  manifestly  spurious  and  imperfect)  when  he 
published  it,  was  induced,  I  imagine,  to  ascribe  it  to  Shakespeare  by  the  success  'of  the  I^rst  Fart «/ 
King  Henry  IF*  The  character  of  FalstaflT  having  been  formed,  as  I  conceive,  on  the  sir  John  Oldcastk 
of  an  elder  drama,  a  hope  was  probably  entertained  that  the  public  might  be  deceived,  and  suppose  thii 
piece  also  to  be  Shakespearc*s  performance. — Ma  lone. 

The  History  of  Sir  John  Oldcastle^  and  The  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell^  arc  much  in  the  style  asi 
manner  of  Thomas  Hey  wood,  by  whom  1  suppose  them  to  have  been  written. — Fjrmer. 

^  The  sarcasm  whicii  this  prologue  contains  on  some  writer  who,  in  a  preceding  diama,  bad  exbibitrd 
a  pampered  glutton  and  an  aged  counsellor  to  youthful  sin — (by  which  description  erthcr  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
a  character  in  the  old  King  Henry  V,  or  sir  John  FalstafT,  seems  to  have  been  pointed  at)  induced  ne,  oa  a 
former  occasion,  to  doobt  whether  Shakspeare  was  the  author  of  the  present  play.  The  apparent  alls- 
aion  also  to  thu  prologue,  in  the  epilogue  to  ITu  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV,  (**  for  Oldcastle  died  a 
martyr — and  this  is  not  the  man")  appeared  to  me  a  strong  circumstance  against  the  aatbeoticlty  of  tkif 
piece.  I  am  still  of  the  same  opinion ;  nor  do  1  see  how  it  could  have  been  the  production  of  an  author 
who  had  before  exhibited  sir  John  Falstalf  on  the  stage.  The  present  play  was  written,  I  believe,  aAer 
the  represeotation  of  the  First  Part,  and  before  that  of  the  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  iK-««-MAto«B. 


319 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


ENRY  the  Fifth. 

9  Oldcastle,  Lord  Ccbham, 

ERBERT. 
)WIS. 

ike  ^Suffolk. 
rl  ^Huntington. 

masGret,  S     **«*•'«• 

ER  Acton, 

DARD  Lee, 

Bourn, 

Beverley, 

Y,  a  Brewer  of  Dunstable.*. 

hop  ^Rochester. 

iges  of  Assize, 

^arden  of  the  Cinque  Pqrts. 

tler,  Gentleman  of  the  Privy  Chamber, 

lES,  a  French  Agent, 

I,  Sheriff  of  Kent. 


\ 


Rebels. 


The  Mayor  o/*  Hereford,  and  Sheriff  cfViEMXf' 

FORDSHIRE. 

^r  John,  the  Parson  of  Wrothion, 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

The  Mayor  and  Gaoler  of  St  Albans, 

A  Kentish  Constable,  and  an  Ale-man* 

Dick  and  Tom,  Servants  to  Murley. 

An  Irishman. 

HavlfooLj  Servant  to  Lord  Cobham, 

GouGH,  Servant  to  Lord  Herbert. 

Owen  and  Davy,  Servants  to  Lord  Perns, 

Clun,  Sumner  to  the  Bishop  of  Rochester, 

Lady  Cobhak. 

Lady  Powis. 

Doll,  Concubine  to  the  Parson  of  Wrothawu 

Kate,  the  Carriei^s  Daughter- 

An  Hostf  Ostler,  Carriers,  Soldiers,  Beggarmen, 
Constables,  Warders  of  the  Tower,  BaUifi, 
Messengers,  and  other  Attendants, 


Scene— England. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L—Uereford.    A  Street. 

Lord  Herbert,  Lord  Powis,  Owen, 
5H,  Davy,  and  several  other  Followers  of 
jords  Herbert  and  Powis;  they  fight. — 
I  enter  the  Sheriff  of  Herefordshire  and  a 

f- 

.  My  lords,  I  charge  ye,  in  his  highne89' 

name, 

p  the  peace;  you  and  your  followers. 

Good  master  sheriff,  look  unto  yourself. 

Do  so,  for  we  have  other  business. 

[27«ey  attempt  tofght  again. 

Will  ye  disturb  the  judges,  and  the  assize  ? 
le  king's  proclamation,  ye  were  best. 

Hold  then ;  let's  hear  it. 

But  be  brief,  ye  were  best. 

O—yes. 

f.  Cossone,  make  shorter  O,  or  shall  mar 
jrour  yes. 


BmL  O— yes. 

Owen,  What,  has  hur  nothiag  to  say,  but  O 

yes? 
Bail  O — yes. 

Davy.  O  nay;  py  coss  plot,  down  with  bar, 
down  with  bur.    A  Powis !  a  Powis ! 

Gough.  A  Herbert!   a  Herbert!   and  dowi| 
with  Powis.  [Theyfyht  agaim 

Sher.  Hold,  in  the  king's  name,  hold. 
Owen,  Down  with  a'  knave's  name,  down. 

[The  Bailiff  is  knocked  down,  and 
the  Sheriff  runs  awau. 
Her,  Powis,  I  think  thy  Welsh  and  thou  do 

smart. 
Pow.  Herbert,  I  think  ray  sword  came  near 

thy  heart. 
Her,  Thy  heart's  best  blood  shall  pay  the  loss 

of  mine. 
Gough,  A  Herbert !  a  Herbert ! 
Davy.  A  Powis !  a  Powis ! 


820 


FIRST  PART  OF 


[Anonymous. 


Am  they  are  fightings  Enter  the  Mayor  of  Here- 
fordj  hi»  Offlcen  and  Towntmen^  with  Cluln. 

May,  My  lorda^  as  you  are  liegemen  to  the 
crown, 
Tme  noblemen,  and  subjects  to  the  king^ 
Attend  his  highness*  proclamation, 
Commanded  by  the  jud^s  of  assize, 
For  keeping  peace  at  this  assembly. 
Mer.  Good  master   mayor  of  Hereford,  be 

brief. 
Mt^,  Serjeant,  without  the  ceremonies  of  O 

Pronounce  aloud  the  proclamation; 

Ser,  The  king^s  justices,  perceiving  what  pub- 
lic mischief  may  ensue  this  private  quarrel,  in  his 
miyesty's  name  do  straitly  cfiarge  and  command 
all  persons,  of  what  degree  soever,  to  depart  this 
dty  of  Hereford,  except  such  as  are  bound  to 
pve  attendance  at  this  as«ze,  and  that  no  roan 
presume  to  i^ear  any  weapon,  especially  Welsh- 
hooks,  and  forest  bills ; — 

Owen,  Haw  !  No  pill,  nor  Wells  hoof(?  ha? 

May.  Peace,  and  bear  the  proclamation. 

Se^,  And  that  the  lord  Powis  do  presemly  dis- 
perse and  discharge  his  retinue,  and  depart  the 
cit¥  in  the  kingfs  peace,  he  and  his  followers^  on 
pata  of  imprisonment 

^avy.  Haw  ?  pud  her  lord  Powis  in  prison  ? 
A  Powis !  a  Powis !  Cossoon,  hor  will  live  and 
tye  with  hur  lord. 

Gough,  A  Herbert!  a  Herbert! 

[Theyjight.  Lord  Herbert  it  wound- 
ed, and  falU  to  the  ground.  The 
Mayor  and  hii  Attendants  interpote. 
Lord  Powis  nifif  away. 

Enter  twoJudget,  the  Sheriff  and  hii  BaiUffi  be- 
fore them, 

1  Judge.  Where's  the  lord  Herbert  ?  Is  he  hurt 

or  slain  ? 
Sher,  He's  here,  my  lor<L 
S  Judge.  How  fares  his  lordship,  friends  ? 
Cough.    Mortally  wounded,  speechless;    he 

cannot  live. 
1  Judge,  Convey  him  hence,  let  not  his  wounds 
take  air ; 
And  get  him  dressed  with  expedition. 

[Ejteunt  Lord  Herbert  and  Gouon. 
Master  mayor  of  Hereford,  master  sheriff  o'the 

shire, 
Commit  lord  Powis  to  safe  custody, 
To  answer  the  disturbance  of  the  peace, 
Lord  Herbert's  peril,  and  his  l)j^.,^M}tempt 
Of  us,  and  you  the  kingfs  commissioners: 
3ee  it  be  done  with  care  and  diligence. 

Sher,  Please  it  your  lordship,  my  lord  Powis  is 
gone  past  all  recovery. 

3  Judge,  Yet  let  search  be  made. 
To  apprdiend  his  followers  that  are  left 


iSAer.  There  are  some  of  them :  Sirs,  by  boU 
of  them. 

Owen,  Of  us  ?  and  why  ?  what  hae  bur  dooe^I 
pray  you  ? 

Sher.  Disarm  them,  bailiffik 

May.  Officers,  asust. 

Davy*  Hear  you,  lord  shudge,  what  resson  is 
for  this  ? 

Owen.  Cossoon,  pe  'puse  for  fighting  for  our 
lord  ? 

1  Judge.  Away  with  them. 
Davy.  Harg  you,  mv  lord. 

Owen.  Gough,  my  lord  Herbert's  man,  is  s 
shitten  knave. 

Davy.  Ice  live  and  tve  in  good  quarrel. 
Owen.  Pray  you  do  shustice,  let  awl  be  pnsoo. 
Davy,  Prison !  no;  ferd  shudge,  I  wool  gite 
you  pail,  good  surety. 

2  Judge.  What  bail  f  what  snredes  ? 

Davy,  Har  cozen  ap  Rice,  ap  Evan,  ap  Mo- 
rice,  ap  Morgan,  ap  Uuellyn,  ap  Madoc,  sp 
Meredith,  an  Griffin,  ap  Davy^  ap  Oweo,  ap 
Skinken,  ap  shones. 

2  Judge.  Two  of  the  most  sufficient  are  eaoogli. 
Sher,  An  it  please  your  lordship,  these  are  sU 
but  one. 

1  Judge,  To  gaol  with  them,  and  the  lord  Hc^ 

bert's  men : 
Well  talk  with  them,  when  the  assize  is  done. 

[Exeunt  Bailiffs,  Owem ,  Davy,  4rc 
Riotous,  audacious,  and  unruly  grooms ! 
Must  we  be  forced  to  come  from  the  bench 
To  quiet  brawls,  which  every  constable, 
In  other  civil  pUuses,  can  suppress } 

2  Judge,  What  was  the  quarrel  that  caused  ail 

this  stir  f 
Sher,  About  religion,  as  I  heard,  my  lord. 
Lord  Powi^  detracted  from  the  power  of  Bone^ 
Affirming  Wickliff*s  doctrine  to  be  true. 
And  Rome's  erroneous :  hot  reply  was  made 
By  the  lord  Herbert ;  they  were  traitors  all 
That  would  maintain  it    Powis  answered, 
They  were  as  true,  as  noble,  and  as  wise 
As  be ;  they  would  defend  it  with  their  kites; 
He  named,  for  instance,  sir  John  Oldcistie, 
The  lord  Cobham :  Herbert  replied  again, 
He,  thou,  and  all  are  traitors  that  so  hold. 
The  lie  was  given,  the  several  factions  draws, 
And  so  enraged,  that  we  could  not  appease  it 
1  Judge.  This  case  concerns  the  kiug's  prero* 

gative. 
And  'tis  dangerous  to  the  state  and  comsfln- 

wealtn. 
Gentlemen,  jusdces,  master  mayor,  and  mstfrr 

sheriff, 
It  doth  liehove  us  all,  and  each  of  us. 
In  general  and  particular,  to  have  care 
For  the  suppressing  of  all  mutinies. 
And  all  assemblies,  except  soldiers'  musten^ 
For  the  king's  preparation  into  France. 


ITMOHS.] 


SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


sat. 


T  of  secret  conventicles  nmde, 
sre  is  doabt  of  some  conspiracies, 
roa?  break  oat  into  rebellious  arms, 
he  king's  gone,  perchance  before  he  go. 
i  an  instance,  this  one  perilous  fray : 
actions  might  hare  ^rowo  on  either  part, 
destniction  of  the  king  and  realm  ? 
my  conscience,  sir  Jonn  Oldcastle's 
It  of  it ;  only  his  name  was  used, 
refore  from  his  highness  give  this  charge : 
aster  mayor,  look  to  your  citizens; 
aster  sherifi^  unto  your  shire ;  and  yoo 
ices,  in  every  one's  precinct 
«  no  meetings :  when  the  vulgar  sort 
heir  alc>beuch,  with  their  cups  and  cans, 
I  of  state  be  not  their  common  talk, 
re  religion  by  their  lips  profaned, 
return  unto  the  bench  again^ 
ere  eiamiue  further  of  this  fray. 

Enter  a  Bailiff  and  a  SerjeanU 

.  Sirs,  have  ye  taken  the  lord  Powis  yet  ? 

.  No,  nor  heard  of  him. 

No,  lie's  gone  far  enough. 

ige.  They  that  are  left  behind,  shall  an* 

swer  alL  [Exeunt. 

E  II. — Eltham.    An  Antechamber  in  the 
Palace* 

the  Duke  (;/*Suffolk,  Bishop  of  Rocbls- 
s.  Buttery  and  Sir  John  of  Wrotham. 

Now,  my  lord  bishop,  take  free  liberty, 
ak  your  mind :  what  is  your  suit  to  us? 
b.  My  noble  lord,  no  more  than  what  you 
know, 

ive  been  oftentimes  invested  with, 
us  complaints  have  passed  between  thp 
lips 

ious  persons,  to  upbraid  the  clergy ; 
»rping  at  the  livings  which  we  have, 
hers  spurning  at  iJie  ceremonies 
re  of  ancient  custom  in  the  church ; 
;8t  the  which,  lord  Cobham  is  a  chief, 
inconvenience  may  proceed  hereof, 
>  the  kin^  and  to  the  commonwealth, 
ft^ly  be  discerned,  when,  like  a  frenzy, 
novatiop  shall  possess  their  minds, 
upstarts  will  have  followers  to  uphold 
iamned  opinion,  more  than  Henry  shall, 
lergo  his  quarrel  'gainst  the  French. 
Vlh^t  proof  is  ther^  against  them  to  be 
bad, 

rhat  you  say  the  law  may  iustify  ? 
A.  liiey  give  themselves  the  name  of  Pro- 
testants, 

leet  in  fields  and  solitary  groves. 
}hn.  Was  ever  heard,  my  lord,  the  like  till 
now? 

thieves  and  rebels^  'sUood,  my  lord,  here- 
tics, 
leretics,  (I'll  stand  to*t  to  their  teeth) 

)L.  I. 


Should  have,  to  colour  tlicir  vile  practices, 
A  title  of  such  worth,  as  Protestant  f 

Enter  a  Messenger  mth  a  Letter,  which  he  gives 
to  the  t>uke  of  Suffolk. 

Suf,  O,  but  you  must  not  swear;  it  ill  becomes 
One  of  your  coat  to  rap  out  bloody  oaths. 

BakK  Pardon  him,  good  my  lord ;  it  is  hiszeaU 
An  honest  country  prelate,  who  laments 
To  see  such  foul  disorder  in  the  church, 
S,John,  There's  oue,  they  call  him  sir  John 
Oldcastle ; 
He  has  not  his  name  for  nought ;  for,  like  a  castle, 
Doth  he  encompass  them  within  his  walls : 
But  till  that  castle  be  subverted  quite. 
We  ne'er  shall  be  at  quiet  in  the  realm. 

Boch.  That  is  our  suit,  my  lord ;  that  he  be 
ta'en, 
And  brought  in  question  for  his  heresy. 
Beside,  two  letters  brought  me  out  of  Wales, 
Wherein  my  lord  of  Hereford  writes  to  me, 
What  tumult  and  sedition  was  begun. 
About  the  lord  Cobham,  at  the  'sizes  there, 
(For  they  had  much  ado  to  calm  the  rage) 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  slain. 
Suf.  A  (ire  that  must  be  quenched.   Well,  say 
no  more ; 
The  king  anon  goes  to  the  council  chamber, 
There  to  debate  of  matters  touching  France. 
As  he  doth  pass  by,  I'll  inform  his  grace 
Concerning  your  petition.    Master  Butler, 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me. 
But,  I  will,  my  lord. 
Roch,  Not  as  a  recompence, 
But  as  a  token  of  our  loi^e  to  you. 
By  me,  my  lords,  the  olccgy  doth  present 
This  purse,  and  in  it  full  a  thousand  angels. 
Praying  your  lordship  to  accept  their  gift. 

[Offers  the  Duke  a  Purse. 
Suf,  I  thank  them,  my  lord  bishop,  for  their 
love, 
But  will  not  take  their  money  j  if  you  please 
To  give  it  to  this  gentleman,  you  may. 

Roch.  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance 

herein. 
But.  The  best  I  can,  my  lord  of  Rochester. 
Roch.  Nay,  prey  you  take  it ;  trust  ine,  sir,  you 

shall. 
S.  John.  Were  ye  all  thr^  upon  Newmarket- 
heath, 
You  should ,  not  need  strain  curt'sy  who  should 

have  it ; 
Sir  John  would  quickly  rid  ye  oftlmt  care. 

[Aside. 
Suf.  The  king  b  coming.    Fear  ye  not,  my 
lord; 
The  very  first  thing  I  will  break  with  biro, 
Shall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  the  Earl  of  Hunxins 

TOK. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Suffolk, 
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Was  it  not  sai- 1  the  clergy  did  refase 

To  lend  os  money  towards  our  wars  in  France  ? 

Stt/i  It  was,  my  lord,  but  very  wrongfully. 

K»  Henry,  I  know  it  was ;  for  Huntington  ber# 
tells  me 
They  have  been  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Suf,  And  still  they  vow>  my  gracious  lord,  to 
be  so, 
Hoping  your  majesty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  subjects,  and  suppress 
All  such  malicibus  errors  as  begin 
To  spot  their  calling,  and  disturb  the  church. 

K.  Henry.  God  else  forbid !— Wl^,  Sufiblk,  is 
there 
Any  new  rupture  to  disquiet  them  ? 

Svf,  No  new,  my  lord ;  the  old  is  great  enough ; 
And  so  increasing,  as,  if  not  out  down, 
Will  breed  a  scandal  to  your  royal  state. 
And  set  your  kingdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
The  Kentish  knight,  lord  Cobham,  in  despite 
Of  any  law,  or  spiritual  discipline, 
Maintains  this  upstart  new  religion  still ; 
And  divers  great  assemblies,  by  his  means. 
And  private  quarrels,  are  commenced  abroad. 
As  by  this  letter  more  at  large,  my  liege, 
Is  made  apparent. 

K.  Henry,  We  do  find  it  here. 
There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  fray  of  late 
Between  two  noblemen.    But  what  of  tliis  ? 
Follows  it  straight,  lord  Cobham  must  be  he 
Did  cause  the  same?   I  dare  be  sworn,  good 

knight, 
He  never  dreamed  of  any  such  contention. 

Rock.  But  in  his  name  the  quarrel  did  begin, 
About  the  opinion  which  he  held,  my  liege. 

K.  Henry.  What  if  it  did  ?  was  either  be  in 
place 
To  take  part  with  them,  or  abet  them  in  it  ? 
If  brabbling  fellows,  whose  enkindled  blood 
Sceihs  in  their  fiery  veins,  will  needs  go  fight. 
Making  their  quarrels  of  some  words  that  passed 
Either  of  you,  or  you,  amongst  their  cups. 
Is  the  fault  yours?  or  are  they  guilty  of  it? 

Suf,  With  pardon  of  your  lughness,  my  dread 
lord, 
Such  little  sparks,  neglected,  may  in  time 
Grow  to  a  mighty  flame.    But  that's  not  all ; 
He  doth  beside  maintain  a  strange  religion, 
And  will  not  be  compelled  to  cone  to  mas*. 

Koch.  We  do  beseech  you  therefore,  gracious 
prince, 
Without  offence  unto  your  majesty. 
We  rnav  be  bdid  to  use  au^rity. 

|C.  Henry.  As  how  ? 


Roch,  To  sdmidon  him  nnto  the  ardies,' 
Where  such  offences  have  their  punishment 
K.  Henry.  To  answer  personally  ?  is  that  joor 

meaning  ? 
Roch.  It  is,  my  lord. 
K.  Henry,  How,  if  he  appeal  ? 
Roch.  Ay  lord,  he  cannot  in  such  a  cue  u 

this. 
Svf.  Not  where  religion  is  the  plea,  my  kmL 
K.  Henry,  1  took  it  always,  that  ourself  itood 

Oh*t 

As  a  sufficient  refuge,  unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  appeal : 
But  we^l  not  argue  now  upon  that  point. 
For  sir  John  OldcasUe,  whom  you  accuse^ 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  dispense  a  while 
With  your  high  title  of  preheminence. 
Report  did  never  yet  condemn  him  so^ 
Rut  he  hath  always  been  reputed  loyal ; 
And,  in  my  knowledge,  I  can  say  thus  much, 
That  he  is  virtuous,  wise,  and  honourable. 
If  any  way  his  conscience  be  seduced 
To  waver  in  his  faith.  Til  send  for  him, 
And  school  biro  privately :  if  that  serve  not, 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  against  bis. 
Butler,  be  you  the  messenger  for  as, 
And  will  him  presently  repair  to  court. 

[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Huvtinctoi, 
Suffolk,  ojk/  Butler, 
S,John.  IIow  now,  my  lord?  why  stand  joi 

discontent? 
Insooth,  ineihinks  the  king  hath  well  decreed. 
Roch.  Ay,  ay,  sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  bit 

word: 
But  I  perceive  he  favours  him  to  much 
As  this  will  be  to  small  effect,  I  fear. 
S.  John.  Why  then  I'll  tell  yon  what  ynn'icte 

to  do: 
If  you  suspect  the  king  will  be  but  cold 
III  reprehending  him,  send  you  a  process  too^ 
To  serv«;  upon  him ;  so  you  may  be  sure 
To  make  him  answer  it,  howsoe'er  it  fail. 
Roch.  And  well  remembered ;  1  will  hife  it 

so; 
A  sumner  shall  be  sent^  about  it  straight  [Etit. 
S.  John,  Yea,  do  so.    In  the  mean  spice  tbii 

remains 
For  kind  sir  John  of  Wrotham,  honest  Jack. 
Methinks  the  purse  of  gold  the  bishop  gave 
Made  a  good  shew,  it  had  a  tempting  look : 
Beshrew  me,  but  my  fingers'  ends  do  itch 
To  be  upon  those  golden  rnddocksL    Welly'ds 

thus; 
I  <un  not  as  the  world  doth  take  me  for : 


'  To  itmmon  him  unto  the  arches— The  court  of  arches^  so  railed  because  it  was  anciently  hdd  is  He 
barch  of  Kt  Mary  k  IM»,  ^ancta  Maria  de  arciiftiis.— M  A  lok  e. 

^  '/  soir.r.f  r  shall  bi  #«iit— A  sumner  is  an  apparitor  or  messenger  employed  to  mmmon  person  to  spW 
in  the  spiritual  coojt.-*MALOK£,  ''^ 
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If  ever  wolf  were  clothed  in  sheep's  <x»t, 
Then  I  am  he ;  old  huddle  end  twang  i*faith : 
A  priest  in  shew,  hut,  in  plain  terms,  a  thief. 
Yet,  let  me  tell  you  too,  an  honest  thief; 
One  that  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  spared, 
And  sfiend  it  freely  in  good  fellowship. 
I  have  as  many  shapes  as  Proteus  had ; 
That  still,  when  any  villauy  is  done, 
There  may  be  none  suspect  it  was  sir  John. 
Besides,  to  comfort  roe,  (for  what^s  this  life, 
Except  the  crabbed  bitterness  thereof 
Be  sweetened  now  and  then  with  lechery  ?) 
I  hatre  my  Doll,  my  concubine  as  'twere, 
To  frolic  with ;  a  lusty  bouncing  girl. 
But  whilst  I  loiter  here,  the  ^old  may  'scape, 
And  that  must'not  be  so :  it  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  Fll  meet  him  on  bis  way  to  court, 
And  shrive  him  of  it;  there  will  be  the  sport. 

[ExU. 

SCENE  III.— If<fii^ 

An  outer  Court  before  Lord  Cobham's  houte,     A 
public  road  leading  to  it ;  and  an  Alehouu  ap- 
pearing at  a  little  distance. 

Enter  two  old  Men  and  two  Soldiers, 

1  Sold,  God  help,  God  help !  there's  law  (or 
punishing, 
But  there  s  no  law  for  our  necessity : 
There  be  more  stocks  to  set  poor  soldiers  in. 
Than  there  be  houses  to  relieve  them  at. 

1  Old  M.  Ay,  house-keeping  decays  in  every 
place, 
Even  as  Saint  Peter  writ,  still  worse  and  worse. 
9  Old  M,  Master  mayor   of  Rochester  has 

S'ven  command,  that  none  shall  go  abroad  out  of 
le  parish ;  and  has  set  down  an  order  forsooth, 
what  every  poor  householder  must  give  for  our  re- 
lief;  where  there  be  some  'sessed,  I  may  say  to 
yon,  had  almost  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

1  Old  M.  It  is  a  hard  World  the  while. 

S  Old  M.  If  a  poor  man  ask  at  door  for  God's 
Bake,  they  ask  him  for  a  licence,  or  a  certificate 
from  a  justice. 

1  Sold,  Faith  we  have  none,  but  what  we  bear 
upon  our  bodies,  our  raaim'd  limbs,  God  help  us. 
^  8  Sold,  And  yet  as  lame  as  4.  am,  I'll  with  the 
king  into  France,  if  I  can  but  crawl  a  ship-board. 
I  had  rather  be  slain  in  France,  than  starve  in 
England. 

1  Old  Jf.  Ha,  were  I  but  as  lusty  as  I  was  at 
Shrewsbury  battle,  I  would  not  do  as  I  do : — but 
we  are  now  come  to  the  good  lord  Cobham's,  the 
best  roan  to  the  poor  in  ail  Kent. 

a  Old  M.  God  bless  him !  there  be  but  few 
such. 

Enter  Lord  Cobram  and  Harpooi. 

Cob,  Thou  peevish  froward  man,  what  wouldst 

thou  have  ? 
Hot,  This  pride,  this  pride,  brings  all  to  be^ 

1  "Served  your  father,  and  your  grand  father ; 


Shew  me  soeh  two  men  now :  no^  na ;  yoor  bodts. 
Your  backs,  the  devil  and  pride^  has  cut  the  threat 
Of  all  good  house4eeping ;  they  were  the  best 
Yeomens'  masters  that  e?er  were  in  England. 
Co6.  Yea,  except  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy 
knaves 
And  sturdy  rogues,  still  feeding  at  my  gate, 
There  is  no  hospitality  with  thee. 

Har,  Thev  may  sit  at  the  gate  well  epough, 

but  the  devil  of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except 

they'll  eat  stones. 

Cob,  Tis  'long  then  of  such  hungry  knaves  as 

you : 

Yea,  sir,  here's  your  retinue;  your  guests  be 

come; 
They  know  their  hours,  I  warrant  yoo. 

1  Old  M.  God  bleu  your  honour !  God  save 
the  good  lord  Cobham,  and  all  his  house  I 

1  Sold,  Good  your  honour,  bestow  your  blessed 
alms  upon  poor  men. 
Cob,  Now,  sir,  here  be  yoor  alms-knights:  now 
are  you 
As  safe  as  the  emperor. 

Har.  My  alms*knighu?  Nay,  they're  years :  it 
is  a  shame  for  you,  and  I'll  stand  to't ;  yoor  fool- 
ish alms  maintains  more  vagabonds  than  all  the 
noblemen  in  Kent  beside^-^ut,  you  rogues,  you 
knaves,  work  for  your  livings.  Alas,  poor  men, 
they  may  beg  their  hearts  out ;  there's  no  more 
charity  among  men  than  among  so  many  mastiff 
dogs.  [Aside,]  What  make  you  here,  you  needj 
knaves  r  Away,  away,  you  villains. 

S  Sold,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  good  to  us. 
Cob,  Nay,  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough ;  I 
think 
That  all  the  beggprs  in  this  land  are  thy 
Acquaintance :  go  bestow  your  alms^  none  will 
Contronl  vou,  sir. 

Har,  What  should  I  give  them?  ^ou  are 
grown  so  beggarly,  that  you  can  scarce  give  a  bit 
of  bread  at  your  door.  You  talk  of  your  religion 
so  long,  that  you  have  Imnished  charity  from  yoii. 
A  man  may  make  a  flax-shop  in  your  kitchen 
chimnies^  for  any  fire  there  is  stirring. 

Cob,  i(  thou  wilt  give  them  nothing,  send  ihem 
hence ; 
Let  them  not  stand  here  starving  in  the  cold. 

Har,  Who !  1  drive  them  hence  ?  If  I  drive 
poor  men  from  the  door,  I'll  be  lianE'd ;  I  know 
not  what  I  may  come  to  myself.  God  help  ye, 
poor  knaves,  ye  see  the  world.  Well,  you  had  a 
mother;  O  God  be  with  thee,  ^ood  lady,  thy 
soul's  at  rest :  She  gave  more  in  shirts  and  smocks 
to  poor  children,  than  you  spend  in  your  house; 
and  yet  you  live  a  beggar  too. 

[7b  Z.on/CoBHAic. 
Cob,  Even  the  worst  deed  tiiat  e'er  my  mother 
did. 
Was  in  relieving  such  a  fool  as  thou. 

Har,  Ay,  I  am  a  fool  still:  with  all  your  wit 
you'll  die  a  beggar;  go  to. 
Cob.  Go,  you  old  fool,  give  the  poor  people 
something. 
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Go  id,  poor  men,  into  the  inner  courts 
And  taKe  such  aims  as  there  is  tu  be  bad. 
ihld.  God  bless  jonr  honour ! 
Har.  Hang  you  rogues,  bang  you ;  there's  no- 
thing but  misery  amongst  yoa ;  you  fear  no  law, 
you. 
2  Old  M  God  bless  you,  good  roaster  Ralph, 
God  save  your  life ;  you  are  good  to  the  poor  still. 
[Exeunt  Uarpool,  Old  Men^  and  Soldiert. 

Enter  Lord  Powis,  disguised. 

Cob*  What  fellow*s  yonder  comes  along  the 
grove  ? 
Few  passengers  there  be  that  know  this  way« 
Methinks,  be  stops,  as  though  he  staid  for  me, 
And  meant  to  shroud  himself  among  the  bushes. 
I. know  the  clergy  bate  me  to  the  death, 
And  mv  religion  gets  me  many  foes : 
And  this  may  be  some  desperate  rogue,  subom'd 
To  work  roe  mischief: — as  it  pleaseth  God. 
If  he  come  toward  me,  sure  1*11  stay  his  coming, 
Be  he  but  one  man,  wliatsoe  er  he  be* 

[Lord  Powis  advances, 
I  hare  beeii  well  acquainted  with  that  face. 
Fow.  Well  met,  my  honourable    lord  and 
friend. 
-  Cob,  You  are  very  welcome,  sir,  whate'ef  you 

be; 
But  of  this  sudden,  sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 
'Fow.  I  am  one  that  Visheth  well  unto  your 
honour ; 
i/ly  name  is  Powis,  an  old  friend  of  yours. 

Cob*  My  honourable  lord,  and  worthy  friend. 
What  makes  your  lordship  thus  alone  in  Kent? 
And  thus  disguised  in  this  strange  attire  ! 
Fow,  My  lord,  an  unexpected  accident 
Ilatli  at  this  time  enforced  me  to  these  parts. 
And  thus  it  happ*d.    Not  yet  full  five  days  since^ 
Now  at  the  last  assice  at  Hereford, 
It  bhanced  that  the  lord  Hert)ert  and  myself, 
'Moogst  other  things,  discoursing  at  the  table, 
Did  fall  in  speech  about  some  certain  points 
Of  WicklifiTs  doctrine,  'gainst  the  papacy 
And  the  religion  catholic  maintain'd 
Through  the  most  part  of  Eurripe  at  this  day^ 
This  wilful  testy  Lord  stuck  not  to  say. 
That  Wickliff  was  a  knave,  a  schismatici 
His  doctrine  devilish,  and  heretical ; 
And  whataae*er  he  was,  maintain'd  the  same^ 
Was  traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  country. 
Being  moved  at  his  peremptory  speech, 
I  told  him,  some  maintained  those  opinions. 
Men  and  truer  subjects  than  lord  Herbert  was : 
And  he  replying  in  comparisons. 
Your  name  was  urged,  my  lord,  against  his  chal< 

lenge,  5 
To  be  a  perfect  favourer  of  the  truth. 
And,  to  be  short,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows, 


Our'scnrants,  aiidbur  tenints,  taking  parts:— 
Many  on  both  sides  hurt ;  and  for  an  hour 
The  broil  by  no  means  could  be  pacified  j 
Until  the  judges^  rising  from  the  bench, 
Weite  in  their  persons  forced  to  pan  the  fray. 
Cob.  I  hope  no  man  was  violently  slain. 
Fow.  'Faith  none,  I  trust,  bat  the  lord  Herbert  s 
self. 
Who  is  in  truth  so  dangerously  hurt, 
As  it  is  doubted  he  can  hardly  scape. 

Cob,  I  am  sorry,  my  good  lord,  for  these  ill 

news. 
Fow,  This  is  the  cause  that  drives  roe  mto  Kent, 
To  shroud  myself  with  you,  so  good  a  friend. 
Until  I  bear  how  things  do  speed  at  home. 
Cob,  Your  lordship  is  most  welcome  unto  Cob- 
ham; 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  mj  good  lord. 
My  name  was  brought  m  question  in  this  matter, 
Considering  I  have  many  enemies. 
That  threaten  malice,  and  do  lie  in  wait 
To  take  the  vantage  of  the  smallest  thing. 
But  you  are  welcome ;  and  repose  your  lordsbi(v 
And  keep  yourself  here  secret  in  my  house. 
Until  we  hear  bow  the  lord  Herbert  speeds. 

lEnter  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  man :  sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Har,  Yonder'sone  Master  Butler  of  the  pwy 
chamber,  is  sent  unto  you  from  the  king. 

Fow,  Pray  God,  that  the  lord  Herlicrt  be  not 
dead, 
And  the  king,  hearing  whither  I  am  ^one, 
Hath  sent  for  roe. 

Cob,  Comfort  yourself,   my  lord;  I  warrsnl 
you. 

Har,  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  ?  dost  thou  quake  f 
dost  thou  shake  ?  dost  thou  trf  mbte  ?  ha  ? 

Cob.  Peace,  you  old  fool.  Sirrah,  convey  this 
pentleroan  in  the  back  way,  and  bring  the  other 
mto  the  walk. 

Har,  Come,  sir,  you're  welcome,  if  you  love 
my  lord* 

Fow,  Gramercy,  gentle  friend. 

[Exeunt  Powis  and  Haepoou 

Cob,  1  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be 
long 
Before  I  heard  of  something  from  the  king, 
About  this  matter. 

Enter  Harpool  and  Butler. 


Har,  Sir,  yonder  my  lord  walks,  you  see  bini ; 
I'll  have  your  men  into  the  cellar  the  while. 

Co6.  Welcomey  good  master  Butler. 

Btt/.  Thanks,  my  good  lord.  His  Majesty  doth 
commend  his  love  unto  your  lordship,  and  wilb 
you  to  re|>air  unto  the  coort. 
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Cob.  God  bless  bis  bi^mess,  and  confoand  his  | 
enemies ! 
I  hope  his  majesty  is  well. 
But,  In  good  health,  my  lord. 
Cob.  Ood  long  continue  itf  Methinks  yon 
look 
As  thouffh  ]fou  were  not  well :  what  ail  ye,  sir? 
But,   Faith  I  have  had  a  foolish  odd  mis- 
chance, 
That  angers  me.    Coming  o'er  ShooterVHill, 
There  came  one  to  me  like  a  sailor,  and 
Atk'd  roy  money ;  and  whilst  I  staid  my  horse, 


To  draw  my  purse,  he  takes  the  advantage  of 
A  little  bank,  and  leaps  behind  me,  whips 
My  purse  away,  and  with  a  sudden  jerk, 
I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  least  three  yards 
Out  of  my  saddle.    I  never  was  so  robb'd 
In  all  my  life. 

Cob,  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  for  your  mischance; 
We  will  send  our  warrant  forth,  to  stay  all  such 
Suspicious  persons  as  shall  be  found ; 
Then,  Master  Butler,  we'll  attend  on  yon. 

But.  I  humbly  thank  your  lordship,  Fll  attend 
you.  [Eseunt, 


ACT  a 


SCENE  I.— ne  tome. 
Enter  a  Sumner* 

Sum.  I  have  the  law  to  warrant  what  I  do ; 
and  tliough  the  lord  Cobham  be  a  nobleman,  that 
dispenses  not  with  law  :  I  dare  serve  a  process, 
were  he  five  noblemen.  Though  we  sumners 
make  sometimes  a  mad  slip  in  a  corner  with  a 
pretty  wench,  a  sumner  must  not  go  always  by 
seeing :  a  man  may  be  content  to  hide  his  eyes 
where  he  may  feel  his  profit.  Well,  this  is  lord 
Cobham's  house ;  if  I  cannot  speak  with  him,  1*11 
dap  roy  citation  upon  his  door ;  so  my  lord  of 
Kochei^ter  bade  me  :  but  metliinks  here  comes  one 
of  his  men. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Har.  Welcome,  good  fellow,  welcome :  who 
woald*st  thou  speak  with  ? 

Sum*  With  mjf  lord  Coblrnm  I  would  speak,  if 
tboQ  be  one  of  his  men. 

Har.  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  men :  but  thou 
can'st  not  speak  with  my  lord. 

Sum.  May  1  send  to  him  then  ? 

Har.  ril  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  errand. 

Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  errand  to  thee. 

Har.  Then  keep  it  to  thyself,  and  walk  like  a 
knave  as  thou  cam'st. 

Sum.  I  tell  tliee,  my  lord  keeps  no  knaves, 
sirrah. 

Hot. Then  thou  servesthim  not,  I  believe.  What 
lord  is  thy  master  f 
,    Sum.  My  lord  of  Rochester. 

Har.  In  good  time  :  And  what  would*st  thou 
liave  with  my  lord  Cohtiam? 

^  Sum.  I  come,  by  virtue  of  a  process,  to  cite 
hiiD  to  appear  before  my  lord  in  the  court  at 
Rochester. 


Har.  [Atide.]  Well,  God  grant  me  patience  1 1 
could  eat  this  conger.  ^  My  lord  is  not  at  home ; 
therefore  it  were  good,  Sumner,  you  carried  yoor 
process  back. 

Sum.  Why  if  he  will  not  be  spoken  withal,  then 
will  I  leave  it  here ;  and  see  that  he  take  know- 
ledge of  it.  [Fixes  a  citation  on  the  Gate. 

Har.  'Zounds,  you  slave,  do  you  set  up  your 
bills  here  ?  Go  to ;  take  it  down  again.  Dost 
thou  know  what  thou  dost?  Dost  thou  know  on 
whom  thou  servest  a  process  ? 

Sum.  Yes,  marry  do  I ;  on  Sir  John  Oldcastle, 
lord  Cobham. 

Har,  I  am  glad  thou  knowcst  him  yet.  And, 
sirrah,  dost  thou  not  know  that  the  lord  Cobham 
is  a  brave  lord,  that  keeps  good  beef  and  beer  in 
his  house,  and  e\*ery  day  feeds  a  hundred  poor 
people  nt  his  gate,  and  keeps  a  hundred  tall  fel- 
lows? 

Sum.  What's  that  to  my  process  ? 

Har.  Marry  this,  sir ;  is  this  process  parch- 
ment ? 

Sum,  Yes,  marry  is  it 

Har.  And  this  seal  wax  ? 

Sum.  It  is  so. 

Har,  If  this  be  parchment,  and  this  wax,  cat 
you  this  parchment  and  this  wax,  or  I  will  make 
parchment  of  your  skin,  and  beat  your  brains  in- 
to wax.  Sirrah  Sumner,  dispatch ;  devour,  sirrah, 
devour. ' 

Sum.  I  am  my  lord  of  Rochester's  sumner;  I 
came  to  du  my  office,  and  thou  shalt  answer  it. 

Har.  Sirrah,  no  railing,  but  betake  yourself  to 
your  teeth.  Thou  shalt  eat  no  worse  than  thou 
bring'st  with  thee.  Thou  bring*st  it  for  my  lord, 
and  wilt  thou  bring  my  lord  worse  than  thou  wilt 
eat  thyself? 

Sum.  Sir,  I  brought  it  not  my  lord  to  eat. 
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—  J  could  eat  this  conger— The  conger  is  the  sea  eel  — Ma  lone. 

—  Devour  tirraA,  devour.^-'Thh  circomstaoce  is  not  a  6ction  of  the  author  of  this  play.  Nashe,  in. 
kis  Ajtologie  of  Pierce  Pennilesse,  1693,  says  lie  once  saw  Robert  Greene  (a  voluminous  writer  of  tliofe 
days)  *'  make  an  apparitor  eat  his  citation,  wax  and  all,  very  liandsomely  served  *twixt  two  dislies." 
Tlie  same  story  is  also  told  of  one  of  the  attendants  of  Bogo  de  Clare  in  the  eighteenth  year  of  Edward  L 
!ke  MilU*s  Pitcouru  of  the  jintifuity  of  the  Star-Chamber,  4to.  1590,  p.  46.— Malons. 
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FIRST  PART  OF 


[Anonymous. 


Ear,  Oy  do  you  sir  roe  now  ?  All's  one  for  that ; 
rU  make  jou  eat  it»  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Har,  Can  you  not  ?  *6bloocl,  I'll  beat  you  till 
you  have  a  stomach.  [Beats  him. 

Sum.  O  hold,  hold,  good  master  serving-man ;  I 
will  eat  it. 

Har,  Be  champing,  be  chewing,  sir,  or  111  chew 
TOO,  you  rogue.  Tough  wax  is  the  purest  of  the 
honey. 

5tcfii.  The  purest  of  the  honey ! — O,  Lord,  sir ! 
flb  !  oh  !  [Eats. 

Har,  Feed,  feed ;  'tis  wholsome,  rogue,  whol- 
9ome.  Cannot  you,  like  an  honest  sumner,  walk 
with  the  devil  your  brother,  to  fetch  in  your  bai- 
lift's  rents,  but  yuu  must  come  to  a  nobleman's 
bouse  with  process  ?  if  tliy  seal  were  as  broad  as 
the  lead  that  covers  Rochester  chturch,  thou 
sbould'st  eat  iL 

Sum*  O,  I  am  almost  choked,  I  am  almost 
choked. 

ffar.  Who's  within  there  ?  will  you  shame  my 
lord  ?  i§  there  no  beer  in  the  house  ?  Butler,  I  say. 

Enter  Butler. 

But,  Here,  liere. 

Hiir,  Give  him  beer.  There ;  tough  old  sheep- 
skin's bare  dry  meat.  [The  Sumner  drink$. 

Sum,  O,  sir,  let  me  go  no  farther;  I'll  eat  my 
word. 

Har,  Yea,  marry,  sir,  I  mean  you  shall  eat 
more  than  your  own  word  ;  for  111  make  you  eat 
all  the  words  in  the  process.  Why,  you  drab- 
monger,  cannot  the  secrets  of  all  the  wenches  in 
a  shire  serve  your  turn,  but  you  must  come 
'  hither  with  a  citation,  with  a  pox  ?  1*11  cite  you. — 
A  cup  of  sack  for  the  sumner. 

But,  Here,  sir,  here. 

Har,  Here,  slave,  I  drink  to  thee. 

Sum,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Har,  Now,  if  thou  find'st  thy  stomach  well,  lie- 
pause  thou  slialt  see  my  lord  keeps  meat  in  his 
house,  if  thou  %vilt  go  in,  thou  shaft  have  a  piece 
of  beef  to  thy  breakfast. 

Sum,  No,  I  am  very  well,  good  master  serving- 
man,  I  thank  you  ;  very  well,  sir. 

Har,  I  am  glad  on't :  then  be  walking  towards 
Ilochester  to  xeep  your  stomach  warm.  And, 
sumner,  if  I  do  know  you  disturb  a  good  wench 
within  this  diocese,  if  I  do  not  make  thee  eat  her 
petticr»at,  if  there  were  four  yards  of  Kentish 
cloth  in  it,  I  am  a  villain. 

Sum.  God  be  wi'  you,  master  serving-man. 

[Exit  Sumner, 

Har,  Farewell,  sumner. 

Enter  Constable, 

Con,  Save  you,  master  Harpool. 

Har,  Welcome  constable,  welcome  constable; 
what  news  with  thee  f 

Con,  An't  please  you,  master  Harpool,  I  am  to 
make  hue  and  cry  for  a  fellow  with  one  eye,  that 
has  robb'd  two  clothiers;  and  am  to  aave  your 


hindrance  to  search  all  suspected  places ;  and 
they  say  there  was  a  woman  in  the  company. 

Har,  Hast  thou  been  at  the  ale-house  ?  bait 
thou  sought  there  f 

Con,  I  durst  not  search  in  my  lord  Cobhani'i 
liberty,'  except  I  had  some  of  his  servants  for  my 
warrant. 

Har,  An  honest  constable :  Call  forth  him  d»t 
keeps  the  ale-house  there. 

den.  Ho,  who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  Ale-man. 

Ale-man.  Who  calls  there  ?  Oh,  is't  you,  master 
constable,  and  roaster  Harpool  ?  you  re  welcome 
with  all  my  heart.  What  make  you  here  so  early 
this  morning? 

Har,  Sirrah,  what  strangers  do  you  lodge  f 
there  is  a  robbery  dcme  this  morning,  and  we  are 
to  search  for  all  suspected  persons. 

Ale-man.  Gods-bore,  I  am  sorry  for*t.  Ffaith, 
sir,  I  lodge  nobody,  but  a  good  honest  priest,  calPd 
sir  John  a  Wrotbam,  aiid  a  hamlaome  womaa 
that  is  his  niece,  that  he  says  he  has  some  suit  in 
law  for ;  and  as  they  go  up  and  down  to  I/>ndoa, 
sometimes  they  lie  at  my  house. 

Har,  What,  is  she  here  in  thy  house  now  ? 

Ale-man,  She  is,  sir ;  I  promise  you,  sir,  he  it 
a  quiet  man,  and  because  he  will  not  trouble  too 
many  rooms,  he  makes  the  woman  lie  every 
night  at  his  bed's  feet. 

Har.  Bring  her  forth,  constable;  bring  ber 
forth ;  let's  see  her,  let's  see  her. 

Ale-man.  Dorothy,  you  must  come  down  to 
master  constable. 

Enter  Dorothy; 

Doll.  Anon  forsooth. 

Har.  Welcome,  sweet  lass,  welcooie. 

DolL  I  thank  you,  good  sir,  and  master  con* 
stable  also. 

Har.  A  plump  girl  by  the  mass,  a  plump  girl. 
Ha,  Doll,  ha  !  Witt  thou  forsake  the  priest,  sod 
go  with  nic,  Doll  ? 

Con.  Ah  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  yoa  ut 
n  merry  old  man,  i'faith  ;  you  will  never  he  oM. 
Now  by  the  mack,  a  pretty  wench  indeed ! 

Har.  You  old  mad  merry  constable,  art  tbos 
advised  of  that  ?  Ha,  well  said,  Doll ;  fill  sane  ale 
'liere. 

Doll.  Oh,  if  I  wist  this  old  priest  would  not 
stick  to  me,  by  Jove  I  would  ingle  this  old  serv- 
ing-man. [Aside. 

Har.  O  you  old  mad  colt,  i'faith  I'll  ferk  you) 
611  all  the  pots  in  the  house  there. 

Con.  Od  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  yon  are 
a  heart  of  oak  when  all's  done. 

Har.  Ha,  Doll,  thou  hast  a  sweet  pair  of  lipi) 
by  the  mass. 

DolL  Truly  you  are  a  most  sweet  old  man,  si 
ever  I  saw ;  by  my  troth,  you  have  a  face  able  to 
make  any  woman  in  love  with  you, 

Har.  Fill,  sweet  Doll,  I'll  drink  to  tfaee. 


Amomtmous.] 


SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


SSI" 


DolL  I  pledge  jou,  sir,  and  thank  you  there- 
fore, and  I  prmy  you  let  it  come. 

Har,  { Embracing  ker.]  Doll,  canst  thoa  love 
me  ? 
A  mad  merry  last;  irould  to  God  I  bad  never  seen 
thee! 

DoU,  I  warrant  you,  you  will  not  out  of  my 
thoughts  this  twelvemonth ;  truly  Tou  are  as  full 
of  favour,  as  a  man  may  be.  An,  these  sweet 
grey  locks !  by  my  troth  they  are  most  lovely. 

Can,  Cuds  bores,  master  Harpool,  Til  have  one 
buss  too. 

Hmr.  No  licking  for  you,  constable ;  hands  off, 
hands  off. 

Con.  Bfr  lady,  I  love  kissing  as  well  as  you. 

JDoii.  O  you  arc  an  oM  boy,  you  have  a  wan- 
ton eye  of  your  own !  Ah,  you  sweet  sugar-lip'd 
wanton,  you  will  win  as  many  women*s  hearts  as 
oome  in  your  company. 

Mnter  5ir  John  qfWroiham, 

Sir  John,  Dolh,  oome  hither. 

Hitr,  Pnest,  she  shall  not. 

DoiL  ril  come  anon,  sweet  love. 

Sir  John.  Hands  off,  old  fornicator. 

Har.  Vicar,  1*U  sit  here  in  spite  of  thee.  Is 
this  fit  stuff  for  a  priest  to  carry  up  and  down 
with  him  ? 

Sir  John,  Sirrah,  dost  thoo  not  know  that  a 
good-fellow  parson  may  have  a  chapel  of  ease, ' 
where  his  parish  church  is  far  off? 

Har.  You  whorson-stoned  vicar ! 

Sir  John.  You  old  stale  ruffian,  you  lion  of 
Cotswold ! " 

Har.  'Zounds,  vicar,  1*11  geld  you. 

IFUeiupon  him. 

Con.  Keep  the  king's  peace. 

DoU,  Murder,  muHer,  murder ! 

Ale-man.  Hold,  as  you  ore  men,  hold!  for 
God's  sake  be  quiet;  put  up  your  weapons,  you 
draw  not  in  my  house. 

Har.  You  whorson  bawdy  priest ! 

iStr  Jo4ii.  Yon  old  mutiton-moi^r ! 

Co^.  Hold,  sir  John,  hold. 

DoU.  I  pray  thee,  sweet  heart,  be  quiet ;  I 
was  but  sitting  to  drink  a  pot  of  ale  with  him; 
even  as  kind  a  man  as  ever  I  met  with. 

Har.  Thou  art  a  thief,^  warrant  thee.  ' 

Sir  John.  Th?:j  I  am  but  as  thou  hast  been  in 
thy  days.  Let's  not  be  ashamed  of  our  trade; 
the  king  has  been  a  thief  himself. 


DolL  Come,  be  quiet    Hast  thou  sped  ? 

Sir  John.  I  have,  wench ;  here  ^  crowns  i'faitk 

DolL  Come  let's  be  all  friends  then. 

Con.  Well  said,  mistress  Dorothy. 

Har,  Thou  art  the  maddest  priest  that  ever  I 
met  with. 

Sir  John.  Give  mb  thy  hand,  thou  art  as  good 
a  fellow  ! — I  am  a  singer,  a  drinker,  a  bencher, ' 
awencher;  I  can  say  a  mass,  and  kiss  a  lass; 
'faith,  I  have  a  parsonage,  and  because  I  would 
not  be  at  too  mucn  charges,  this  wench  serveth  me 
for  a  sexton. 

Har,  Well  said,  mad  priest;  well  in  and  be 
friends.  liLgettm. 

SCENE  II. 

Lonion.-^A  Room  in  the  Axe  ian,  without  BS- 

thop'gate. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  Acton,  Bourn,  Bevehlet, 

and  MuRLEY. 

Act.  Now,  master  Murley,  I  am  well  assured 
You  know  our  errand,  and  do  like  the  cause. 
Being  a  man  afiected  as  we  are. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear !  no 
master,  eood  sir  Roger  Acton,  master  Bourn,  and 
master  Beverley,  gentlemen  and  justices  of  the 
peace;  no  master,  I,  but  plain  William  Murley, 
the  brewer  of  Dunstable,  your  honest  neighbour 
and  your  friend,  if  ye  be  men  of  ray  profession. 

Bev.  Professed  friends  to  Wickliff,  foes  to 
Rome. 

Mur,  Hold  by  me,  lad ;  lean  upon  that  stafl^ 
good  master  Beverley ;  all  of  a  house.  Say  your 
mind,  say  your  mind. 

Act.  You  know,  our  faction  now  is  grown  so 
great 
Throughout  the  realm,  that  it  begins  to  smoke 
Into  the  clergy's  eyes,  and  the  king's  ears. 
High  time  it  is  that  we  were  drawn  to  head. 
Our  general  and  officers  appointed; 
And  wars,  you  wot,  will  ask  great  store  of  coin. 
Able  to  strength  our  action  with  your  purse^ 
You  are  elected  for  a  colonel 
Over  a  regiment  of  fifteen  bands. 

Mur.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry !  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro,  be  it  more  or  less  upon  occasion.  Lord  have 
mercy  upon  us,  what  a  world  is  this !  Sir  Roger 
Acton,  I  am  but  a  Dunstable  man,  a  plain  brewer, 
yon  know.  Will  lusty  caveliering  captains,  gei^ 
tiemen,  come  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bidding  ? 


*  The  CotnooJd  hills  in  Gloacestershire  were  famoos  on  account  of  the  number  of  sheep  fed  upon  tlMm« 
A  Cctmold  Hon  therefore  meant  a  Cotswold  shews  #  as  an  Essex  lion  is  still  the  cant  term  for  an  Esssx 
calf. 

^  — A  simgrVf  attrMfcgr,  ^  beaciher.  ^  TfaouartTO  fhtwttted  (says  prince  Henry  to  Falstaff)  with  drink* 
ing  of  old  sack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and  sleeping  upon  benches  at  noon."  Before  alehouMSy 
formerly,  ^eiicAet  were  placed  for  the  accommodation  of  company*  80  in  the  precediiig  act  :— 

** when  the  vulgar  sort 

*<  Sh  00  their  aU-4mch  with  their  cops  and  cans."— 
It  is  yet  a  fashhm  in  the  coontry.       llALOifB* 
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dainty  my  dear,  theyll  do  a  do^  of  wax,  a  liofw 
of  cheese,  a  prick  and  a  pudding.  Noyjio;  ye 
most  appoint  some  lord  or  knig^^  at  loist,  to  that 
place. 

Bour,  Why,  master  Murlcy,  you  shall  be  a 
knighr*' 
Were  you  not  in  election  to  be  sheriff? 
Have  yon  net  passed  all  offices  but  that  ? 
Have  yoci  not  wealth  to  make  your  wife  a  lady  ? 
1  warrant  you,  my  lord,  our  genera). 
Bestows  that  honour  on  you,  at  (tnt  sight. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  iny  dear.— 
But  tell  me,  who  shall  be  our  general }  Where's 
the  lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Oldcastle,  that  noble 
alms-giver,  house-keeper,  virtuous,  religious  gen- 
tleman ?  Come  to  me  there,  boys ;  come  to  me 
tliere. 

Act,  Why,  who  but  he  shall  be  our  general  ? 

Mur,  And  shall  he  knight  me,  and  make  me 
colonel? 

Act.  My  word  for  that,  sir  William  Murlcy, 
knight. 

Mur.  Fellow,  »ir  Roger  Acton,  knight,  all  fel- 
lows, I  mean  in  arms,  how  strong  are  we  ?  how 
many  partners  ?  Our  enemies,  beside  the  king,  are 
mighty :  be  it  more  or  lets  upon  occasion,  reckon 
our  force. 

Act.  There  are  of  us,  our  friends,  and  followers. 
Three  thousand  and  three  hundred  at  the  least; 
Of  northern  lads  four  thousand,  beside  horse ; 
From  Kent  there  comes,  with  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Seven  thousand  :  then  from  London  issue  out, 
Of  masters,  servants,  stran^rs,  'prentices. 
Forty  odd  thousand  into  Ficket-neld, 
Where  we  appoint  our  special  rendezvous. 

Mur,  Phew,  paltry,  fwltry,  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us,  what  a  world  is 
this !  Where's  that  Ficket-field,  sir  Roger  ? 

Act.  Behind  St  Giles's  in  the  Field,  near  Hol- 
bom. 

Mur.  Newgate,  up  Holbom,  St  Giles's  in  the 
Field,  and  to  Tyburn ;  an  old  saw.  For  the  day, 
for  the  day  ? 

Act,  On  Friday  next,  the  fourteenth  day  of  Ja- 
nuary. 

Mur.  Tilly  vally,  trust  roe  never,  if  I  have  any 
liking  of  that  day.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry  !  Friday, 
quoth-a,  a  dismal  day :  Childermas-day  this  year 
was  Friday. 

Bev,  Nay,  matter  Murley,  if  you  observe  such 
days, 
We  make  some  question  of  your  constancy : 
All  days  are  alike  to  men  resolved  in  right. 

Mur.  Say  amen,  and  say  no  more,  but  say  and 
boldy  master  Beverley :  Friday  next,  and  Ficket- 


field,  and  William  Murley  and  his  merry  men 
shall  be  all  one.  I  have  half  a  score  jades  dm 
draw  my  beer  carts ;  and  every  jade  sGaII  beir  a 
knave,  and  every  knave  shall  wear  a  jack,  vd 
evciT  jack  shall  have  a  skull,  and  every  skoll 
shall  shew  a  spear,  and  every  spear  shall  kill 
a  Toe  at  Ficketrfield,  at  Ficket-field.  John  and 
Tom,  Dick  and  Hodge,  Ralph  and  Robin,  Wil- 
liam and  George,  aiid  all  my  knaves,  shall  figfat 
like  men  at  Ficket-field,on  Friday  next. 

Bourn.  What  sum  of  money  mean  you  to  di»> 
burse? 

Mur.  It  may  be,  modestly,  decently,  and  so- 
beHy,  and  handsomely,  I  may  bring  iive  hnndred 
pound. 

Act.  Five  hundred,  aian  ?  five  thousand's  not 
enough: 
A  hundred  tliousand  will  not  pay  our  men 
Two  months  together.    Either  oome  prepared 
Like  a  brave  knight  and  martial  colonal. 
In  glittering  gold,  and  gallant  furniturq. 
Bringing  in  coin,  a  cart-load  at  the  least, 
And  all  your  followers  mounted  on  good  hone, 
Or  never  come  disgraceful  to  us  all. 

Hev.  Perchance  you  may  be  chosen  treasurer; 
Ten  thousand  pound 's  the  least  that  you  caa 
bring. 

Mur.  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro : 
upon  occasion  I  have  ten  thouimnd  pound  to 
*8pend,  and  ten  too.  And,  rather  than  the  bishop 
shall  have  his  will  of  me,  for  my  conscience,  it 
shall  all  go.  Flame  and  flax,  flax  and  flame.  It 
was  got  with  water  and  malt,  and  it  sliall  flj  with 
fire  and  gun-powder.  Sir  Roger,  a  cart-load  of 
money,  till  the  axletree  crack;  myself  anduy 
men  in  Ficket-field  on  Friday  next:  remember 
my  knighthood  and  my  place  :  there's  my  hand, 
I'll  be  there.  [Exit  Muaur. 

Act.  See  what  ambition  may  persuade  mea  to ! 
In  hope  of  honour  he  will  spend  himself. 

Bourn.  I  never  thought  a  brewer  half  so  rich. 

Bev.  Was  never  bAukrupt  brewer  yet  butoae, 
With  using  too  iQuch  malt,  too  little  waier. 

Act.  That  is  no  fault  in  brewers  now  adays: 
Come,  let's  away  aJi>out  our  business.     [Exeaaf. 

SCENE  UL 
An  Audience- chamber  in  the  Palace  at  Eltham* 

Enter  King  Hen  rt,  the  Duke  ofSuFFOLx,  But- 
ler, and  Lord  Cobham. — He  kneels  to  tke 
King. 

K.  Henry.  'Tis  not  enough,  lord  Cobham,  to 
submit; 


'  —  MasUr  Murley^  y<iu  ^hall  he  a  ibit>Af .— This  is  founded  on  an  historical  fact.  When  Mnrley,  w 
Ifurta,  was  taken,  he  li^d  a  pair  of  gilt  »purB  in  his  bosom,  imagining  that  he  should  have  been  Bade  a 
kn*§ht  the  next  day  by  lord  Cobham.    See  Stowe^s  Annalt^  p.  SM*  edit.  16ai»*-MAL05E. 
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iBSt  temke  jtmr  gross  opinion, 
isbops  find  themselves  much  injored ; 
iioQgh,  for  some  good  service  joa  have 

done, 
»r  our  pert  are  pleased  to  pardon  yon, 
ley  will  not  so  soon  be  satisfied. 
'.  My  grmdons  lord,  anto  your  miyesty, 
onto  my  God,  I  do  owe  my  life ; 
rhat  is  mine,  either  by  nature's  gift, 
tune's  bounty,  all  is  at  your  service. 
»r  obedience  to  the  pope  of  Rome, 
him  none ;  nor  shall  his  shaveling  priests 
ire  in  England,  alter  my  belief. 
of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 
[  am  in  an  error,  I  will  yield, 
ladly  take  instruction  at  their  hands : 
tberwise,  I  do  beseech  your  grace 
»nscience  may  not  be  encroi^cbed  upon. 
Henfy,  We  would  be  loth  to  press  our  sub* 

jects'  bodies, 

less  their  souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 

m  that  is  the  ruler  of  us  all : 

t  me  counsel  yon,  that  migiht  command. 

I  presame  to  tempt  them  with  ill  words^ 
afler  any  meetings  to  be  had 

n  your  house;  Imt  to  the  uttermost 
rse  the  flocks  of  this  new  gathering  sect. 
.  My  liege,  if  any  breadie,  that  dares  come 
forth, 
ay,  my  life  in  any  of  these  points 
ves  the  attainder  of  ignoble  thoughts, 
stand  I,  craving  no  remorse  at  all, 
ren  the  utmost  rigour  may  be  shown. 
Henry.  Let  it  suffice  we  know  your  loyalty, 
have  you  there  ? 
.  A  deed  of  clemency ; 
highness'  pardon  for  lord  Powis'  life, 

I I  did  bc^  and  you,  my  noble  lord, 
icious  favour  did  vouchsafe  to  grant. 
Henry,  But  yet  it  is  not  signed  with  our 

hand.   ' 
•.  Not  yet,  mv  liege. 
Henwy.  The  fact  you  say  was  done 
f  pretensed  malice,  but  by  chance. 
.  Upon  mine  honour  so^  no  otherwise. 
Henry.  There  is  his  pardon ;  bid  him  make 

amends,  [Signs  the  Pardon, 

ileanse  his  soul  to  God  for  his  offence : 
we  remit,  is  bat  the  body's  scourge.— 
low,  lord  bishop  ? 

Enter  Bishop  o/*  Rochester. 

k.  Justice,  dread  sovereign ! 

m  art  king,  so  grant  I  may  have  justice. 

^eary.  What  means  this  ezdamatioo?  let 

us  know. 
A.  Ah,  my  good  lord,  the  state  is  much 

abused, 

or  decrees  most  shamefully  prophaned. 
Henry,  How  f  or  by  whom  i 
k.  Even  by  this  heretic, 
,  this  traitor  to  your  loaj^ty. 


Cob,  Prelate,  thou  liest,  even  in  ^y  greaiy  maw. 
Or  whosoever  twits  me  with  the  name 
Of  either  traitor,  or  of  heretic. 

K,  Henry,  Forbear,  I  say :  and,  bishop,  shew 
the  cause 
From  whence  this  late  abuse  hath  been  derived. 

Roch,  Thus,  mighty  king.   By  general  consent, 
A  messenger  was  sent  to  cite  this  lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  connstory ; 
And  coming  to  his  house,  a  ruffian  slave. 
One  of  his  daily  followers,  met  the  man ; 
Who,  knowinit  him  to  be  a  paritor. 
Assaults  him  first,  and  after,  in  contempt 
Of  us  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  process,  parchment,  seal,  and  all ; 
Whereby  his  master  neither  was  brought  forth, 
Nor  we  but  scorned  for  our  authority. 

K.  Henry.  When  was  this  done  ? 

Roch.  At  six  a  clock  this  morning. 

K.  Henry.  And  when  came  you  to  court  ? 

Cob.  Last  night,  my  liegje. 

K,  Henry,  By  this,  it  seems  he  is  not  i^ilty  of 
it. 
And  yoo  have  done  him  wrong  to  accuse  him  so. 

Roch,  But  it  was  done,  my  lord,  by  his  ap- 
pointment ; 
Or  else  his  man  durst  not  have  been  so  bold. 

K,  Henry.  Or  else  you  durst  not  be  bold  to  in- 
terrupt 
And  fill  our  ears  with  frivolous  complaints. 
Is  this  the  duty  you  do  bear  to  us  f 
Was't  not  sufficient  we  did  pass  our  word 
To  send  for  him,  but  you,  misdoubting  it. 
Or,  which  is  worse,  intending  to  forestal 
Our  regal  power,  must  likewise  summon  him  ? 
This  savours  of  ambition,  not  of  zeal ; 
And  rather  proves  you  malice  his  estate, 
Than  any  way  that  he  ofliends  the  law. 
Go  to,  we  like  it  not ;  and  he  your  officer 
Had  his  desert  for  being  insolent. 
That  was  employed  so  mnch  amiss  herein. 
So,  Cobham,  when  you  please,  you  may  depart. 

Cob,  I  humbly  bid  farewell  unto  my  liege. 

[Exif  CoBHAir* 

Enter  Huntington. 

K.  Henry,  Farewell. — What  is  the  news  by 
Huntington  ? 

ITan.  Sir  Roger  Acton,  and  a  crew,  my  lord, 
Of  bold  seditious  rebels,  are  in  arms, 
Intending  reformation  of  religion ; 
And  with  their  army  they  intend  to  pitch 
In  Ficket-field,  unless  they  be  repulsed. 

K,  Henry.  So  near  our  presence  ?  Dare  they 
be  so  bold  i 
And  will  proud  war,  and  eager  thirst  of  blood, 
Whom  we  had  tliought  to  entertain  far  oS, 
Press  forth  upon  us  in  our  native  bounds  ? 
Must  we  be  forced  to  handsel  our  sharp  blades 
In  England  here,  which  we  prepared  for  France? 
Well,  a  God's  name  be  it.  What's  their  number, 
say, 
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Or  who's  the  chief  commander  of  this  root  ? 
Hun.  Their  number  is  not  known  as  yet,  my 
lord; 
But  'tis  reported,  sir  John  Oldcastle 
Is  the  chief  man,  on  whom  they  do  depend. 

K.  Henry.  How  !  the  lord  Cobharo  ? 
'  Hvn.  Yes,  my  gracious  lord. 

Rock.  I  could  have  told  your  majesty  as  much 
Before  he  went,  but  that  I  saw  your  grace 
Was  too  much  blinded  by  his  flattery. 

5u/!  Send  post,  my  lord,  to  fetch  him  back 
again. 


Buf.Traitor  unto  his  country !  how  be  smooched, 
And  seemed  as  innocent  as  tnitli  itself. 

K,  Henry.  I  cannot  think  it  yet  he  would  be 
false ; 
Bnt  if  he  be,  no  matter; — let  him  go : 
We'll  meet  both  him  and  them  unto  their  woe; 
[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Suffoli^,  Huj- 
TiNGTON  and  Butler. 
Roch.  This  falls  out  well;  and  at  tbe  lastl 
hope 
To  see  this  hereuc  die  in  a  rope.  [EiU. 


ACT   in. 


SCENE  L-^An  Avenue  leading  to  lord  Cob- 
»am's  House  in  Kent. 

Enter  the  Earl  o/'Cambridgc,  LorrfScROOPE, 
Sir  Thomas  Grey,  amd  Chartres. 

Scroope.  Once  more,  my  lord  of  Cambridge, 

make  rehearsal 
How  vou  do  stand  entitled  to  the  crown : 
The  dieeper  shall  we  print  it  in  our  minds, 
And  every  man  the  better  be  resolved. 
When  he  perceives  his  quarrel  to  be  jusL 

Cam.  Then,  thus,  lord  Scroope, — sir  Thomas 

Grey,— and  you 
Monsieur  de  Chartres,  agent  for  the  French  : 
This  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence,  (as  I  said) 
Third  son  of  Edward  (England's  king)  the  third, 
Ha^  issue,  Philip,  his  sole  daughter  and  heir ; 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  marriage 
To  Edmund  Mortimer,  the  earl  of  March, 
And  by  him  had  a  son  called  Roger  Mortimer ; 
Which  Roger  likewise  had  of  his  descent^ 
Edmund  and  Roger,  Anne  and  Eleanor, 
Two  daughters  and  two  sons ;  l^fut  of  those,  three 
Died  without  issue.    Anne,  that  did  survive. 
And  now  was  left  her  father's  only  heir. 
My  fortune  was  to  marr^ ;'°  being  too, 
^y  my  grandfather,  of  king  Edward's  line : 


So  of  his  sir-name,  I  am  called,  you  know, 
Richard  Plantagcnet :  my  father  was 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  and  son  and  heir 
To  Ed  mund  Langley,  Edward  the  third's  fifth  son.* 

Scroope.  So  that  it  seems  your  claim  comes  bf 
your  wife. 
As  lawful  heir  to  Roger  Mortimer, 
The  son  of  Edmund,  which  did  roarnr  Philipf 
Daughter  and  heir  to  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence. 

Cam.  True ;  for  this  Harry,  and  his  father  bocb, 
Harry  the  fourth,'^  as  plainly  doth  appear. 
Are  false  intruders,  and  usurp  the  crown. 
For  when  young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  sUio, 
In  him  the  title  of  prince  Edward  died, 
That  was  the  eldest  of  king  Edward's  sods. 
William  of  Hatfield,  and  their  second  brother, 
Death  in  his  nonage  had  before  bereft : 
So  that  my  wife,  derived  from  Lionel, 
Third  son  unto  king  Edward,  ouglit  proceed," 
And  take  possession  of  the  diadem. 
Before  this  Harry,  or  his  father  king. 
Who  fetch  their  title  but  from  Lancaster, 
Fourth  of  that  royal  line.    And  being  thus, 
Wliat  reason  is't,  but  she  should  have  tier  n^btf 

Scroope.  I  am  resolved  our  enterprize  is  just 

Grev.  Harry  shall  die,  or  else  resign  hiscrowo. 

Char.  Perform  but  that,  and  Charles  the  kioc 
of  France 
Shall  aid  you,  lords,  not  only  with  his  men, 


^^  By  fortune  was  to  many— All  tbe  copies  cootar  In  this  reading ;  bat  it  is  evidently  eontipt.  Rickali 
earl  of  Cambridge  was  the  husltaod  of  Anne,  daughter  to  Koger,  Mortimer  earl  of  March.  There  c«, 
therefore,  be  no  doubt,  that  by  was  an  error  of  the  press  for  my^  which  is  now  placed  in  the  text.— Ma- 
lone. 

"  Edward  the  third's  first  ton.—KesLdJifth  son :  for  so  Edmund  of  Langley,  duke  of  York,  was  to  kisg 
Edward  II L^-Pei^cy.  , 

'^  Harry  the  first— Thus  the  old  copies.  I  once  thought  the  author  might  have  meant  the  first  of  tbe 
two  intruding  Harrys.  But  as  in  a  former  line  first  was  printed  instead  of  fifth,  the  same  word  (as  Dr 
Percy  and  Mr  Steevens  observe  to  me)  was  probably  here  an  erratum  torfwurth. — Malov  b. 

'3  Ought  proceed.— Thus  the  quarto  of  1600,  and  all  the  other  copies.  I  believe  the  aathor  wrolf 

precede.    However,  as  proceed  before  affords  the  same  meaning,  1  have  made  no  cliange.-   Malomc 

I  think  proceed  is  th*e  trae  reading.  To  proceed  is  to  go  forward,  to  tend  to  tbe  end  designed,  to  a^ 
vaoce.    8o  in  CoriolanuSf 

"  Temperately  proceed  to  what  you  wonld4^STEEyE5S.'' 
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Bot  send  you  money  to  maintain  your  wars. 
Five  hundred  tliousand  crowns  he  bade  me  prof- 
fer, 
If  you  can  stop  but  Harry's  voyage  for  France. 

Seroope,  We  nerer  had  a  fitter  time  thau  now, 
The  realm  in  such  division  as  it  is. 

Cam.  Besides,  you  must  persuade  you,  there  is 
due 
Vengeance  for  Richard's  murther,  which  although 
Ic  be  deferred,  yet  it  will  fall  at  last. 
And  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 
Sin  hath  had  many  years  to  ripen  in ; 
And  now  the  harvest  cannot  be  far  off, 
Wherein  the  weeds  of  usurpation 
Are  to  be  cropp'd,  and  cast  into  the  fire. 
Seroope,   No  more,  earl  Cambridge;   here  I 
plight  my  faith 
To  set  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  wife. 

Gra/s  Grey  will  perform  the  same,  as  he  is 

knight 
Char,  And,  to  assist  ye,  as  I  said  before, 
Chartres  doth  gage  the  honour  of  his  king. 
Seroope,  We  lack  but  now  lord  Cobham's  fel- 
lowship. 
And  then  our  plot  were  absolute  indeed. 

Cam,  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  lord;  his  life  pur- 
sued 
By  the  incensed  clergy,  and  of  late 
Brought  in  displeasure  with  the  king,  assures 
He  may  be  qmckly  won  unto  our  faction. 
Who  hath  the  articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpose  ? 

Grey.  That  have  I,  my  lord. 
Cam.  We  should  not  now  be  far  off  from  his 
house. 
Our  serious  conference  hath  beguiled  the  way ; 
See  where  his  castle  stands.    Give  me  the  wri- 
ting; 
When  we  are  come  unto  the  speech  of  him, 
Because  we  will  not  stand  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  said,  here  he  shall  read 
Our  minds  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 

Enter  Lord  Cobham. 

Seroope.  A  ready  way.    Here  comes  the  man 
himself. 
Booted  and  spurr'd ;  it  seems  he  hath  been  riding. 

Cam,  Well  met,  lord  Cobham. 

Cob.  My  lord  of  Cambridge  ! 
Your  honour  is  most  welcome  into  Kent, 
And  all  the  rest  of  this  fair  company.     * 
I  am  new  come  from  London,  gentle  lords: 
But  will  ye  not  take  Cowling  for  your  host,'* 
And  see  what  entertainment  it  affords  ? 

Cofn,  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your 
guests : 


But  now  this  lucky  meeting  shall  suffice 
To  end  our  business,  and  defer  that  kindness. 
Cob.  Business,  my  lord  ?  what  business  should 
let 
You  to  be  merry  ?  We  have  no  delicates : 
Yet  this  ril  promise  you ;  a  piece  of  venison, 
A  cup  of  wine,  and  so  forth,  hunter's  fare  : 
And  if  you  please,  we'll  strike  the  stag  ourselves, 
Shall  fill  our  dishes  with  his  well-fed  flesh. 

Seroope,  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  desire. 
Cob,  My  lords,  and  you  sliall  have  your  choice 

with  me. 
Cam.  Nay,  but  the  stag  which  we  desire  to 
strike. 
Lives  not  in  Cowling :  if  you  will  consent. 
And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  forest 
Where  runs  a  lusty  herd ;  anioog  the  which 
There  is  a  stag  superior  to  the  rest ; 
A  stately  beast,  that,  when  his  fellows  run. 
He  loads  the  race,  aud  beats  the  sullen  earth. 
As  though  he  sconied  it,  with  his  trampling  hoofs; 
Aloft  be  bears  his  head,  and  with  his  breast. 
Like  a  huge  bulwark,  counter-checks  the  wind  : 
And,  when  he  standeth  still,  he  stretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  the  firmament  with  forked  horns. 
Cob.  'TIS  pity  such  a  goodly  beast  should  diej 
Cam.  Not  so,  sir  John;  for  he  is  tyrannous. 
And  pores  the  other  deer,  and  will  not  ke^p 
Withm  the  limiu  are  appointed  him. 
Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  several. 
Which  doth  belong  to  me,  and  there  he  spoils 
Both  corn  and  pasture.    Two  of  his  wild  race, 
Alike  for  stealth  and  covetous  encroaching, 
Already  are  removed ;  if  he  were  dead^ 
I  should  not  only  be  secure  from,  hurt. 
But  with  his  body  make  a  royal  feasL 
Seroope.  How  say  you  theii  ?  will  you  first  hunt 

with  us? 
Cob,  'Faith,  lords,  1  like  the  pastime .  there's 

the  place  ? 
Cam.  Peruse  this  writing,  it  will  shew  you  all, 
And  what  occasion  we  have  for  the  sport. 

[Preunti  a  Tap^r, 
Cob,  [Reads.']  Call  ye  this  hunting,  my  lords? 
Is  this  (he  stag 
You  fain  would  chase,  Harry,  our  n;iost  dread 

king? 
So  we  may  moke  a  banqqet  for  the  devil ; 
And,  in  the  stead  of  wholesome  meat,  prepare 
A  dish  of  poison  to  confound  ourselves. 

Cam.  Why  so,  lord  Cobham  ?  See  you  not  our 
claim  ? 
And  how  imperiously  he  holds  the  crown  ? 
Seroope,  Besides,  you  know  yourself  is  in  disr 
grace, 


'^  But  Witt  yt  not  take  Cowling  for  your  Aof/.— CopB/in^  was  the  name  of  Lord  Cobkam's  seat  In  Kent« 
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Held  as  a  recreant,  and  pursued  to  death. 
This  will  defetid  yoa  frotn  jour  ettemies, 
And  stabiish  your  religion  through  the  land. 

Cob,  Notorious  treason  !  yet  I  will  conceal 
My  seciiet  thoughts,  to  sound  the  depth  of  it. 

[Aside, 
My  lord  of  Cambridge,  I  do  see  your  daim, 
And  what  gnod  may  redound  unto  the  land. 
By  prosecuting  of  this  enterpriie ; 
But  where  are  men  f  whete's  power  and  furniture 
To  order  such  an  action  f  We  are  weak ; 
Harry^  yoa  know,  is  a  mighty  potentate. 

Cam.  Tut,  we  ate  stroiig  enough ;  yon  are  he- 
loved, 
And  many  will  be  glad  to  follow  you ; 
We  are  the  like,  and  some  will  fbllow  us : 
Nay,  there  is  hope  from  France :  here's  an  am- 
bassador 
That  promiseth  both  men  and  money  too. 
The  commons  likewise,  as  we  hear,  ptetend 
A  sudden  tumult ;  %e  will  join  with  them. 

Cob,  Some  likelihood,  I  must  confess,  to  speed  : 
But  how  shall  I  believe  this  in  plain  truth  ? 
You  are,  my  lords,  such  men  as  live  in  court, 
And  have  been  highly  favoured  of  the  king, 
Especitdly  lord  Scroope,  whom  oftentimes 
He  maketh  choice  of  for  his  bed-fellow. 
And  you,  lord  Grey,  are  of  his  privy-council : 
Is  not  this  a  train  laid  to  entrap  my  life  ? 

Cam,  Then  perish  may  my  soul !  What,  think 
you  so? 

Scroope.  We'll  swear  to  you. 

Grey.  Or  take  the  sacrament 

Cob.  Nay,  you  are  noblemen,  and  I  imagine, 
As  you  are  honourable  by  birth,  and  blood. 
So  you  will  be  in  heart,  in  thought,  in  word. 
I  crave  no  other  testimony  but  this : 
That  you  would  all  subscribe,  and  set  your  hands 
Unto  this  writing,  which  you  gave  to  me. 

Cam.  With  all  our  hearts :  Who  hath  any  pen 
and  ink  ? 

Scroope  My  pocket  should  have  one :  O,  here 
it  is. 

Cam,  Give  it  me,  lord  Scroope.    There  is  my 
name. 

Scroope,  And  there  is  my  name. 

Grey,  And  mine. 

Cob,  Sir,  let  me  crave 
That  you  would  likewise  write  your  name  with 

theirs. 
For  confirmation  of  your  master's  words, 
The  king  of  France. 

Char.  That  will  I,  noble  lord. 

Cob.  So,  now  this  action  is  well  knit  together. 
And  I  am  for  you  :  where's  our  meeting,  lords? 

Cam.  Here,  if  you  please,  the  tenth  of  July 
next. 

Cob.  In  Kent  ?  agreed*    Now  let  us  in  to  sup- 
per. 
I  hope  your  honours  will  not  away  to-night. 

Cum,  Yes,  presently,  for  I  have  far  to  ride, 


About  solidtiiig  of  other  frtendt. 
Scroope.  And  we  would  not  be  absent  fron 
the  court. 
Lest  thereby  grow  suspidoa  in  the  king. 
Cob,  Yet  taste  a  cup  of  wine,  before  ye  go. 
Cam,  Not  now,  my  lord,  we  thank  yoa;  m 
farewdl. 
[Exeunt  ScaooPE,  Grey,  Cam brioce, 

aildCHARTftES. 

Cob,  Farewdl,  my  noble  lords. — My  noble 
lords ! 
My  noble  villains,  base  conspirators ! 
How  can  they  look  his  hifshness  io  the  face, 
Whom  they  so  cbsely  stiMly  lo  betray? 
But  I'll  not  sleep  until  I  make  it  known : 
This  head  shall  not  be  burdened  with  such  thoog^i^ 
Nor  in  this  heart  will  I  conceal  a  deed 
Of  such  impiety  afcainst  my  king. 
Madim,  how  now  ? 

Enter  Lady  CoBUkis,  Lord  Vowis,  Xoc^Powi^ 

and  Harpool. 

L.  Cob,  Yoo*re  welcome  home,  my  lord : 
Why  seem  you  so  unquiet  in  your  looks? 
What  hath  belallen  you  that  distorbsyonr  niad) 
L.  Potp,  Bad  newS|  I  am  afraid,  tonchiog  aaj 

husband. 
Cob,  Madam,  not  so;  there  is  yoor  husbaadV 
pardon: 
Long  may  ye  live,  each  joy  anto  the  other. 
L.  Pow,  So  great  a  kindness,  as  I  know  not 
how 
To  make  reply ; — my  sense  is  quite  confounded. 
Cob.  Let  tHat  alone ;  and,  niadam,  stay  me  nut, 
For  I  must  back  unto  the  court  again. 
With  all  the  speed  I  can  :  Harpool,  ray  horse. 
L,  Cob,  So  soon,  my  lord  ?  what,  will  yoa  ride 

all  night  ? 
Cob,  All  night  or  day ;  it  most  be  so,  sweet 
wife. 
Urge  me  not  why,  or  what  my  business  is. 
But  get  ynu  in. — Lord  Powis,  bear  with  roe ; 
And,  madam,  think  your  welcome  ne*er  the  worse; 
My  house  is  at  your  use.     Harp«>ol,  away. 
Har,  Shall  1  attend  your  lordship  to  the  coort? 
Cob.  Yea,  sir;  your  gelding  mount  you  pre- 
sently. [Exit  CoBBAM. 

L,  Cob,  I  pray  thee,  Harpool,  look  unto  tfaj 
lord : 
I  do  not  like  this  sudden  posting  beck. 

[Exit  Harpooi. 
Pow,  Some  earnest  business  is  a-foot  belike; 
WhaTe*er  it  be,  pray  God  be  his  good  guide. 
L.  Pow.  AmeUf  that  hath  so  highly  us  besteBd. 
L.  Cob.  Come,  madam,  and  my  lord,  well  hope 
the  bea; 
You  shall  not  into  Wales  till  he  return. 

Pow.  Though  great  occasion  be  we  should  d^pBit, 
Yet,  madam,  will  we  stay  to  be  resolved 
Of  this  unlooked-for  doubtful  acddent 

[ElCURt, 
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SCENE  II.— ^  Retd  nemr  Highgatt. 
Enter  Murley  and  his  Followen, 

Mur,  Come,  my  hearts  pf  flint,  modestly,  de- 
cently, soberly,  and  handsomely;  no  man  afore 
his  leader :  follow  your  master,  your  captain,  your 
kniebt  that  shall  he,  for  the  honour  of  meal-men, 
millers,  and  malt-men.  Dun  is  the  monse.  Dick 
and  Tom,  for  the  credit  of  Dunstable,  ding  down 
the  enemy  to-morrow.  Ye  shall  not  come  into  the 
field  like  beggars.  Where  be  Leonard  and  Law- 
rence, my  two  loaders?  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
as,  what  a  world  is  this !  I  would  give  a  couple 
of  shillings  for  a  dozen  of  good  feathers  for  you, 
and  forty  pence  for  as  many  scarfs  to  set  you  out 
withal.  Frost  and  snow,  a  man  has  no  heart  to 
fight  till  he  be  brave. 

Dick,  Master,  we  are  no  babes,  our  town  foot- 
balls can  bear  witness :  this  little  'parel  we  have, 
aball  off,  and  we'll  fight  naked  before  we  run 
away. 

Iww.  Nay,  Vm  of  Lawrence'  mind  for  that,  for 
he  means  to  leave  his  life  behind  him ;  he  and 
Leonard,  your  two  loaders,  are  making  their  wills, 
because  they  have  wives ;  and  we  bachelors  bid 
our  friends  scramble  for  onr  goods  if  we  die.  But, 
master,  pray  ye  let  me  ride  upon  Cut. 

Mur,  Meal  and  salt,  wheat  and  malt,  fire  and 
tow,  frost  and  soow ;  whv,  Tom^  tbou  shalt.  Let 
me  see,  here  are  you :  William  and  George  are 
with  my  cart,  and  Robin  and  Hodge  holding  my 
own  two  horses;  proper  men,  handsome  men, 
tall  men,  true  men. 

Dick,  But  master,  master ;  methinks  you  are 
mad  to  hazard  your  own  person,  and  a  cart-load 
of  money  too. 

Tom,  Yea,  and  master,  there's  a  worse  matter 
in't,  if  it  be,  as  I  heard  sav,  we  go  to  fight  against 
all  the  learned  bishops,  that  should  give  us  their 
blessing :  and  if  they  curse  us,  we  shall  speed 
ne'er  the  better. 

Dick,  Nay,  hfr  lady,  some  say  the  kin£  takes 
their  part;  and,  master,  dare  you  fight  agamst  the 
kins? 

Sfur,  Fye,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro 
upon  occasion ;  if  the  king  be  so  unwise  \Jt»  come 
there,  we'll  fight  with  him  too* 

Tom,  What,  if  you  should  kill  the  king  ? 

Mur.  Then  well  make  another. 

Dick,  Is  that  all  f  do  you  not  speak  treason  ? 

Mur,  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us  ?  we  come  to 
fight  for  our  conscience,  and  for  honour.  Little 
know  you  what  is  in  my  bosom ;  look  here,  mad 
knaves,  a  pair  of  gilt  spurs. 

Tom,  A  pairof  goldFn  spurs?  Why  do  you  not 
pat  them  on  your  heels  ?  Your  bosom's  no  place 
for  spurs. 

Aitir.  Be't  more  or  less  upon  occasion.  Lord 
have  mercy  upon  us.  Tom,  thou'rt  a  fool,  and 
thou  speak'st  treason  to  kni^thood.    Dare  any 


wear  gold  or  silver  spurs,  till  he  be  a  knigiht  ?  No, 
I  shall  be  knighted  to-morrow,  and  then  they  shall 
on.  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the  church-book  of 
Dunstable,  that  ever  malt-man  was  made  knight  ? 

Tom.  No,  but  you  are  more:  you  are  meal- 
man,  malt-man,  miller,  corn-master,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea,  and  half  a  brewer  too,  and  the  devil 
and  all  for  wealth :  you  bring  more  money  with 
you  than  all  the  rest 

JIfvr.  The  more'smy  honour;  I  shall  be  a  knifjht 
to-morrow.  Let  me  spose  my  men ;  Tom  upon 
Cut,  Dick  upon  Hob,  Hodge  upon  Ball,  Ralph 
upon  Sorrel,  and  Robin  upon  the  fore-horse« 

Enter  Acton,  Boubn,  and  Beverley. 

Tom,  Stand ;  who  comes  there  ? 

Act,  All  friends,  good  fellow. 

Mur,  Friends  and  fellows  indeed,  «r  Roger. 

Act,  Why,  thus  you  shew  yourself  a  gentlemany 
To  keep  your  day,  and  come  so  well  prepared* 
Your  cart  stands  yonder  guarded  by  your  men. 
Who  tell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  coin. 
What  sum  is  there  ? 

Mur,  Ten  thousand  pound,  sir  Roger;  and 
modestly,  decenti}*,  sobeily,  and  handsomely,  flee 
what  I  have  here  against  I  be  knighted. 

Act,  Gilt  spurs  ?  Tis  well. 

Mur.  Where's  our  army,  sir? 

Act,  Dispersed  in  sundry  villages  about ; 
Some  here  with  us  in  Highgate,  some  at  Finchley, 
Tot'nam,  Enfield,  Edmonton,  Newingtoo, 
Islington,  Hogsdon,  Pancras,  Kensington ; 
Some  nearer  Thames,  Ratclifl^  Blackwall,  and 

Bow: 
But  our  chief  strength  must  be  die  Londoners, 
Which,  ere  the  sun  to-morrow  shine. 
Will  be  near  fifty  thousand  in  the  field. 

Mur.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear;  but 
upon  occasion,  sir  Roger  Acton,  doth  not  tha 
kmg  know  of  it,  and  gather  his  power  against  us? 

Act.  No,  he's  secure  at  Eltbam. 

Mur,  Wbat  do  the  clergy  ? 

Act.  They  fear  extremely,  vet  prepare  no  force. 

Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boykin, 
we  shall  carry  the  world  afore  us.  I  vow,  by  my 
worsliip,  when  I  am  knighted,  well  take  the  king 
napping,  if  he  stand  on  their  part 

Act,  This  night  we  few  in  Highgate  will  repose; 
With  tlie  first  cock  we'll  rise  and  arm  ourselves^ 
To  he  in  Picket  iield  by  break  of  day. 
And  there  expect  our  general,  sir  John  Oldcastle. 
'  Mur,  What  if  he  comes  not? 

bourn   Yet  oqr  action  stands ; 
Sir  Roger  Acton  may  supply  his  place. 

Mur.  True,  master  Bourn ;  but  who  shall  make 
me  knight? 

Bev,  He  that  hath  power  to  be  our  general. 

Act.  Talk  not  of  trifles ;  come  let  us  away ; 
Our  friends  of  London  lung  till  it  be  day. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IIT.— ^  High  Road  in  Kent. 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Doll. 

DolL  By  my  troth,  thou  art  as  jealoas  a  man 
as  lives. 

Sir  John,  Canst  thou  blame  me,  Doll  ?  thou  art 
my  lands,  my  goods,  my  jewels,  my  wealth,  my 
purse:  none  walks  witlim  forty  miles  of  London, 
but  *a  plies  thee  as  truly  as  the  parish  does  the 
poor  man's  box. 

DolL  I  am  as  true  to  thee  as  the  stone  is  in  the 
wall ;  and  thou  know'st  well  enough  I  was  in  as 
good  doing  when  I  came  to  thee,  as  any  wench 
need  to  be;  and  therefore  thou  hast  tried  me, 
that  thou  hast :  and  I  will  not  be  kept  as  I  have 
been,  that  I  will  not. 

Sir  John.  Doll,  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a 
pedlar  walks  with  a  pack,  but  thou  shalt  as  boldly 
choose  of  his  wares,  as  with  thy  ready  money  in 
a  merchant's  shop :  we'll  have  as  good  silver  as 
the  king  coins  any. 

DolL  What,  is  all  the  gold  spent  you  took  the 
last  day  from  the  courtier  f 

Sir  John.  'Tis  gone,  Doll,  'tis  flown ;  merrily 
come,  merrily  gone.  He  comes  a  horseback  that 
must  pay  for  all;  we'll  have  as  good  meat  as 
money  can  get,  and  as  good  gowns  as  can  be 
bought  for  gold :  be  merry,  wench,  the  malt-man 
comes  on  Monday. 

DolL  You  might  have  left  me  at  Cobham,  until 
you  had  been  better  provided  for. 

Sir  John.  No,  sweet  Doll,  no ;  I  like  not  that. 
Yon  old  ruffian  is  not  for  the  priest ;  I  do  not  like 
a  new  clerk  should  come  in  the  old  belfray, 

DolL  Thou  art  a  mad  priest,  i'faith. 

Sir  John.  Couie,  Doll,  I'll  see  thee  safe  at  some 
ale-house  here  at  Cray;  and  the  next  sheep  that 
comes  shall  leave  beliiod  his  fleece.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—Blackheath. 

Enter  King  Henry  disguised,  Suffolk,  and 

Butler 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Suflblk,  post  away  for 
life. 
And  let  our  forces  of  such  horse  and  foot 
As  can  be  gathered  up  by  any  means, 
Make  speedy  rendezvous  in  Tothill-fields. 
It  must  be  done  this  evening,  my  lord ; 
This  night  the  rebels  mean  to  draw  to  head 
Near  Islington;  which  if  your  speed  prevent  not, 
If  once  they  should  unite  their  several  forces, 
Their  power  is  almost  tliought  invincible. 
Away,  my  lord,  [  will  be  with  you  soon. 

Svj,  I  go,  my  sovereign,  with  all  happy  speed. 


K.  Henry.  Make  haste,  my  lord  of  Suffolk,  o 
you  love  us.  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Butler,  post  you  to  London  with  all  speed : 
Command  the  mayor  and  sherifl^  on  their  alle- 
giance. 
The  city  gates  be  presently  shut  up. 
And  guarded  with  a  strong  sufficient  watch ; 
And  not  a  man  be  suffered  to  pass 
Without  a  special  warrant  from  oarself* 
Command  the  postern  by  the  Tower  be  kept. 
And  proclamation,  on  the  pain  of  death. 
That  not  a  citizen  stir  from  his  doors, 
Except  such  as  the  mayor  and  shrieves  shall  chooic 
For  their  own  guard,  and  safety  of  their  person. 
Butler,  away,  have  care  ynto  my  charge. 

But.  I  go,  my  sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Butler. 

But.  My  lord  ? 

K,  Henry.  Go  down  by  Greenwich,  and  com- 
mand a  boat. 
At  the  Friars-Bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 

But.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit  BuTLEt, 

K.  Henry.  It's  time,  I  think,  to  look  unto  re- 
iiellion. 
When  Acton  doth  expect  tmto  Ids  aid 
No  less  than  fifty  thousand  Londoners. 
Well,  I'll  to  Westminster  in  this  disguise, 
To  bear  what  news  is  stirring  in  these  bniwls. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Doll« 

Sir  John.  Stand  true  man,  says  a  thief. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  thief,  says  a  true  man :  bow 
if  a  thief? 

Sir  John.  Stand  thief  too. 

jr.  Henry,  Then  thief  or  true  roan,  I  rooit 
stand,!  see.  Howsoever  the  world  wags,  die  trade 
of  thieving  yet  will  never  dowQ.    What  art  tboa? 

Sir  John,  A  good  fellow. 

K.  Henry.  So  I  am  too ;  I  see  thou  dost  know 
me. 

Sir  John.  If  thou  be  a  good  fellow,  play  the 
good  fellow's  part;  deliver  thy  purse  without 
more  ado. 

K.  Henry,  I  have  no  money. 

Sir  John.  1  must  make  )ou  6nd  some  before 
we  pan.  If  you  have  no  money,  you  shall  have 
ware;  as  many  sound  blows  as  your  skin  can  cany. 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  plain  truth  ? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado;  come,  cooie, 
give  me  the  money  you  have.  Dispatch,  I  cao- 
not  stand  all  day. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it, 
there  it  is.  Just  the  proverb,  one  thief  robs  an- 
other. Where  the  devil  are  all  my  old  thieves? 
Falstaff*,  that  villain,  is  so  fat,  he  cannot  get  on  bis 
horse;  '^  but  methinks  Poins  and  Peto  should  be 
stirring  hereabouts. 


'^  Where  the  devil  are  all  my  old  thieves  ?  Falstaff,  that  villain,  is  so  fat,  he  cannot  get  am  his  horttf-^ 
From  this  passage  it  appears  that  this  play  was  not  written  till  after  FabtsUT  had  been  exhibited  oo  tke 
stage  in  the  First  Part  of  King  Henry  /K.— Ma  lone. 
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Sir  John.  How  much  is  there  OD*t,  o*  thy  word  ? 

K,  Henry.  A  huDdred  pound  in  angels,  on  my 
word. 
The  time  has  been  I  would  have  done  as  much 
For  chee,  if  thou  hadst  past  this  way,  as  1 
Have  now. 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  what  art  thou?  thou  seem*st 
m  gentleman  ? 

K,  Henry*  I  am  no  less ;  yet  a  poor  one  now, 
for  thou  hast  all  my  money. 

iSir  John,  From  whence  cam*st  thou  ? 

K.  Henry.  From  the  court  at  Eltham. 

Sir  John.  Art  thou  one  of  the  king's  servants  ? 

K.  Henry,  Yes  that  I  am,  and  one  of  his  cham- 
ber. 

Sir  John.  Fin  glad  thouVt  no  worse;  thou 
may'st  the  better  spare  thy  money :  And  think 
Tou  thou  might*st  get  a  poor  thief  his  pardon,  if 
he  should  have  need  ? 

K.  Henry,  Yes,  that  I  can. 

Sir  John.  Wilt  thou  do  so  much  for  me,  when 
I  shall  have  occasion  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  'faith  will  I,  so  it  be  for  no 
murder. 

Sir  John*  Nay,  I  am  a  pitiful  thief;  all  the  hurt 
I  do  a  man,  I  take  but  his  purse :  Fll  kill  no  man. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  on  my  word,  Fll  do't. 

Sir  John,  Give  me  thy  hand  on  the  same. 

K.  Henry.  There  'tis. 

Sir  John.  Methinks  the  king  should  be  good  to 
thieves,  because  he  has  been  a  thief  himself,  al- 
though I  think  now  he  be  turned  a  true  man. 

K.  Henry.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  indeed  he  has 
bad  an  ill  name  that  way  in  his  youth ;  but  how 
canst  thou  tell  that  he  has  been  a  thief? 

Sir  John,  How  ?  because  he  once  robbed  me 
before  I  fell  to  the  trade  myself,  when  that  foul 
villainous  guts,  that  led  him  to  all  that  roguery, 
was  in  his  company  there,  that  Falstaff. 

K.  Henry,  Well,  if  he  did  rob  ihee  then,  thou 


art  but  even  with  him  now,  Fll  be  sworn.  \^Aside] 
Thou  knowest  not  the  king  now,  I  think,  if  thou 
sawest  him  ? 

Sir  John.  Not  I,  i'faith. 

IjC.  Henry.  So  it  »hould  seem.  [Aside, 

Sir  John.  Well,  if  old  king  Harry  had  lived, 
this  kin§^  that  is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  best 
trade  in  England. 

K.  Henry.  Why  so? 

Sir  John.  Because  he  was  the  chief  warden  of 
our  company.  It's  pity  that  e'er  he  should  have 
been  a  king,  he  was  so  brave  a  thief.  But,  sirrah, 
wilt  remember  my  pardon  if  need  be  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  'faith  will  I. 

Sir  John.  Wilt  thou  ?  well  then,  because  thou 
shalt  go  safe,  for  thou  may'st  hap  (being  so  early) 
be  met  with  again  before  thou  come  to  Southward, 
if  any  man,  when  he  should  bid  thee  good  mor- 
row, bid  thee  stand,  say  thou  hut  Sir  John^  and  they 
will  let  thee  pass. 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  word  ?  then  let  me  alone. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  sirrah,  liecause  I  think  indeed 
I  shall  have  some  occasion  to  use  thee,  and  as 
thou  com'st  oft  this  way,  I  may  light  on  thee  ano- 
ther time,  not  knowing  thee,  here  Fll  break  this 
angel :  take  thou  half  of  it ;  this  is  a  token  be- 
twixt thee  and  me.  '^ 

K,  Henry,  God-a-mercy ;  farewell.        [Exit, 

Sir  John.  O  my  fine  golden  slaves !  here's  for 
thee,  wench,  i'falth.  Now,  Doll,  we  will  revel  iu 
our  bever;  this  is  a  tithe  pig  of  my  vicarage. 
God-a-mercy,  neighbour  Shnoter's-hill,  you  ha' 
paid  your  tithe  honestly.  Well,  I  hear  there  is  a 
company  of  rebels  up  against  the  king,  got  toge- 
ther in  Ficket-field  near  Holl)orn ;  and,  as  it  is 
thought  here  in  Kent,  the  king  will  be  there  to- 
night in  his  own  person.  Well,  Fll  to  the  king's 
camp,  and  it  shall  go  hard,  if  there  be  any  doings, 
but  I'll  make  some  good  boot  among  them. 

[Eixeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— ^  Field  near  Londo^.-^-King  Hen- 

ry*t  Camp, 

Enter  King  Hehry  ditguised,  Suffolk,  Hun- 
tington, and  Attendants  with  torches. 

K,  Henry,  My  lords  of  Suffolk  and  of  Hun- 
tington, 
Who  scouts  it  now  ?  or  who  stand  sentinels? 


What  men  of  worth,  what  lords,  do  walk  the  round  f 
Suf.  May  it  please  your  highness — 
K.  Henry.  Peace,  no  more  of  tliat : 

The  king's  asleep ;  wake  not  his  majesty 

With  terms,  nor  titles ;  he's  at  rest  in  bed. 

Kings  do  not  use  to  watch  themselves ;  they  sleep^ 

And  let  rebellion  and  conspiracy 

Hevel  and  havock  in  the  commonwealth. 

Is  London  look'd  unto? 


'^  —  Take  thou  half  6f  it ;  this  is  a  token  bstwixt  thee  and  me. — A  token  was  not  a  coin,  but  a  piece  that 
pa»ed  in  traffic  as  the  fourth  part  of  a  penny.  It  is  roentiooed  by  B.  Joosoo,  in  bis  Bartholomew  Fair: 
**  Buy  a /oJireii'«  worth  of  i^reat  pins  to  fasten  yourself  to  my  shoulder.'*  On  which  word«  ivir  Whalley 
observes,  that "  before  farthings  were  coined  in  ld7V,  tradesmen  were  allowed  to  make  them  for  necessary 
change^  which  words  were  lometimes  circnmtcribed  on  the  reverse.  The  person's  name,  or  the  initial 
letteis  of  it,  appeared  on  the  other  side,  and  he  was  obliged  to  receive  them  back  again.  They  were 
commonly  called  ^oAoii."— 'M alo  r  b^ 
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Hunt,  It  is,  my  ford ; 
Tour  noble  uncle  Kxeter  is  there. 
Your  brother  Glooester,  and  my  lord  of  Warwick ; 
Who,  with  the  mayor  and  the  aldermeo. 
Do  guard  the  gates,  and  keep  good  role  within. 
The  earl  of  Cambridge  and  sir  Thomas  Grey 
Do  wa&  the  round;  lord  Scroope  and  Butler 

scout: 
So,  though  it  please  your  majesty  to  jest. 
Were  you  in  bed,  well  might  jfou  take  your  rest. 

K,  henry,  I  thank  ye,  lords ;  but  you  do  know 
of  old. 
That  I  have  been  a  perfect  night-walker. 
London,  you  say,  is  safely  looked  unto, 
(Alas,  poor  rebels,  there  your  aid  roust  fail ;) 
And  the  Lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Quiet  in  Kent.    Acton,  you  are  deceived ; 
Reckon  again,  yon  count  without  your  host ; 
To-morrow  you  shall  give  account  to  us : 
Till  when,  my  friends,  this  long'cold  winter's  night 
How  can  we  spend  ?  King  Harry  is  asleep. 
And  all  his  lords ;  these  garments  tell  us  so ; 
All  friends  at  foot-ball,  fellows  all  in  field, 
Harry,  and  Dick,  and  George.  Bring  us  a  drum ; 
Give  us  square  dice;  we'll  keep  this  court  of 

guard 
For  all  good  fellows'  companies  that  come. 
Where's  that  mad  priest  ye  told  me  was  in  arms, 
To  fight  as  well  as  pray,  if  need  required  ? 

Sttjf,  He*s  in  the  camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
I  undertake  he  would  not  be  long  hence. 

K,  Henry,  Trip  Dick,  trip  George. 

Hunt.  I  must  have  the  dice :  what  do  we  play 
at? 

5tt/I  Passage,  if  you  please.  '^ 

Hunt,  Set  round  then :  so ;  at  all. 

K.  Henry,  George,  you  are  out ; 
Give  me  the  dice,  I  pass  for  twenty  pound  : 
Here's  to  our  lucky  passage  into  France. 

Hunt.  Harry,  you  pass  indeed,  for  you  sweep 
all. 

Svf,  A  sign   king  Harry  shall  sweep  all    in 
France. 

Enter  Sir  Johv. 

Sir  John,  Edge  ye,  good  fellows ;  take  a  fresh 

gamester  in. 
K.  Henry.  Master  parson,  we  play  nothing  but 

gold. 
Sir  John,  And,  fellow,  I  tell  thee  that  the  priest 
hath  gold.    Gold !   what  ?  ye  are  but   beggarly 
soldiers  to  me ;  I  think  I  have  more  gold  than  all 
you  three. 

jBtffi^.  It  may  be  so ;  but  we  believe  it  not. 
K,  Henry,  Set,  priest,  set :  I  pass  for  all  that 

gold. 
Sir  John.  Tou  pass  indeed. 
K,  Henry,  Priest,  hast  any  more  ?  I 


Sir  John.  More  !  what  m  qaesdon's  that } 
I  tell  thee  I  have  niore  than  all  you  three. 
At  these  ten  angels. 

K.  Henry.  I  wonder  bow  thoa  oom'st  bjriQ 
this  gold. 
How  many  benefices  hast  thou,  priest  ? 

Sir  Jokti.  'Faitb,  but  one.  Dost  wonder  boir 
I  come  by  gold  ?  I  wonder  rather  how  poor  sol- 
diera  should  have  gold.  For  I'll  tell  thee,  |^ 
fellow ;  we  have  every  day  tithes,  offerings,  diris- 
tenings,  Weddings,  burials;  and  you  poor  snakes 
come  seldom  to  a  booty.  1*11  speak  a  proud  word; 
I  have  but  one  parsonage,  Wrotbara ;  'tis  better 
than  the  bishoprick  of  Rochester:  there's  ae'cra 
hill,  heath,  nor  down,  in  all  Kent,  but  'tis  in  mj  pa- 
rish;— Barham-down,  Cobham-^wn,  Gads-kill, 
Wrotham-hill,  Black-heath,  Cocka-hcath,  Biithen- 
wood,  all  pay  me  titbe.  Gold,  quoth-a?  ye  ptn 
not  for  that 

SvJ\  Harry,  you  are  out :  now,  parson,  shake 
the  dice. 

Sir  John,  Set,  set,  I'll  cover  ye ; — at  all :— a 
plague  on't,  I  am  out  The  devil,  and  dice,  aad 
a  wench,  who  will  trust  them  ? 

Suf.  Sa/stthou  so^  priest?  set  fair;  at  all  for 
once. 

K.  Henry.  Out,  sir;  pay  all. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  pay  me  angel  gold : 
ni  none  of  your  cracked  French  crowns  nor  pis- 

tofets; 
Pay  me  fair  angel  gold,  as  I  pay  yoa. 

A.  Henry,  No  cracked  Frendi  crowns !  I  hope 
to  see  more  cracked  French  crowns  ere  long. 

Sir  John,  Thou  mean'st  of  Frenchmen's  croims^ 
when  the  king's  in  France. 

Hun,  Set  round ;  at  all. 

Sir  John.  Pay  all.    This  is  some  luck. 

K,  Renry,  Give  me  the  dice;  'tis  I  must  ibed 
the  priest : 
At  all,  sir  John. 

Sir  John.  The  devil  and  all  is  yours.  At  thsL 
'Sdeath,  what  casting's  this  ? 

Svf,  Well  thrown,  Harry,  i'faitb. 

K,  Henry.  I'll  cast  better  yet. 

Sir  John,  Then  I'll  be  hanged.  Sirrah,  hisl 
thou  not  given  thy  soul  to  the  devil  for  casting^ 

K,  Henry,  I  pass  for  all. ' 

Sir  John,  Thou  passest  all  that  e'er  I  played 
withaL 
Sirrah,  dost  thou  not  cog,  nor  foist,  nor  slur? 

K.  Henry,  Set,  parson,  set ;  the  dice  die  in  mj 
hand. 
When,  parson,  when ?  what,  can  you  find  no  more? 
Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragged  of  your  store  I 

Sir  John.  All's  gone  but  that. 

Hun,  What?  half  a  broken  angeL 

Sir  John.  Why,  sir,  'tis  gold. 

K,  Henry.  Yea,  and  I'll  cover  it. 


'7  P&ssage,  l/jfou  pfMie.— This  was  a  game  at  tables.— Stev^cns. 
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Sir  John,  The  deril  give  ye  good  on't !  I  am 
blind : 
Yoo  have  blown  me  up. 

K,  Henry.  Nay,  tarry,  priest;  yoo  shall  not 

leave  us  yet : 
Do  not  these  pieces  fit  each  other  well  ? 

Sir  John.  What  if  they  do  ? 

X.  Henry,  Thereby  begins  a  tnle. 
Tlicrc  was  a  thief,  in  face  much  like  sir  John, 
(Aut  *twas  not  he — that  thief  was  all  in  green,) 
Met  me,  last  day,  on  Biack-heath  near  the  Park  ; 
With  him  a  woman.    I  was  all  alone 
And  weaponless ;  my  boy  had  all  my  tools. 
And  was  before,  providing  me  a  boat. 
Short  tale  to  make,  sir  John — the  thief  I  mean—' 
Took  a  just  hundred  pound  in  gold  from  me. 
I  stormed  at  it,  and  swore  to  be  revenged, 
Ife'er  we  met.    He,  like  a  lusty  thief,     ^ 
Brake  with  his  teeth  this  angel  just  in  twp, 
To  he  a  token  at  our  meeting  next, 
Provided  T  should  charge  no  officer 
To  apprehend  him,  bat  at  weapon's  point 
Recover  that  and  what  he  had  beside. — 
Well  met,  sir  John ;  betake  you  to  your  tools. 
By  torch-lit;ht ;  for,  master  parson,  you  are  he 
That  had  my  eold. 

Sir  John,  founds,  I  won  it  in  play,  in  fair 
square  play,  of  the  keeper  of  Eltham-park ;  and 
that  I  will  maintain  %vith  this  poor  whynniard.  Be 
you  two  honest  men,  to  stand  and  look  upon  us, 
and  let  us  alone,  and  take  neither  part. 

K.  Henry.  Agreed ;  I  charge  you  do  not  budge 
a  foot. 
Sir  John,  have  at  ye. 

Sir  John,  Soldier,  'ware  your  sconce. 

[Ai  they  are  preparing  to  engage,  But- 
ler entert,  and  drawi  his  sword  to 
part  them. 

But,  Hold,  villain,  hold ;  my  lords,  what  do  ye 
mean. 
To  see  a  traitor  draw  against  the  king  ? 

Sir  John*  The  king  ?  Gud*s  will,  I  am  in  a  pro- 
per pickle. 

K,  Henry.  Butler,  what  news  ?  why  dost  thou 
trouble  us  ? 

But.  Please  your  majesty,  it  is  break  of  day; 
And  as  J  scouted  near  to  Islington, 
The  grey-eyed  morning  gave  me  glimmering 
Of  armed  men  coming  down  Highgate-hill, 
Who  by  their  course  arc  coasting  hitherward. 
K,  Henry.  Let  us  withdraw,  my  lords ;  prepare 
our  troops 
To  charge  the  rebels,  if  there  be  such  cause. 
For  this  lewd  priest,  this  devilish  hypocrite. 
That  is  a  thiet,  a  gamester,  and  what  not, 
Let  him  be  hanged  up  for  example  sake. 

iSiV  John,  Not  so,  my  gracious  sovereign.  I  con- 
fess I  am  a  frail  man,  flesh  and  blood  as  others 
are ;  but  set  my  imperfections  aside,  you  have 
not  a  taller  man,  nor  a  truer  subject  to  the  crown 
and  state,  than  sir  John  of  Wrotham  is. 
K.  Henry,  Will  a  true  subject  rob  his  king  ? 


Sir  John,  Alas,  'twas  ignorance  and  want,  my 
gracious  liege. 

K,  Henry.  'Twas  want  of  grace.     Why,  you 
should  be  as  salt. 
To  season  others  with  good  document; 
Your  lives,  as  lamps  to  give  the  people  light ; 
As  shepherds,  not  as  wolves  to  spoil  the  flock : 
Go  hang  him,  Butler.    Didst  thou  not  rob  me  ? 

Sir  John,  I  must  confess,  I  saw  some  of  your 
gold  ;  but,  my  dread  lord,  1  am  in  no  humour  for 
death.  God  wills  that  sinners  live ;  do  not  you 
cause  me  to  die.  Once  in  their  lives  the  best 
may  go  astray;  and  if  the  world  say  true,  your- 
self, my  liege,  have  been  a  thief. 

K,  Henry.  I  confess  I  have ; 
But  I  repent,  and  have  reclaimed  myself. 

Sir  John,  So  will  I  do,  if  you  will  give  roe  time. 

K.  Henry,  Wilt  tliou  ?  my  lords,  will  you  be 
his  sureties? 

Hunt,  That,  when  he  robs  again,  he  shall  be 
hanged. 

Sir  John.  I  ask  no  more. 

K,  Henry,  And  we  will  grant  thee  that. 
Live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honest  man ; 
Which  when  I  hear,  and  s.nfe  return  from  France, 
ril  give  thee  living.    Till  when,  take  thy  gold, 
But  spend  it  better  than  at  -card?,  or  wine ; 
For  better  virtues  fit  that  coat  of  thine. 

Sir  John,  Vivat  rex,  et  currat  lex.  My  liege, 
if  ye  have  cause  of  battle,  ye  shall  see  sir  John 
bestir  himself  in  your  quarrel.  [Exeunt, 

SCEiNEIL 

A  Field  of  Battle  near  London, 

Alarum,  Enter  King  Henry,  Suffolk,  Hunt- 
ington, and  Sir  John,  bringing  forth  Acton-, 
Beverley,  an(i  Murley,  jPrttonen. 

K,  Henry.  Bring  in  those  traitors,  whose  as- 
piring minds 
Thought  to  have  triumphed  in  our  overthrow. 
But  now  ye  see,  base  villains,  what  success 
Attends  ill  actions  wrongfully  attempted. 
Sir  Rov:er  Acton,  thou  retain'st  the  name 
Of  knight,  and  shouldst  be  uiore  discreetly  tem« 

pcred 
Than  join  with  peasants ;  gentry  is  divine. 
But  thou  hast  made  it  more  than  popular. 
Act,  Pardon,  my  lord,  my  conscience  urged  m0 

to  it: 
K,  Henry,  Thy  conscience!    then  thy  con- 
science is  corrupt ; 
For  in  thy  conscience  thou  art  bound  to  us. 
And  in  thy  conscience  thou  shouldst  love  thy 

country ; 
Else  what's  the  difference  'twixt  a  Christian, 
And  the  uncivil  manners  of  the  Turk  ? 

Bev.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  majesty. 
But  reformation  of  religion. 
K.  Henry.  Reform  religion  ?  was  it  that  yoi^ 
sought? 
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I  pray,  who  gave  you  tha(  authority  ? 
Belike  then  wc  do  hold  the  sceptre  up, 
And  sit  within  the  throne  but  tor  a  cipher. 
Time  was,  good  subjects  would  make  known  their 

grief, 
And  pray  amendment,  not  enforce  the  same, 
Unless  tneir  king  were  tyrant;  which  I  hope 
You  cannot  justly  say,  tuat  Harry  is. 
What  is  that  other? 

Suf,  A  maltmao,  my  lord. 
And  dwelling  in  Dunstable,  as  he  soys. 

K.  Henry,  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your 
barley-broth. 
To  come  in  armour  thus  against  your  king  ? 

Aft/r.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  froi  in  and  out 
upon  occasion,  what  a  world  is  this  !  Knighthood, 
my  liege,  'twas  knighthood  brought  me  hither; 
they  told  mc  I  had  wealth  enough  to  make  my 
wife  a  lady. 

K,  Henry.  And  sO  you  brought  those  hones 
which  we  saw 
Trapped  all  in  costly  furniture  ;  and  meatit 
To  wear  these  spurs  when  you  were  knighteii 
once? 

Aftir.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  I  did. 

K,  Henry.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  therefore 
You  shall  be  hang*d,  and  in  the  stead  of  wearing 
These  spurs  upon  your  heels,  about  your  neck 
They  shall  bewray  your  folly  to  the  world. 

Sir  John.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  that  goes 
hard. 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro.  Good 
my  licge,  a  pardon ;  1  am  sorrow  for  my  fault. 

K,  Henry,  That  comes  too  late.     But  tell  me, 
went  there  none 
Beside  sir  Roger  Acton,  upon  whom 
You  did  depend  to  be  your  governor  ? 

Mur,  None,  my  good  lord,  but  sir  John  Old- 
castle. 

K,  Henry',  Bears  he  a  part  in  tliis  conspiracy  ? 

Act,  We  look*d,  my  lord,  tliat  he  would  meet 
us  here. 

K,  Henry.  But  did  he  promise  you  that  he 
would  come  ? 

Act.  Such  letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent. 

Enter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester. 

JRocA.  Where  is  my  lord  the  king?  Health  to 
your  grace. 
Examining,  my  lord,  some  of  these  rebels, 
It  is  a  general  voice  among  them  all, 
That  they  had  never  come  into  this  p\ace, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  general, 
The  good  lord  Cobham,  as  they  title  him ; 
Whereby,  my  lord,  your  grace  may  now  perceive, 
His  treason  is  apparent,  which  before 
He  sought  to  colour  by  his  flattery. 

K.  Henn/.  Now,  by  my  royalty  I  would  have 
sworn, 
But  for  his  conscience,  which  I  bear  withal, 
There  had  not  lived  a  more-true-hearted  subject. 

Roch.  It  is  but  counterfeit,  ray  gracious  lord ; 
And  therefore  may  it  please  your  majesty 


To  set  your  band  unto  this  precept  herc^ 
By  which  well  cause  him  forthwith  to  appear. 
And  answer  this  by  order  of  the  law. 

IT.  Henry.  Not  only  that,  but  take  comnisskn 
To  search,  attach,  imprison,  and  condemn 
This  most  notorious  traitor  as  you  please. 

Rock.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord,  without  dcbj. 
So,  now  I  hold,  lord  Cobham,  in  my  hand, 
That  which  shall  finish  thy  disdained  life.  [Ande. 

K.  Henry,  i  think  the  iron  age  begins  but  dow» 
Which  learned  poets  have  so  often  taught; 
Wherein  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
To  either  words,  or  looks,  or  solemn  oaths ; 
For  if  there  were,  how  often  had  he  sworn. 
How  gendy  tuned  the  music  of  his  tongue ! 
And  with  what  amiable  face  beheld  he  me. 
When  all,  God  knows^  was  but  hypocrisy ! 

Enter  Cobham. 

Coh.  Long  life  and  prosperous  reign  unto  my 

lord. 
K.  Henry.  Ah  villain !  canst  thou  wish  pros- 
perity. 
Whose  heart  includeth  nought  but  treachery  ? 
I  do  arrest  thee  here  myself  false  knight, 
Of  treason,  capital  against  the  state. 

Cob.  Of  treason,  mighty  prince?  your  grace 
mistakes ; 
I  hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  mirth. 

K,  Henry.  Thy  neck  shall  feel  it  is  in  eanicsti 
shortly. 
Oar'st  thou  intrude  into  our  presence,  knowing 
How  heinously  thou  ha&t  offended  us  ? 
But  this  is  thy  accustomed  deceit ; 
Now  thou  perceiv'st  thy  purpose  is  in  vntn. 
With  some  excuse  or  other  thou  wilt  come 
To  clear  thyself  of  this  rebellion. 

Cob.  Rebellion !   good  my  lord,  I  know  of 

none. 
K.  Henry.  If  you  deny  it,  here  is  evidence. 
See  you  these  men  ?  you  never  counselled. 
Nor  ofTer'd  them  assistance  in  their  wars  ? 
Cob.  Speak,  sirs,  not  one  but  all ;  I  crave  no 
favour ; 
Have  ever  I  l>een  conversant  with  you. 
Or  written  letters  to  encourage  you  ? 
Or  kindled  but  the  least  or  smallest  part 
Of  this  your  late  unnatural  rebellion  ? 
Speak,  for  I  dare  the  uttermost  you  can. 

Mur.  In  add  out  upon  occasion,  I  kuow  you 

not. 
K.  Henry  No !  didst  thou  not  say,  that  Sir 
John  Oldcastle 
Was  one  with  whom  you  purposed  to  have  net? 
Mur.  True,  I  did  say  so ;  but  in  what  lesped? 
Because  I  heard  it  was  reported  so. 

K.  Henry.  Was  there  no  other  areument  bst 
that?  8— 

Act^  To  clear  my  conscience  ere  I  die,  vj 
lord, 
I  must  confess  we  have  no  other  groond 
But  only  rumour,  to  accuse  this  lord  ; 
Which  now  I  see  was  merely  fabulous. 
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K*  Henry,  The  more  peniiciocn  you  to  taint 
him  then. 
Whom  jrou  knonr  was  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 
Cok.  Let  this,  my  lord,  which  I  present  your 
grace. 
Speak  for  my  loyalty ;  read  these  articles, 
And  theo  i^ive  sentence  of  my  life  or  death. 
K.  Henry,  Earl  Cambridge,  Scroope,  and  Grey, 
corrupted 
With  bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  either  to 

win 
My  crown  from  me,  or  secretly  contrive 
My  death  by  treason  !  Is  it  possible  ? 
Co6.  Hiere  is  the  platform,  aud  their  hands, 
■     my  lord, 
Each  severally  subscribed  to  the  same. 
K.   Henry,  Oh  never-heard-of,  base  ingrati- 
tude ! 
Even  those  I  hug  within  my  bosom  most,   ' 
Are  readiest  evermore  to  sting  my  heart. 
Pardon  me,  Cobham,  I  have  done  thee  wrong; 
Hereafter  I  will  live  to  make  amends. 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  so  near  hand  ? 
We*ll  meet  with  them,  but  little  for  their  ease. 
If  God  permit.    Go  take  these  rebels  hence, 
Let  them  have  martial  law :  but  as  for  thee, 
Friend  to  thv  king  and  country,  still  he  free. 

[Eieunt  King  Hemry  andCoBUAM, 

Mur,  Be  it  more  or  less,  what  a  world  is  this? 

Would  I  had  continued  stiU  of  the  order  of 

knaves. 
And  iie*er  sought  knighthood,  since  it  costs  so 

dear; 
Sir  Roger,  I  may  thank  you  for  all. 

Act,  Now  'tis  too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  pr'ythee,  Murley^  do  not  urge  me  with  it. 
Hunt.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to 

do? 
Mur,  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  anil  fro  as  occa- 
sion serves ; 
If  you  be  so  hasty,  take  my  place. 

Hunt,  No,gui>d  sir  knight,  e'en  take  it  yourself. 
Mur,  1  could  be  glad  to  give  my  betters  place. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE  llL^Kent, 

Court  before  Lord  Cobham's  Houte, 

'Enter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester,  Lord  Warden  of 
the  Cinque  Ports,  Cromer,  iMdjf  CoBnAM,and 
Attendants, 

Moch,  I  tell  ye,  lady,  'ti«  not  possible 
But  yott  should  know  where  be  conveys  himself; 
And  you  have  hid  him  in  some  secret  place.  ' 

X»  Coh,  My  lord,  believe  me,  as  I  have  a  soul, 
I  know  not  where  my  lord  my  husband  is. 

Koch,  Go  tOy-go  to ;  you  arc  an  heretic. 
And  will  be  forced  by  torture  to  confess, 
If  fair  means  will  not  serve  to  make  you  tell. 

X.  Cob,  My  husband  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
And  need  not  hide  himself  for  any  fact 
That  e*er  I  heard  of;  therefore;  wrong  him  not. 


Roeh.  Your  husband  is  a  dangerous  schismatic, 
Traitor  to  God,  the  king,  and  commonwealth ; 
And  therefore,  master  Cromer,  shneve  of  Kent, 
I  charge  you  take  her  to  your  custody, 
And  seize  the  goods  of  sir  John  Oldcastle 
To  the  king's  use ;  let  her  go  in  no  more. 
To  fetch  so  much  as  her  apparel  out : 
There  is  your  warrant  from  his  majesty. 

L.  War,  Good  my  lord  bibhop,   pacify  your 
wrath 
Against  the  lady. 

Roch,  Then  let  her  confess 
Where  Oldcastle  her  husband  is  conceal'd. 

L.  War,  1  dare  engage  mine  honour  and  my 
life, 
Poor  gentlewoman,  she  is  ignorant 
And  innocent  uf  all  his  practices. 
If  any  evil  by  him  be  practised. 

Roch,  If,  my  lord  warden  ?  Nay  then  I  charge 

That  all  cinque-ports,  whereof  you  are  chief, 
Be  laid  forthwith,  that  he  escajies  us  not; 
Shew  him  his  highness'  warrant,  master  sheriflT. 

X.  War,  I  am  sorry  for  the  noble  gentleman. 

Roch,  Peace,  he  comes  here;  now  do  your 
office. 

Enter  Codham  and  IIarpool. 

Cob.  Harpool,  what  business  have  we  here  in 
hand? 
What  makes  the  bishop  and  the  sheriflT  here  ? 
I  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous ; 
I  would  I  had  nuc  made  such  haste  to  Cobham. 

Har,  Be  of  pood  cheer,  my  lord :  if  they  he 
foes,  we'll  scramble  shrewdly  with  them ;  if  they 
be  friends,  they  are  welcome. 

Crom,  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  lord  Cobham,  in  the 
king's  name,  I  arrest  you  of  high  treason. 

Cob,  Treason,  master  Cromer  ! 

Har,  Treason,  master  sheriff!  what  treason? 

Cob,  Harpool,  1  charge  thee  stir  not,  but  be 
quiet. 
Do  yon  arrest  me  of  treason,  master  sheriff? 

Roch,  Yea,  of  high  treason,  traitor,  heretic. 

Cob.  Defiance  in  his  face  that  calls  me  so ! 
I  am  as  true  a  loyal  gentleman 
Unto  his  highness,  as  my  proudest  enemy. 
The  king  shall  witness  my  late  faithful  service. 
For  safety  of  his  sacred  majesty. 

Roch,  What  thou  art,  the  kingfs  hand  shall 
testify ; 
Shew  him,  lord  «varden. 

Cob.  Jesu  defend  me ! 
Is't  possible  your  cunning  could  so  temper 
The  princely  disposition  of  his  mind. 
To  sign  the  damage  of  a  loyal  subject  ? 
Well,  the  best  is,  it  bears  an  antedate. 
Procured  by  my  absence  and  yonr  malice. 
But  I,  since  that,  have  shew'd  myself  as  true 
As  any  churchman  that  dare  challenge  me* 
Let  ine  be  brought  before  his.  majesty ; 
If  he  acquit  me  not,  then  do  your  lyorst. 
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Roch,  We  are  not  bound  f o  do  kind  offices 
For  any  traitor,  schismatic,  nor  heretic. 
The  king's  hand  is  our  warrant  for  our  work. 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repose  this  night. 

Uar.  O  that  thou  and  I  were  within  twenty 
milesof  it,  on  Salisbury  plain !  I  would  lose  my  head 
if  thou  brought'st  thy  head  hither  again.    [Aside, 

CoL  My  lord  warden  of  the  cinque-ports,  and 
lord  of  Rochester,  ye  are  joint  commissioners ;  fa- 
vour me  so  much,  on  my  expense,  to  bring  me  to 
the  king. 

Roch,  What,  to  Southampton? 

Cob.  Thither,  my  good  lord ; 
And  if  he  do  not  clear  me  of  all  guilt, 
And  all  suspicion  of  conspiracy, 
Pawning  his  princely  warrant  for  my  truth, 
I  ask  no  favour,  but  extremest  torture. 
Bring  me,  or  send  me  to  him,  good  my  lord ; 
Good  my  lord  warden,  master  shrieve,  entreat ! 

[They  both  entreat /or  him. 
Come  hither,  lady ; — nay,  sweet  wife,  forbear 
To  heap  one  sorrow  on  another's  neck. 
Tis  grief  enough  falsely  to  be  accused, 
And  not  permitted  to  acquit  myself; 
"Do  not  thou,  with  thy  kind  respective  tears. 
Torment  thy  husband's  heart,  that  bleeds  for  thee, 
But  be  of  comfort.     God  hath  help  in  store 
For  those  that  put  assured  trust  in  him. 
Dear  wife,  if  they  commit  me  to  the  Tower, 
Come  up  to  London,  to  your  sister's  house; 
Thot  being  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 
One  soLce  fnid  I  settled  in  my  soul. 
That  I  urn  free  from  treason's  very  thought. 
£)nly  n«y  conscience  for  the  gospel's  sake 
lb  cntisc  of  all  the  troubles  I  sustain. 

L  Cob.  O  my  dear  lot  d,  what  shall  betide  of  us? 
You  to  the  Tower,  and  I  turned  out  of  doors; 
Our  substance  seized  unto  his  highness'  use, 
£vrn  to  I  he  parmeuts  'longing  to  our  backs  ? 

Har.  Patience,  good  madam,  things  at  worst 
will  mend ; 
And  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  lives  may  end. 

Roch.  Urge  it  no  more ;  for  if  an  angel  spake, 
I  swear  by  sweet  Saint  Peter's  blessed  keys, 
First  goes  he  to  the  Tower,  then  to  the  stake. 

Crom.  But,  by  your  leave,  this  warrant  doth 
not  stretch 
To  imprison  her. 

Roch.  No;  turn  her  out  of  doors, 
Even  as  she  is,  and  lead  him  to  the  Tower, 
With  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  rescuing. 

L,  Cob.  O  God  requite  thee,  thou  blood-thirsty 
man ! 

Cob.  May  it  not  be,  my  lord  of  Rochester?  ' 
Wherein  have  I  incurr'd  your  hate  so  far. 
That  my  appeal  unto  the  king's  denied  ? 

Roch.  No  hate  of  mine,  but  power  of  holy 
churchy 


Forbids  all  favour  to  false  heretics. 

Cob,  Your  private  malice,  more  tban  pub6c 
power, 
Strikes  roost  at  me ;  but  with  my  life  it  ends. 

Har.  O  that  I  had  the  bishop  in  that  fear. 
That  once  I  bad  his  sumner  by  ourselves ! 

[Asiie. 

Cram.  My  lord,  yet  grant  one  snit  onto  as  all; 
That  this  same  ancient  scrviog-uiao  may  wait 
Upon  my  lord  his  master,  in  the  Tower. 

Roch.  This  old  iniquity,  this  heretic. 
That,  in  contempt  of  our  church  disdplioe, 
Compell'd  my  sumner  to  devour  his  process  f 
Old  ruffian  past-grace,  upstart  schismatic. 
Had  not  the  king  pray'd  us  to  pardon  ^ou. 
Yon  had  fry'd  for't,  you  grizzled  heretic 

Hur.  'Sblood,  my  lord  bishop,  you  wrong  me;  I 
am  neither  heretic  nor  puritan,  but  of  the  old 
church,  ril  swear,  drink  ale,  kiss  a  wench,  go 
to  mass,  eat  fish  all  Lent,  and  fast  Fridays  with 
cakes  and  wine,  fruit  and  spicery ;  shrive  me  oi 
my  old  sins  afore  Easter,  and  begin  new  before 
Whitsuntide. 

Crom.  A  merry  mad  conceited  knave,  my  lord 

Uar.  1  hat  knave   was  simply  put  upon  the 
bishop. 

Roch.  Well,  God  forgive  him,  and  I  pardos 
him ; 
Let  him  attend  his  master  in  the  Tower, 
For  I  in  charity  wish  his  soul  no  hurt. 

Cob.  God  bless  my  soul  from  such  cold  duuitj! 

Rock.  To  the  town  with  him ;  and  when  my 
leisure  serves, 
I  will  examine  him  of  articles. 
Look,  my  lord  warden,  as  you  have  m  charge, 
The  shrieve  perform  his  office. 

War.  Ay,  my  lord. 

[Eseunt'Lord  Warden^  Caoif  er,  end  Lord 

COBBAM. 

Enter  from  Lord  Cobham's  home,  Samner  with 

books. 

Roch.  What  bring'st  thou  there?  what,  books 
of  heresy? 

Sum.  Yea,  my  lord,  here's  not  a  Latin  book, 
no  not  so  much  as  our  lady's  Psalter.  Here's  the 
BibUf  the  Testament^  the  Psalms  in  metre,  tk 
Sick  Mans  Salve,  the  Treasure  of  Gladness^  ill 
English;  no  not  so  much  but  the  Ahnaoad's 
English. 

Roch.  Away  with  them,  to  the  fire  with  then, 
Clun. 
Now  fye  upon  these  up>tart  heretics ! 
All  English  !  burn  them,  burn  them  quickly, Cluiv 

Har.  But  do  not,  sumner,  as  youll  answer  it; 
for  I  have  there  English  books,  my  lord,  that  lH 
not  part  withal  for  your  bjslioprick ;  Bevit  4 
Hampton^  Otclef(lass,  2'he  Friar  and  the  BcWi 
Elinour  RummingfRobin Hood,  '*  and  other locb 


'*  Bevit  of  Hampton^  OwUglass^  the  Friar  and  the  Boy^  Elinour  Ramming,  Robin  Hood. The  metrictl 

romances  of  Beris  of  Hampton  ^  and  Hobin  Hood,  are  well  known.  Elinour  Ramming  is  a  poem  by  SkeHoat 
and  OwUglaas  a  translation  from  the  Dutch  Uylo  SptgeU  The  Friar  and  the  Boy  is  printed  in  flicssa'i 
Pieces  of  aaclent  popular  Poetry,  1791. 
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^odly  stories,  which  if  ye  burni  by  this  flesh  Til 
make  you  driok  their  ashes  in  Saint  Margaret's 
ale.'   lExeunt  Bishop  o/* Rochester,  Laefy  CoB" 
HAM,  Harpool,  and  Sumner, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Entrance  of  the  Tower, 

Enter  the  Bishop  o/*Rocuester,  attended, 

1  Ser.  Is  it  your  honour's  pleasure  we  shall  stay, 
Or  come  back,  iu  the  afternoon  to  fetch  you  ? 

JtocA.  Now  you  have  brouglit  me  here  into 
the  Tower, 
You  may  go  back  unto  the  porter's  lodge, 
Where,  if  I  have  occasion  to  employ  you, 
I'll  send  some  officer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Itito  the  city  go  not,  I  command  you  : 
Perhaps  I  may  have  present  need  to  use  you. 

2  Ser,  We  will  attend  your  honour  here  with- 

out. 

S  Ser.  Come,  we  may  have  a  quart  of  wine  at 
the  liose  at  Barking,  and  come  back  au  hour  be- 
fore he'll  go. 

1  Ser,  We  must  hie  us  then. 

3  Ser,  Let's  away.  [Exeunt, 
Roch,  Ho,  master  lieutenant 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower, 

Lieu*  Who  calls  there  ? 

jRoch.  A  friend  of  yours. 

Lieu,  My  lord  of  Rochester!  your  honour's 
welcome. 

Roch,  Sir,  here  is  my  warrant  from  the  council, 
-For  conference  with  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Upon  some  matter  of  great  consequence. 

Lieu,  Ho,  sir  John. 

Mar,  [Within.]  Who  calls  there } 

Lieu*  Uarpool,  tell  sir  John,  that  my  lord  of 
Rochester 
ComcB  from  the  council  to  confer  with  him, 
I  think  you  may  as  safe  without  suspicion 
As  any  man  in  England,  as  I  hear. 
For  it  was  you  most  labour'd  his  commitmient. 

Roch.  I  did,  sir. 
And  nothing  do  repent  it,  I  assure  you. 

Enter  Lord  Cobbam  and  Harpool. 

Master  lieutenant,  I  pray  you  give  us  leave ; 
I  must  confer  here  with  sir  John  a  little. 
Lieu.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
Har.  My  lord  be  ruled 
By  me ;  take  this  occasion  while  'tis  ofTer'd, 
And  on  my  life  your  lordship  will  escape. 

\Ande, 
Cob.  No  more  I  say :  peace,  lest  he  should  sus- 
pect it. 
Roch,  Sir  John,  I  am  come  to  you  from  the 
lords  o'  the  council. 
To  know  if  yet  you  do  recant  your  errors. 

Cob.  My  lore!  of  Rochester,  on  good  advice, 
I  tee  my  error ;  but  yet  understand  me, 
X  neao  qot  error  in  the  faith  I  hold, 


But  error  in  submitting  to  yonr  pleasure* 
Therefore  your  lordship,  without  more  to  do, 
Must  be  a  means  to  help  me  to  escape. 

Roch.  What  means,  thou  heretic  ? 
Dar'st  thou  but  lift  thy  hand  against  my  calling  ? 
Cob.  No,  not  to  hurt  you  for  a  thousand  pound. 
Har.  Nothing  but  to  borrow  your  upper  gar- 
ments a  little :  not  n  word  more ;  peace  fur  wa- 
king the  children. — There,  put  them  on ;  dispatch, 
my  lord ;  the  window  that  goes  nut  into  the  leads 
is  sure  enough ;  as  for  you.  Til  bind  you  surely  in 
the  inner  room. 

[Carries  the  Bishop  into  the  Tower,  and 
returns. 
Cob,  Tliis  is  well  begun ;  God  send  us  happj 
speed; 
Hard  shift,  you  see,  men  make  in  time  of  need. 

[Puts  on  the  Bishop's  cloak* 

Re-enter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester's  Servants* 

1  Ser,  I  marvel  that  my  lord  should  stay  so 
long. 

2  Ser,  IIo  hatli  sent  to  seek  us,  I  dare  lay  my 
life. 

3  Ser,  We  come  in  good  time;  see  where  he  19 
coming. 

Har,  I  beseech  you,  good  my  lord  of  Ro- 
chester, 
Be  favourable  to  my  lord  and  master. 

Cob.  The  inner  rooms  be  very  hot  and  close ; 
I  do  not  like  this  air  here  in  the  Tower. 

Har.  His  case  is  hard,  my  lord.  [Aside]  You 
shall  scarcely  get  out  of  the  Tower,  but  I'll 
down  upon  them,  in  which  time  get  you  away. 
Hard  under  Islington  wait  you  my  coming ;  I 
will  bring  my  lady  ready  with  horses  to  get  hence. 

Cob,  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  thy  lord. 
And  counsel  him. 

Har.  Nay,  my  good  lord  of  Rochester,  111 
bring  you  to  St  Alban's,  through  the  woods,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Har.  Nay,  since  I  am  past  the  Tower's  liberty. 
You  part  not  so.  [He  draws. 

Cob.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs  ! 

1  Ser.  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

3  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

Har,  Out,  you  cowardly  rogues. 

[Cobham  escapes* 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  and  Warders, 

Lieu.  Who  is  so  bold  as  dare  to  draw  a  sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower  ? 

1  Ser,  This  ruffian,  servant  to  sir  John  Old- 
castle, 
Was  like  to  have  slain  my  lord. 
Lieu,  Lay  hold  on  him. 
Har.  Stand  off,  if  you  love  your  puddings. 
Roch.  [ Within]  Help,  help,  help,  master  lieu- 
tenant, help! 
Lieu.  Who's  that  within }  some  treason  in  the 
Tower, 
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Upon  my  life.    Look  in,  who's  that  which  calls  ? 

[Exit  one  of  the  Warders, 

Rf  enter  Warder^  and  the  Bishop  o^  Rochester 

bound. 

Xie».  Without  your  cloak,  my  lord  of  Rochester  ? 
Har,  There»  now  I  see  it  works :  then  let  me 
speedy 
For  now*s  the  fittest  time  to  scape  away. 

[Exit  Harpool. 
Xiftf .  Why  do  you  look  so  ghastly  and  affrighted? 
Roch*  Oldcastlc,  that  traitor,  and  his  man. 
When  you  had  left  me  to  confer  with  him. 
Took,  bound,  and  stripped  me  as  you  see  I  am. 
And  left  me  lying  in  his  inner  chamber. 
And  so  departed. 
iSer.  Andl-    ■ 

Lku,  And  you  now  say  that  the  lord  Cobham*s 
man 


Did  here  set  on  yoo  like  to  morder  yoo  f 

1  Ser.  And  so  he  did. 

Roch,  It  was  upon  his  naaster  then  he  ^d, 
That  in  the  brawl  cbe  traitor  might  escape. 

Xieu.  Where  is  this  Harpool  ? 

42  Ser.  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Where  fled,  can  you  tell?— They  are 
both  escaped. 
Since  it  so  happens  that  he  is  escaped, 
I  am  dad  you  are  a  witness  of  the  same : 
It  mi^t  have  else  been  laid  unto  my  chargef 
That  I  had  been  consenting  to  the  met. 

Roch.  Come; 
Search  shall  be  made  for  him  with  expedition. 
The  haven's  laid  that  he  shall  not  escape ; 
And  hue  and  cry  continue  throughout  England, 
To  find  tliis  damned,  dangerous  beretic. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l.^A  Room  in  Lord  Cobham's  Hou$e 

in  Kent, 

Enter  Cambridge,  Scroope,  and  Grey.  They 
sit  down  at  a  table:  King  Henry,  Suffolk, 
Cobham,  and  other  Lords,  listening  at  the 
door. 

Cam.  In  mine  opinion,  Scroope  hath  well  ad- 
vised; 
Poison  will  be  the  only  aptest  mean. 
And  fittest  for  our  purpose,  to  dispatch  him: 
Grey.  But  yet  there  may  be  doubt  in  the  de- 
livery : 
Harry  is  wise ;  and  therefore,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
I  judge  that  way  not  so  convenient. 
Scroope.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  ?  I  am  his 
bedfellow. 
And  unsuspected  nightly  sleep  with  him. 
What  if  I  venture,  in  those  silent  hours 
When  sleep  hath  sealed  up  all  mortal  eyes, 
To  murder  him  in  bed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam.  Herein  oonsisu  no  safety  for  yourself: 
And  you  disclosed,  what  shall  become  of  us  ? 
But  this  day,  as  ye  know,  he  will  aboard, 
(The  wind's  so  fair)  and  set  away  for  France : 
If,  as  he  goes,  or  entering  in  the  ship. 
It  might  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent 

Grey.  Why,  any  of  these ;  or,  if  you  will,  Fll 
cause 
A  present  sitting  o'  the  council,  wherein 
I  will  pretend  some  matter  of  such  weight 
As  needs  must  have  his  royal  company ; 
And  so  dispatch  him  in  his  council-chamber. 

Cam.  Tush,  yec  I  hear  not  any  thing  to  purpose. 
I  wonder  that  lord  Cobham  stays  so  long ; 
Uis  counsel  in  this  case  would  much  avail  us. 

[The  King  and  his  Lords  advance. 
-  Scroope,  What,  shall  we  rise  thus^  and  deter- 
mine nothing  ? 


K.  Henry.  That  were  a  shame  indeed  *.  nOy  sit 
again, 
And  you  shall  have  my  counsel  in  this  case. 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  king, 
Then  you  shall  see  how  I  can  furnish  you« 
Scroope's  way  by  poison  was  indiflferent; 
But  yet,  being  bed-fellow  to  the  king, 
And  unsuspected  sleeping  in  his  bosom. 
In  mine  opinion  that's  the  likelier  way : 
For  such  false  friends  are  able  to  do  much, 
And  silent  night  is  treason's  fittest  friend. 
Now,  Cambridge,  in  his  setting  hence  for  Fiance, 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard. 
To  do  the  deed,  that  was  indifferent  too^ 
But  somewhat  doubtful. 
Marry,  lord  Grey  came  very  near  the  point, 
To  have  the  king  at  council,  and  there  murder 

him, 
As  Caesar  was,  among  his  dearest  friends. 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you,  bright  honour^s  stains, 
For  which  of  all  my  kindnesses  to  you. 
Arc  ye  become  thus  traitors  to  your  kin^ 
And  France  must  have  the  spoil  of  Harry's  life? 

AU.  Oh  par<k>n  us,  dread  ford. 

K.  Henry.  How  ?  pardon  you  ?  that  were  a  aii 
indeed. 
Drag  them  to  death,  which  justly  they  deserve: 
And  France  shall  dearly  buy  this  villainy. 
So  soon  as  we  set  footing  on  her  breast. 
God  have  the  praise  for  our  deliverance ! 
And  next  our  thanks,  lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee, 
True  perfect  mirror  of  nobility.  [fjrnm^ 

SCENE  IL— ^  High  Road  near  St  Albans. 
Enter  Sir  John  atd  Poll. 


•Sir  John.  Come,  Doll,  coroe,  lie  meny. 
Farewell  Kent;  we  ar«  not  fgt  tbce.   'Be  lostji 
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my  laae ;  come^  for  Lancashire :  we  must  nip  ^e 
bang  for  these  crowns. 

DolL  Why  is  all  the  gold  spent  already,  that 
yoa  had  the  other  day  ? 

Sir  John,  Crone,  Doll,  gone  *,  flown,  spent,  va- 
nished. The  devil,  drink,  and  dice,  has  devoured 
all. 

DolL  You  might  have  left  me  in  Kent,  till  you 
bad  been  better  provided. 

Sir  John.  No,  Doll,  no ;  Kent's  too  hot,  Doll, 
Kent's  too  hot  The  weathercock  of  Wrotham 
will  crow  no  longer ;  we  liave  pluck'd  him,  he  has 
lost  his  feathers;  I  have  prun'd  him  bare,  left 
him  thrice;  he  is  moulted,  he  is  moulted,  wench. 

Doll.  I  might  have  gone  to  service  again  ;  old 
master  Harpool  told  me  be  would  provide  me  a 
mistress. 

Sir  John,  Peace,  Doll,  peace.  Come,  mad 
wend),  ni  make  thee  an  honest  woman;  we'll 
into  Lancashire  to  our  friends :  the  troth  is,  I'll 
marry  thee*  We  want  but  a  little  money,  and 
inoney  we  will  have,  I  warrant  thee.  Stay ;  who 
comes  here  ?  Some  Irish  villain  methinks,  that  has 
slain  a  man,  and  now  is  rifling  of  him.  Stand 
close^  Doll ;  we'll  see  the  end. 

Enter  an  Irishman  with  hit  dead  Master,    He 
lays  him  down,  and  rifles  him. 

Irishm,  Alas  poe  master,  sir  Richard  Lee ;  be 
Saint  Patrick,  I  se  rob  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  de 
shaiu,  '^  and  -dy  roony,  and  dy  gold  ring.  Be  me 
truly,  Ise  love  dee  well,  but  now  dow  be  kill,  dow 
be  shitten  knave. 

Sir  John.  Stand,  sirrah ;  what  art  thou  ? 

Irishm,  Be  Saint  Patrick,  mester,  Ise  poor 
Irishman ;  Ise  a  leufter.  ^ 

Sir  John,  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you're  a  damn'd  rogue ; 
you  have  kill'd  a  man  here,  and  rifled  him  of  all 
that  he  has.  'Sblood  you  rogue,  deliver,  or  I'll 
not  leave  you  so  much  as  a  hair  above  your 
shoulders,  you  whorson  Irish  dog.         VRdbs  him. 

Irishm,  We*s  me !  by  Saint  Patrick,  Ise  kill 
my  mester  for  his  shain  and  his  ring ;  and  now 
Ise  be  rob  of  all.    Me's  undo. 

Sir  John,  Avannt,  you  rascal;  go  sirrah,  be 
walking.  Come  Doll,  the  devil  laughs  when  one 
thief  robs  another.  Come  wench,  we*il  to  St 
Albans,  and  revel  in  our  bower,  my  brave  girL 

DolL  O,  thou  art  old  sir  John,  when  all's  done, 
iTaith.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  lU.'^St  Albans,    The  entrance  ffa 

Carrier^s  Inn. 

Enter  Host  and  the  Irishman. 

Irishm,  Be  me  tro,  mester,  Ise  poor  Irisman, 
Ise  want  lodging.  Ise  have  no  mony,  Ise  starvo 
and  cold:  good  master,  give  bur  some  meat;  Ise 
famise  and  ^e. 

Host,  Taith,  fellow,  I  have  no  lodging,  but 
what  I  keep  for  my  guests.  As  for  meat,  thou 
shalt  have  as  much  as  there  is ;  and  if  thou  wilt 
lie  in  the  bam,  there's  fair  straw,  and  room  enough. 

Irishm.  Ise  tank  my  mester  heartily. 

Host.  Ho,  Robin. 

•  ,    Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Who  calls? 

Host.  Shew  this  poor  Irishman  to  the  bam ;  go^ 
sirrah.  [Exeunt  Robin  and  Irishman* 

flnter  Carrier  and  Kate. 

Car.  Who's  within  here?  who  looks  to  the 
horses?  Uds  heart,  here's  fine  work;  the  hens  in 
the  manager,  and  the  hogs  in  the  litter.  A  bots 
'found  you  all;  here's  a  house  well  look'd  to,i'faith. 

Kate,  Mas  gaff  Club,  Ise  very  cnwd. 

Car.  Get  in,  Kate,  get  in  to  fire,  and  warm 
thee.    John  Ostler ! 

Host.  What,  gaffer  Club  !  Welcome  to  St  Al- 
bans. 
How  does  all  our  friends  in  Lancashire  ? 

Enter  Ostler. 

Car.  Well,  God-a-mercy. — ^John,  how  does 
Tom  ?  where  is  he  ?      ^ 

Ostl.  Tom's  gone  from  hence ;  he's  at  the  three 
horse-loaves  ^'  at  Stony  Stratford.  How  does  old 
Dick  Dun  ? 

Car.  Uds  heart,  old  Dun  has  bin  moyr^d  in  m 
slough  in  Brick-hill- lane.  A  plague  'found  it! 
yonder's  such  abomination  weather  as  was  never 
seen. 

OstL  Uds  heart !  Thief !  'a  shall  have  one  half 
peck  of  pease  and  oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am 
John  Ostler ;  he  has  been  ever  as  good  a  jade  as 
ever  travelled. 

Car,  'Faith,  well  said,  old  Jack ;  thou  art  the 
old  lad  still. 

OstL  Come,  gaffier  Club,  unload|  unload,  and 
get  to  supper.  [Exeunt^ 


'^  Far  de  sbaioe,— i«  e.  for  thy  ciUiin«-— Malonb. 

^  /fe  a  leufter.— This  was  probably  an  intentional  corruption ;  bat  I  know  not  what  word  it  was  pat 
for. — Ma  lone.  * 

*'  M  the  three  A«ne-loaves  at  Stonif  StratJord — It  appears' from  the  earl  of  Northumberland's  Homi- 
hold  BtfoJr,  that  horses  were  not  so  uioally  fed  with  com  loose  in  the  manger,  In  the  present  manneri  as 
with  their  provender  made  into  loaves*— Fi act. 
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PIRST  PART  OF 


[Anonymous^ 


SCENE  IV^-^Thesame,   A  room  in  the  Carrier't 

Inn. 

Enter  Hott,  Lord  Cobham,  and  HiUPoOL. 

Host,  Sir,  }rou*re  welcome  to  this  house,  to  such 
as  is  here  with  all  my  heart;  bat  I  fear  your 
lodging  will  be  the  worst.  I  have  but  ttvo  beds, 
and  they  are  both  in  a  chamber ;  and  the  carrier 
and  his  daughter  lies  in  the  one,  and  you  and 
your  wife  must  lie  in  the  other. 

Cob.  *Faith,  sir,  for  myself  I  do  not  greatly  pass : 
My  wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  rest, 
For  we  have  travelled  very  far  to-day ; 
M'e  must  be  content  with  such  as  you  liavc. 

Host,  But  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  with  y^ur 
man. 

Har,  What  ?  hast  thou  ncrer  an  empty  room 
in  thy  house  fur  me  ? 

.  Host,  Not  %  bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor 
Irishman,  and  I  lodged  him  in  the  barn,  where  he 
bas  fair  straw,  although  ho  have  nothing  else. 

Har,  Well,  mi  tie  host,  I  pr*ytliee  help  me  to  a 
pair  of  clean  sheets,  and  I'll  go  lodge  with  him. 

Host.  By  the  m&ss,  that  thou  shalt,  a  good  pair 
of  hempen  sheets  were  ne  er  lain  in :  come. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  V.—r^eiflWf.  A  Street, 
Enter  Mayor,  Constable,  and  Watch, 

Mayor,  What  ?  have  ^ou  searched  the  town  ? 

Con.  All  the  town,  sir;  we  have  not  left  a 
bouse  unsearched  that  uses  to  lodge. 

Mayor.  Surely  my  lord  of  Rochester  was  then 
deceived, 
Or  ill  inform*d  of  sir  John  Oldcastlc ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  past  the  town : 
He  could  not  else  have  'scaped  you  in  the  search. 

Con,  The  privy  w^tch  hath  been  abroad  all 
night; 
And  not  a  stratiger  lodgeth  in  the  town 
But  he  is  known ;  only  a  lusty  priest 
We  found  in  bed  with  a  young  pretty  wencb, 
That  says  slie  is  his  wife,  yonder  at  the  Shears : 
But  we  have  charged  the  host  with  bis  forth-coming 
To-morrow  morning. 

Mayor,  What  think  you  best  to  do } 

Con.  'Faith,  master  mayor,  here's  a  few  strag- 
gling houses  beyoqd  the  bridge,  and  a  little  inn 
where  carriers  use  to  lodge ;  although  I  think 
surely  he  would  ne'er  lodge  there :  but  we'll  go 
search,  and  the  rather  because  there  came  notice 


to  the  town  last  night  of  an  Irishman,  that  had 
done  a  murther,  whom  we  are  to  make  search  for. 
Mayor,  Come  then,  I  pray  you,  and  be  cir- 
cumspect. [Exeunt  Mayor,  Constable,  &c. 

SCENE  VI.— TAc  same.    Before  the  Carrier's 

Inn, 

Enter  Watch. 

1  Watch,  First  beset  the  bouse,  before  you  be- 
gin to  Search. 

2  Watch,  Content ;  every  man  take  a  several 
place.  [A  noise  within. 
Keep,  keep,  strike  him  down  there,  down  with  kirn. 

Enter,  from  the  Inn^  the  Mayor  and  CanslabU, 
with  the  Irishman  in  Harpool's  oppareL^^ 

Con,  Come,  you  villainous  heretic,  tell  «s 
where  your  master  is. 

Irishm,  Vat  mester? 

Mayor,  Vat  mester,  you  counterfeit  rebel? 
This  shall  not  serve  your  turn. 

Irishm.  Be  Sent  Patrick  I  ha'  no  mester. 

Con.  Where's  the  lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Old- 
castle,  that  lately  escaped  out  of  the  Tower? 

Irishm,  Vat  lort  Cobham  ? 

Mayor,  You  counterfeit,  this  shall^not  serve 
you  ;  we'll  torture  you,  weTl  make  you  to  confcfs 
w  here  that  arch-heretic  is.     Come,  bind  him  fast 

Irishm.  A  hone,  ahone,  ahone,  a  cree. 

Con,  Ahone !  you  crafty  rascal  ?        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Vn,—The  same.    The  Yard  rfthe  Inn. 
Enter  Jj>rd  Cobham  in  his  night-goan. 

Cob,  Harpool,  Harpool,  I  hear  a  marvellous 
noise 
About  the  house.    God  warrant  us,  1  fear 
We  are  pursued.    What,  llarpool  f 

Har.  [from  the  Bam.]  Who  calls  there? 

Cob,  '^fis  I ;  dost  thuu  not  bear  a  noise  aboot 
the  house  ? 

Har,  [from  the  Barn,]  Yes,  marry  do  I.  'Zoundi 
I  cannot  find 
My  hose.    This  Irish  rascal,  that  lodged  with  ne 
All  night,  hath  stolen  my  apparel,  aiKl 
Has  left  me  nothing  but  a  lowsy  mantle,  ^^ 
And  a  pair  of  brogues.    Get  up,  get  up,  and,  if 
The  carrier  and  his  wench  be  yet  asleep, 
Change  you  with  him,  as  he  hath  done  with  mc. 
And  see  if  we  can  'scape.   [Exit  Lord  Cobbam. 


Tl 


With  the  Irishman  in  HarpooVs  apparel  — ^The  Irishman  must  be  supposed  to  have  risen  carljt 
and  have  gone  from  the  barn,  where  be  lay,  into  the  house,  in  which  he  is  found  by  the  mayor,  &c.- — 

M  ALONE. 

*^  Han  left  me  nothing  but  a  loxvty  mantle. — The  numtk,  or  long  cloak,  was  the  common  dress  of  the 
ancient  IrUh.  Spenser  was  much  offended  with  this  garment,  t*  It  is  (says  he)  a  fit  house  for  ao  out- 
law, a  meet  bed  for  a  rebel,  and  an  apt  cloak  for  a  thief. — For  a  had  huswife  it  is  do  lease  coDvesiot  i 
for  tome  of  them  that  be  wanderiog  women,  called  of  them  mona^hul,  it  is  half  a  wardrobe  :  for  ia  wm- 
mer  you  shall  find  her  arrayed  commonly  but  in  her  smock  and  mantU,  to  be  more  ready  for  her  ligkt 
services;  in  winter  and  in  her  travaile,  it  is  her  cloake  and  safeguard,  and  also  a  coverlet  for  her  lfw4 
exercise."     Vimo  tf  Ireland,  ediL  i6S3,  p.  ST.^Maloitc. 
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SCENE  VllL-^ne  same. 

A  noise  about  the  house  for  some  time.  Then  enter 
Harpool  tn  the  Irishman's  apparel;  the  Mayor, 
Constable^  and  Watch  of  St  Alban's  meeting 
him. 

Con.  Stand  close,  here  comes  the  Irishnuui  that 
did  the  murder ;  by  all  tokens  this  is  he. 

Mayor,  And  pereemng  the  bottse  beset,  vroold 
get  away.    Stand,  sirrah. 

Hot*  What  art  thou  that  bidd^st  me  stand  ? 

Con.  I  am  the  officer ;  and  am  come  to  search 
for  an  Irishman,  such  a  villain  as  thyself,  that 
hast  murdered  a  maa  this  last  night  by  the  high- 
way. 

Har.  'Sblood,  eonstabie,  art  tboo  mad  ?  am  I 
an  Irishman? 

Mayor.  Sirrah,  we^n  find  yoa  an  Irishman  be- 
fore we  part : 
Lay  hold  upon  him. 

Con.  Ma!ke  him  fast    O  thou  bloody  rogue ! 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham,  in  the  apparel  of 
the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter. 

Cab.  What,  will  these  ostlers  sleep  aM  day? 
Good  morrow,  good  morrow.  Come  wench,  come. 
9kd«Me,  saddle ;  ncKW  afore  God  two  fair  days,  ha  ? 

Con.  Who  i^oes  there  ? 

Mayor.  O  *tis  Lancashire  carrier ;  let  them  pass. 

Cob.  What,  will  nobody  ope  the  gates  here  ? 
Come,  let*s  into  stable,  to  look  to  our  capons. 

[Exeunt  Lord  and  Lady  Cobbav. 

Car.  [W'ahin.]  Host!  Why  o3tler !  Zooks 
here's  soch  abomination  company  of  boys.  A 
pox  of  this  pigstye  at  the  bouse'  end ;  it  fills  all 
the  house  fuii  of  fbasi    Ostler,  ostler. 

Enter  Ostler. 

Ost.  Who  calls  there  ?  what  would  you  have  ? 

Car.  \Witkm.'\  Zooks,  do  yoo  rob  your  guests? 
Do  you  lodge  rogues,  and  slaves,  and  scoundrels, 
ha  ?  They  hir  stolen  our  clothes  here.  Why  osder ! 

Ost.  A  murrain  choke  .you;  what  a  bawling 
yoa  keep! 

Enter  Host. 

Host.  How  now  f  what  would  the  carrier  have? 
Look  un  there. 


Car.  Who  coities  here?  a  pHigue  'foumd  'em  ! 
Yoo  bawl,  qiioth-a?  odds  heart  I*M  forswear  yotir 
house ;  you  lodged  a  fellow  avMl  his  wife  by  us, 
that  ha*  run  away  with  our  'perel,  and  left  as  sdch- 
gewgaws  here : — Come  Kate,  come  to  me ;  thoa's 
dizeard,  iYaith. 

Mayer.  Mine  host,  know  you  this  man  ? 
Host.  Yes,  master  mayor,  I*U  give  my  word  fbr 
him.     Why  neighbour  Club,  how  comes  this  gear 
about? 

Kate.  Now  a  font  on^t,  I  cannot  mak^  this 
gewgaw  stand  on  my  head. 

Mayor.  How  came  this  man  and  woma»  thus 

alfired? 
Ifoi^  Here  came  a  man  and  woman  hither  this 
last  night. 
Which  I  did  take  for  substantial  people, 
Aad  lodged  all  in  one  chamber  by  these  folks ; 
Methinks  they  have  been  so  bold  to  change  apparef,* 
And  gone  away  this  morning  ere  they  rose. 
JH^or.  That  wa»  that  traitor  Oldcadtle^  (hat 
thus 
Escaped  us.    Make  hue  and  cry  yet  after  him ; 
Keep  fast  that  traitorous  rebel  bis  servant  there : 
Farewell,  mine  host.  [Exit  Mayor. 

Car.  Come  Kate  Owdham,  thou  and  Fs  trimly 
dizard. 

Kate,  rfaith,  neam  Club,  Ise  wot  near  what  to- 
do,  Ise  be  so  ffouted  and  so  shouted  at ;  but  by 
the  mess  Ise  cry. 

[Exeunt  Carrier  and  his  Daughter, 
Host,  Harpool,  Constables,  jrc 

SCENK  IX.— ^  Wo&d  near  St  Albans. 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham  disguised^ 

Cob,  Come,  madkim^  happily  escaped.    Here 
let  us  sit ; 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  any  path ; 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  limlw  may  rest     ' 
To  take  refreshings  free  from  the  pursuit 
Of  envious  Rochester. 

L.  Cob.  But  where,  my  lordj 
Shall  we  find  rest  for  our  disquiet  minds  ? 
There  dwell  untamed  thoughts,  that  hardly  stoop 
To  such  abasement  of  disdained  rags : 
We  were  not  wont  to  travel  thus  by  nighty 
Especially  on  foot. 

Cob.  No  matter,  love ; 


Ost.  They  say  that  the  man  and  the  woman  I  Extremities  admit  no  better  choice. 


that  ti^  by  tliem,  have  stolen  their  clotlies. 

Host*  What,  are  the  strange  foHts  up,  that 
cane  in  yestem^hfc? 

Con.  What,  mme  host,  up  so  early  ? 

Hast.  What,  master  mayor,  And  master  con* 

stable? 
Mayor.  We  are  come  to  seek  for  some  sus- 
pected persons, 
And  such  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate,  in  Lord  and  Lady 

Cobuam's  chtket. 

Con.  Who  comes  here? 

VOL.  I, 


And,  were  it  not  for  thee,  say  froward  time 
Imposed  a  greater  task,  I  would  esteem  it 
As  lightly  as  the  wnul  that  blows  upon  us. 
But  in  thy  sufferance  I  am  doubly  tasked ; 
Thou  wast  not  wont  to  have  the  earth  thy  stool, 
Nor  the  moist  dewy  grass  thy  pillow,  noi 
Thy  chamber  to  be  the  wide  horizon. 

L.  Cob.  How  can  it  seem  a  trouble,  having  you 
A  partner  with  me  in  the  worst  I  feel  ? 
No,  gentle  lord,  y^ur  presence  would  give  ease 
To  death  itself,  should  be  now  seize  upon  me. 

[She  produces  some  bread  and  cheese,  and 
a  bottle. 
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Behold,  what  roy  foresight  hath  undertaken, 
For  fear  we  faint ;  they  are  but  homely  cates ; 
Yet,  sauced  with  hunger,  they  may  seem  as  sweet 
As  greater  dainties  we  were  wont  to  taste. 
Cob,  Praise  be  to  him  whose  plenty  sends  botli 
this. 
And  all  things  else  our  mortal  bodies  need  ! 
Nor  scorn  we  tliis  poor  feeding,  nor  the  state 
We  now  are  in  ;  for  what  is  it  on  earth. 
Nay  under  heaven,  continues  at  a  stay  r 
Xbbs  not  the  sea,  when  it  hath  overflowed  ? 
Follows  not  darkness,  when  the  day  is  gone  ? 
And  see  we  not  sometimes  the  eye  of  heaven 
Dimmed  with  o'er-flying  clouds  ?  There's  not  that 

work 
Of  careful  nature,  or  of  cunning  art, 
}Iow  strong,  how  beauteous,  or  how  rich  it  be, 
But  falls  in  time  to  ruin.    Here,  gentle  madam, 
In  this  one  draught  I  wash  my  sorrow  down. 

[Drinks. 
Ja,  Cob.  And  I,  encouraged  with  your  chcarful 
speech, 
Will  do  the  like. 

Cob.  Tray  God,  poor  Harpool  come^ 
If  he  should  fall  into  the  bishop's  hands. 
Or  not  remember  where  we  bade  him  meet  us, 
It  were  the  thing  of  all  things  else,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  mind. 

jL.  Cob.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  he  s  witty  to  devise, 
And  strong  to  execute  a  present  shift 

Cob,  That  power  be  still  his  guide,  hath  guided 
us! 
My  drowsy  eyes  wax  heavy ;  early  rising. 
Together  with  the  travel  we  have  had^ 
Makes  me  that  I  could  gladly  take  a  nap, 
Were  I  persuaded  we  might  be  secure. 

L.  Cob.  Let  that  depend  on  me :  whilst  you  do 
sl&ep, 
ril  watch  that  no  misfortune  happen  us. 

Cob,  1  shall,  dear  wife>  be  too  much  trouble  to 

thee^ 
L.  Cob,  Urg6  not  that; 
My  duty  binds  me,  and  your  love  commands. 
I  would  I  had  the  skill,  with  tuned  voice 
To  draw  on  sleep  with  some  sweet  melody. 
But  imperfection,  and  unaptness  too. 
Are  both  repugnant :  fear  inserts  the  one ; 
The  oihet  natlire  hath  denied  me  use. — 
But  what  talk  I  of  means  to  purchase  that 
Is  freely  happened  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  baud 
Hath  shut  his  eye-lids.    O  victorious  labour. 
How  soon  thy  power  can  charm  the  body's  sense  ! 
And  now  thou  likewise  climb'st  unto  my  brain, 
Making  my  heavy  temples  stoop  to  thee. 
Great  God  of  heaven,  from  danger  keep  us  free  ! 

[ialU  asleep. 


Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee,  and  hit  ServantL 

Sir  Rich,  A  murder  closely  done  ?  and  in  my 
ground  ? 
Search  carefully ;  if  any  where  it  were. 
This  obscure  thicket  is  the  likeliest  place. 

[Exit  a  ServmU. 

Re-enter  Servant  bearing  a  dead  body. 

Ser.  Sirv  I  have  found  the  body  stiff  with  cold, 
And  mangled  cruelly  with  many  wounds. 
Sir  Rich.  Look,  if  thou  know'st  bim :  turn  bis 
body  up^ 
Alack,  it  is  my  son  !  my  son  and  heir, 
Whom  two  years  since  I  sent  to  Ireland, 
To  practise  there  the  discipline  of  war; 
And  coming  home,  (for  so  he  wrote  to  me,) 
Some  savage  heart,  some  bloody  devilish  huuid, 
Either  in  hate,  or  thirsting  for  bis  coin. 
Hath  here  sluiced  out  his  blood.  Unhappy  bonr! 
Accursed  place  !  but  most  unconstant  fate. 
That  hast  reserved  him  from  the  bullet's  fire, 
And  suffered  him  to  'scape  the  wood-kems^  furji** 
Didst  here  ordain  the  treasure  of  his  life, 
Even  here  within  the  arms  of  tender  peace, 
To  be  consumed  by  treason's  wasteful  hand ! 
And,  which  is  most  afflicting  to  my  soul. 
That  this  his  death  and  murder  should  be  wrought 
Without  the  knowledge  by  whose  means  't«>s 
done. 
2  Ser.  Not  so,  sir ;  I  have  found  the  aatfaort 
of  it. 
See  where  they  sit ;  and  in  their  bloody  fists 
The  fatal  instruments  of  death  and  sin. 

Sir  Rich.  Just  judgment  of  that  power,  whose 
gracious  eye. 
Loathing  the  sight  of  such  a  heinous  fact, 
Dazzled  their  senses  with  benumbing  sleep, 
Tilt  their  unhallowed  treachery  was  known.— 
Awake,  ye  monsters  !  murderers,  awake  ! 
Tremble  for  horror ;  blush,  you  cannot  choose, 
Beholding  this  unhuman  deed  of  yours. 

Cob,  What  mean  you,  sir,  to  trouble  weary 
souls. 
And  interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  sleep  ? 

Sir  Rich.  O  devilish !  can  you  boast  unto  joar* 
selves 
Of  quiet  sleep,  having  within  your  hearts 
The  guilt  of  murder  waking,  that  with  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  thunder,  and  solicits  heaven 
With  more  than  mandriikes*  shrieks  for  your  of- 
fence ? 
L,  Cdb.  What  murder  ?  You  upbraid  us  wroof- 

fully. 
Sir  Rich.  Can  you  deny  t^e  faa?  see  yoooot 
here 


^  The  kern  was  the  Irish  light-armed  foot  soldier* 
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The  body  of  my  son,  by  yoa  misdone  ? 

Look  on  his  wounds,  look  on  his  purple  hue : 

Do  we  not  iind  you  where  the  deed  was  done  ? 

Were  not  your  knives  fast  closed  in  your  hands? 

Is  not  this  cloth  en  argument  beside, 

Thus  stained  apd  spotted  with  his  innocent  blood  ? 

These  speaking  characters,  were  there  nothing 

else 
To  plead  against  you,  would  convict  you  both. — 
To  Hertford  with  them,  where  the  'sizes  now 
Are  kr'pt ;  their  lives  shall  answer  for  rpy  son's 
Lost  lite. 

Cob.  As  we  are  innocent,  so  may  we  speed. 

Sir  Rich,  As  I  am  wronged^  so  may  the  law 
proceed.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  K.—St  Albans. 

^nter  the  Bishop  o/*Rocn  ester.  Constable  of  St 
Albans f  with  Sir  John  and  Doll,  and  the 
Irishman  in  Harpool's  apparel. 

Roch.  What  intricate  confusion  have  we  here? 
Not  two  hours  since  we  apprehended  one 
)o  habit  Irish,  but  in  speech  not  so ; 
And  now  you  brint;  another,  that  in  speech 
Is  Irish,  but  in  habit  English  :  yea. 
And  more  than  so,  the  servant  of  that  heretic 
Lord  Cobham. 

Irishm.  Fait  me  be  no  servant  of  de  lort  Cob- 
liam :  me  be  Mack-Sliane  of  Ulster. 

jRocA.  Otherwise  called  Harpool  of  Kent;  go 
to,  sir. 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  your  broken  Irish. 

Sir  John.  Trust  roe,  lord  bishop,  whether  Irish 
or  English, 
Harpool  or  not  Harpof>I,  that  I  leave  to  the  trial : 
But  sure  I  am,  this  man  by  face  and  speech. 
Is  he  that  murdered  young  sir  Richard  Lee ; 
(I  met  him  presently  upon  the  fact) 
And  that  he  slew  his  master  for  that  gold, 
Those  jewels,  and  that  chain,  I  took  from  him. 

Rack.  Well,  our  affairs  do  call  us  back  to  Lon- 
don. 
So  that  we  cannot  prosecute  the  cause. 
As  we  desire  to  do;  therefore  we  leave 
The  charge  with  you,  to  see  they  be  conveyed 

[To  the  Constable. 
To  Hertford  'sizes :  both  this  counterfeit, 
And  you,  sir  John  of  Wrotham,  and  your  wench; 
For  you  arc  culpable  as  v^'cll  as  tliey. 
Though  not  for  murder,  yet  for  felony. 
But  since  you  are  the  means  to  bring  to  light 
This  graceless  murder,  you  shall  bear  with  you 
Our  letters  to  the  judges  of  the  bench. 
To  be  your  friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Sir  John,  t  thank  your  lordship.         [Exeunt, 

SCENE  XL'' Hertford.    4  H4i II  of  Justice. 

Enter  a  Gaoler  and  his  Servant,  bringing  forth 
IjordCoBUAM  in  irons. 

fjaoL  Bring  forth  the  prisoners,  see  the  court 
prepared ; 


The  justices  are  coming  to  the  bench  : 
So,  let  him  stand ;  away  and  fetch  the  rest. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Cob.  O,  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  scourge. 
Thou  that  art  fountain  of  this  virtuous  stream  ; 
.And  though  contempt,  false  witness, and  reproach, 
Hang  on  these  iron  gyves,  to  press  my  life 
As  low  as  earth,  yet  strengthen  me  with  faith. 
That  I  may  mount  in  spirit  above  the  clouds. 

Re-enter  Gaolers  Servant,  bringing  in  Lady 
CohUAM  and  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  lady.    Sorrow,  'tis  for  her 
Thy  wound  is  grievous;  else  I  scoff  at  th^. 
What,  and  poor  Harpool,  art  thou  i'the  briars  too  ? 

Har.  ITaith,  my  lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how  I  o^p. 

L.  Cob.  Say,  gentle  lord,  (for  now  we  are  alone, 
And  may  confer,)  shall  we  confess  in  brief 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  so  prevent 
The  accusation  is  commenced  against  us  ? 

Cob.  What  will  that  help  us?    3eing  l^nown^ 
sweet  love. 
We  shall  for  heresy  be  put  to  death. 
For  so  they  term  the  religion  we  profess. 
No,  if  we  diCf  let  this  our  comfort  be, 
That  o(  the  guilt  imposed  our  souls  are  free. 

Har.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord ;  Harpool  is  so  resolved. 
I  reck  of  death  the  less,  in  that  I  die 
Not  by  the  sentence  of  that  envious  priest. 

X.  Cob.  Well,  be  it  then  according  as  heaven 
plesisq. 

Enter  the  Judge  of  Assize,  and  Justices ;  the  May- 
or  of  St  Albans,  Lord  and  Lady  Powi5^  ar^d 
Sir  Richard  Lee.  The  Judge  and  Justices 
take  their  places  on  the  Bench. 

Judge.  Now,  master  mayor,  what  gentleman  is 
that 
You  bring  with  you  befpre  us  tp  the  bench  ? 

Mayor.  The  lord  Powis,  and  if  it  like  your  hopour, 
And  this  his  lady  travelling  toward  Wales, 
Who,  for  they  lodged  last  night  within  my  house, 
And  my  lord  bishop  did  lay  wait  for  such, 
Were  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me. 
Lest,  for  their  sakes,  supicion  we  might  wrong. 

Judge,  We  cry  your  honour  mercy ;  good  my 
lord, 
Will't  please  you  take  your  place  ?  Madam,  your 

ladyship 
May  here,  or  where  you  will,  repose  yourself. 
Until  this  business  now  in  hand  be  past. 

L.  Pow.  I  will  withdraw  unto  some  other  rooni, 
So  that  your  lordship  and  the  rest  be  pleased. 

Judge.  Withallour  hearts: attend  the  lady  there. 

Pom.  Wife,  I  have  eyed  yon  prisoners  all  this 
while. 
And  my  conceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  friend 
The  noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  lady.  [Aside. 

L.  Ptfw.  I  think  no  less :  are  they  suspected 
for  this  murder  ? 

Pow.  What  it  means 
I  cannot  tell,  but  we  shall  know  anon. 
Mean  time;  as  you  pass  by  them,  a^k  the  question ; 
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Bat  do  it  secretly,  that  yoa  be  not  seen,  ' 

And  make  some  sign,  tliat  I  may  know  your,  mind. 
[She  pastes  aver  the  Stage  by  them, 
L.  Pow:  My  lotf)  Cobham !  Sfadam  ! 
Cob»  No  Cobham  now,  nor  madam,  as  you  lo?e 
us; 
*  But  Jo|)n  of  Lancashire,  and  Joan  his  wife. 

L.  Pow.  O  teil,  what  is  it  that  our  love  can  do 
To  pleasure  ]fou,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 
Cob,  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceal  our 
aaroes; 

So,  gentle  lady,  pass ;  for  being  spied 

L,  Paw,  My  heart  I  leave,  to  bear  part  of  your 
grief.  [£j:t7  JLa«(y  Powis. 

Judge.  Call  the  prisoners  to  the  bar.   Sir  Rich- 
ard Lee, 
•What  evidence  can  you  bring  against  these  people. 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  the  murder  doner 
&r  Hich.  This  bloody  towel,  and  these  naked 
knives : 
Beude,  we  found  them  sitting  by  the  place 
Where  the  dead  body  lay  within  a  bush. 

Judge,  What  answer  you,  why  law  should  not 
proceed, 
According  to  this  evidence  given  in, 
To  tax  you  with  the  penalty  of  death  ? 

Cob,  That  we  are  free  from  murder's  very 
thought. 
And  know  not  how  the  gentleman  was  slain. 

1  Just.  How  came  this  Iben-cluth  so  bloody 

then  f 
L,  Cob,  My  husband  hot  with  travelling,  my 
lord. 
His  nose  gushed  out  a  bleeding ;  that  was  it 

2  Just,  But  how  came  your  sharp-edged  knives 

unsheathed  ? 
JL  Cob,  To  cut  such  simple  victual  as  we  had. 
Judge.  Say  we  admit  this  answer  to  those  ar- 
ticles, 
What  made  you  in  so  private  a  dark  nook, 
So  far  remote  from  any  common  path. 
As  was  the  thick  where  the  dead  corpse  was 
thrown  ? 
Cob,  Journeying,  my  lord,  from  London,  from 
the  term, 
Down  into  Lancashire,  where  we  do  dwell, 
And  what  with  age  and  travel  being  faint. 
We  gladly  sought  a  place  where  we  might  rest^ 
Free  from  resort  of  pther  passengers; 
And  so  we  strayed  into  that  secret  corner. 

Judge,  These  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time, 
And  linger  justice  from  her  purposed  eud. 

Enter  ConstabUy  with  the  Irishman,  Sir  John, 

and  Doll. 

But  who  are  these  ? 

Con,  Stay  judgment,  and  lelease  those  inno- 
cents ; 
For  here  is  he  whose  hand  hath  done  the  deed 


For  which  they  stand  indicted  at  the  bar ; 
This  savage  vUlain,  this  rude  Irish  slave: 
His  tongue  already  hath  confessed  the  fact. 
And  here  is  witness  to  confirm  as  much. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  my  good  lord ;  no  sooner  had  he 
slain 
His  loving  master  for  the  wealth  he  had, 
But  I  upon  the  instant  met  with  him : 
And  what  he  purchased  with  the  loss  of  blood, 
With  strokes  I  presently  bereaved  him  of: 
Some  of  the  which  is  spent ;  the  rest  remainiag 
I  willingly  surrender  to  the  hands 
Of  old  sir  Richard  Lee,  as  being  his : 
Beside,  my  lord  judge,  I  do  greet  your  honour 
With  letters  from  my  lord  of  Rochester. 

[Delivers  a  Letter. 

Sir  Rich.  Is  this  the  wolf  whoee  thirsty  throit 
did  drink 
My  dear  son's  Mood  f  art  thou  the  carsed  snake 
He  cherished,  yet  with  envious  piercing  sting 
Assaild*st  him  mortally?  Wer^t  not  that  the  law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty. 
Traitor  to  God,  thy  master,  and  to  me, 
These  hands  should  be  thy  eiecutioner. 

Judge.  Patience,  sir  Richard  Lee;  yoo  skill 
have  justice. 
The  fact  is  odious ;  therefore  take  him  heooe^ 
And  being  hanged  until  the  wretch  be  dead, 
His  body  after  shall  be  hanged  in  chains^ 
Near  to  the  place  where  he  did  act  the  murder. 

InshwL  Fr*thee,  lord  shudge,  let  me  have  mine 
own  doaths,  my  strouces  there;  ^'  and  let  me 
be  hang'd  in  a  wyth  after  mj  owo  country,  tk 
Irish  fashion. 

Judge.  Go  to ;  away  with  him. — And  now,  ar 
John,     [Exeunt  Gaoler  and  Iriskwrn- 
Although  by  yoo  this  murder  came  to  Tight, 
Yet  upright  law  will  not  hold  you  excused, 
For  you  did  rob  the  Irishman ;  by  which 
You  stand  attainted  here  of  felony : 
Beside,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  years 
Led  a  lascivious^  unbeseeming  life. 

Sir  John,  O  but,  my  lord,  sir  John  repenti^  sad 
he  will  mend. 

Judge.  In  hope  thereof,  together  wi|h  the  ft- 
vour 
My  lord  of  Rochester  intreats  for  you, 
Wc  are  contented  that  you  shall  be  profwl 

Sir  John,  I  thank  your  lordship. 

Judge.  These  other,  falsely  here 
Accused,  and  brought  in  peril  wrongfullyi 
We  in  hke  sort  do  setat  hberty* 

Sir  Rich,  And  for  amends. 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
I  give  these  few  crowns. 

Judge.  Your  kindness  merits  praise^  sir  Rich* 
ard  Lee: 
So  let  us  hence.     [£xetin(  all  except  PQWis  ai^ 

Cobham. 
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•.  But  Powis  still  roust  stay, 
yet  remains  a  part  of  that  true  love 
es  his  noble  friend,  unsatisfied 
iperformed ;  which  first  of  all  doth  bind  me 
tulate  your  lordship's  safe  delivery ; 
leu  entreat,  that  since  unlook*d-for  thus 
re  are  met,  your  honour  would  vouchsafe 
e  with  me  to  Wales,  where,  to  my  power,^ 
h  not  to  quittance  those  great  benefits 
received  of  you,  yet  both  my  house, 
rae^  my  servants^  and  what  else  I  have. 


Are  all  at  your  command.    Deny  me  not : 
I  know  the  bishop's  hate  pursues  you  so, 
As  there's  no  safety  in  abiding  here. 

Cob,  Tis  true,  my  lord,  and  God  foigive  him 

for  it 
Pow,  Then  let  us  hence.  You  shall  be  straight 
provided 
Of  lusty  geldings :  and  once  entered  Wales, 
Well  may  the  bishop  hunt ;  but,  spite  his  faoe^ 
He  never  more  shall  have  the  game  in  chace. 

[Exeunt. 


•fFkere^  to  my  powers — The  old  copies  read— where  ikaugh  my  power.    This  cannot,  I  think,  be 
Perhaps  we  ought  to  raid, 


where  though  my  power 


Mmf  not  aoquittamf  those  great  benefits  . 
I  have  received  of  you,  yet  both  my  house, 
MypurM,  &c. 

lere  though  it  be  not  in  my  power  to  repay  all  the  obligatioos  that  I  have  received  from  joo,  jfct 
\o  my  utmost  to  shew  my  gratitude. — Malohb. 


nld  read, 


Though  not,  &c. 


where  through  my  power. 
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Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom,  Old  Cromwell's  Set- 

vants, 
DsDO  Citizens. 

Mrs  Banister, 
Joan,  Wife  io  Seely. 

Two  Witnesses,  a  Serjeant  at  Arms^  a  Herald,  f 
Hangman,  a  Post^  Messengers,  Officers,  Ushers, 
and  Attendants. 


SCE'S'Er*^Partly  in  London,  and  the  adjoining  District ;  partly  in  Antwerp  and  Bommia. 


'  ji  bookt  cnlUd  the  Lyfe  and  Death  of  the  Lord  Cromwell,  as  yt  was  lately  acted  by  the  Lord  Ckamberkj/t 
his  Servantes,  was  enter^  oo  the  Stationers*  Books,  by  William  Cotton,  Aogust  II,  1602;  and  tbe play, 
I  am  informed,  was  printed  in  tliat  year.  I  have  met  with  no  earlier  edition  than  that  publislicd  to  16IS, 
in  tbe  title  of  which  it  is  said  to  be  written  by  W.  S.  I  believe  these  letters  were  not  the  initials  of  tke 
real  author's  name,  bnt  added  merely  with  a  view  to  deceive  the  public,  and  to  induce  them  to  suppose 
this  piece  the  composition  of  Shakespeare.  The  fraud  was,  I  imagine,  suggested  by  the  appearaoce  of  o«f 
author's  King  Henry  VII!.,  to  which  the  printer  probably  entertained  a  hope  that  this  play  wonM  be 
considered  as  a  sequel  or  second  part.  Viewed  in  thto  light,  the  date  of  the  first  edition  of  the  present  per* 
formance  in  some  measure  confirms  that  which  has  been  assigned  to  King  Henry  Fill ;  which,  for  tbe 
reasons  stated  in  the  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  order  in  which  the  Plays  of  Shakespeare  were  written,  ( VoL  I. 
p.  309.  last  edit.)  is  supposed  to  have  been  first  acted  in  1601,  or  1602.  The  present  piece,  we  find,  fol* 
lowed  close  after  iL  King  Henry  VI Ji,  it  appears,  was,  after  its  first  exhibition,  laid  by  for  some  years, 
and  revived  with  grefit  splendour  in  1613.  The  attention  of  the  town  being  now  a  second  time  caUed  to 
the  story  and  age  of  Wnlsey,  so  favourable  an  opportunity  was  not  to  be  lost;  accordingly  a  second  im- 
pression of  the  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell  was  issued  oAt  in  that  year. 

This  play  has  been  hitherto  printed  without  any  division  of  acts  or  scenes, — M  alone. 

The  part  of  history  on  which  this  play  is  founded,  occurs  in  Fuller,  Stow,  Speed,  Holinsbed,  Ac. 
but  more  amply  in  Fox*s  Book  of  Martyrs.  The  particulars  relating  to  Francesco  Freseobaldi,  (whoa  oir 
author,  or  hu  printer,  so  familiarly  has  styled  Friskiball,)  were  first  published  by  Bandello  the  novelist* 
in  1554.  **  Francesco  i-'rescobaldi  fa  cortesiaad  un  straniero,e  ndben  reroeritato,  essendo  colnt  dineiiHto 
rontestabile  d*lnghilterra.**    Seconda  Parte,  NovelL  34.    This  story  is  traoslaUd  by  Fox,  c4it.  \W» 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  L-^Puiney.    The  entrance  of  a  Smith's 

Shop. 

Enter  Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Hodge,  Come,  masters,  I  think  it  be  past  fire 
o*clock ;  is  it  not  time  we  were  at  work?  m^  old 
master,  he*ll  be  stirring  anon. 

Will,  I  cannot  tell  whether  mt  old  master  will 
be  stirring  or  no ;  but  I  am  sure  I  can  hardly  take 
my  afternoon's  nap,  for  my  young  master  Thomas. 
He  keeps  such  a  coil  in  bis  study,  with  the  sun, 
and  the  moon,  and  the  seven  stars^  that  I  do  verily 
think  he*U  read  out  his  wits. 

Hodge.  He  skill  of  the  stars  ?  There's  goodman 
Car  of  Folham,  (he  that  carried  us  to  the  strong 
ale,  where  goody  Trundel  had  her  maid  got  with 
child)  O,  he  knows  the  stars;  he'll  tickle  you 
Charles's  wain  in  nine  degrees:  that. same  man 
Wdl  tell  goody  Trundel  when  her  ale  shall  miscar- 
ry, only  by  the  stars. 

Tom.  Ay !  that's  a  great  virtue  indeed ;  I  think, 
Thomas  be  nobody  in  comparison  to  him. 

Will.  Well,  masters,  come;  shall  we  to  our 
hammers  ? 

Hodge.  Ay,  content :  first  let's  take  our  morn- 
ing's draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 

Tom,  Ay,  agreed.    Go  in,  Hodge.      [Ejceunt, 

SCENE  II.— TAe  tame. 

Enter  Young  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Good  morrow,  morn;  I  do  salute  thy 
brightness. 
The  night  seems  tedious  to  my  troubled  soul, 
Whose  black  obscurity  binds  in  my  mind 
A  tliousand  sundry  cogitations  : 
And  now  Aurora  with  a  lively  dye 
Adds  comfort  to  my  spirit,  that  mounts  on  high ; 
Too  high  indeed,  my  state  being  so  mean. 
My  study,  like  a  mineral  of  ^old, 
Makes  my  heart  proud,  wherem  my  hope's  enrolled; 
My  books  are  all  the  wealth  I  do  possess. 
And  unto  them  I  have  engaged  my  heart. 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  seem'st  to  me. 
Within  whose  arms  is  all  felicity  ! 

[The  Smitht  beat  with  their  hammer$j  within. 
Peace  with  your  hammers !  leave  your  knocking 

there ! 
You  do  disturb  my  study  and  my  rest : 
Leave  off,  I  say  :  you  mad  me  with  the  noise. 

Enter  Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Hodge.  Why,  how  now,  master  Thomas  ?  how 
now  ?  will  you  not  let  us  work  for  you  ? 

Crom,  You  fret  my  heart  with  making  of  this 
noise. 

Hodge.  How,  fret  your  heart  ?  ay,  but  Thomas, 
you'll  fret  your  father's  purse,  if  you  let  as  from 
working. 


Tom.  Ay,  this  ^tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  gen- 
tleman. Shall  we  leave  work  for  your  musing  f 
that's  well^iTaith : — But  here  comes  my  old  master 
now. 


Enter  Old  Caomwell. 


Old 


are  you 


Crom.  You  idle  knaves,   what 
loit'ring  now  ? 
No  hammers  walking,  and  my  work  to  do  ! 
What,  not  a  heat  among  your  work  tu-day  ? 

Hodge.  Marrv,  sir,  your  son  Thomas  will  not 
let  us  work  at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why  knave,  I  say,  have  I  thus 
cark'd  and  cared. 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  gentleman ; 
And  dost  thou  let  my  servants  at  their  work. 
That  sweat  for  thee,  knave,  labour  thus  for  thee? 
Crom.  Father,  their  hammers  do  offend  my  study. 
Old  Crom.  Out  of  my  doors,  knave,  if  thou  lik*sk 
it  not. 
I  cry  you  mercy ;  are  your  ears  so  fine  ? 
I  tell  thee,  knave,  these  get  when  I  do  sleep ; 
I  will  not  have  my  anvil  stand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  money,  father;  I  will  pay  your 
men.  [Throwt  money  among  them. 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto 
my  cost, 

I  In  hope  that  one  day  thou'dst  relieve  my  age ; 
And  art  thou  now  so  lavish  of  thy  coin. 
To  scatter  it  among  these  idle  knaves? 

Crom.  Father,  be  patient,  and  content  yourself: 
The  time  will  come  I  shall  hold  gold  as  trash. 
And  here  I  speak  with  a  presaging  soul. 
To  build  a  palace  where  this  cottage  stands. 
As  fine  as  is  king  Henry's  house  at  Sheen. 

Old  Crom.  You  build  a  house?  you  knave, 
you'll  be  a  beggar.-— 
Now,  afore  God,  all  is  but  cast  away, 
That  is  bestowed  upon  this  thriftless  lad  ! 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  some  honest  trade, 
This  had  not  been ;  but  'twas  his  mother  s  doing. 
To  send  him  to  the  university. 
How  ?  build  a  house  where  now  this  cottage  stands, 
As  fair  as  that  at  Sheen  ? — They  shall  noc  hear 
me.  [Aside, 

A  good  boy  Tom,  I  con  thee  thank,  Tom ; 
Well  said,  Tom ;  gramercy,  Tom.— 
In  to  your  work,  knaves !  Hence,  you  saucy  boy ! 
[Exeunt  all  but  Young  Cromwell. 
Crom.  Why  should  my  birth  keep  down  my 
mounting  spirit  ? 
Are  not  all  creatures  subject  unto  time. 
To  time,  who  doth  abuse  the  cheated  world, 
And  fills  it  full  of  hodge-podge  bastardy  ? 
There's  legions  now  of  beggars  on  the  earth, 
That  their  original  did  spring  from  kings ; 
And  many  monarchs  now,  whose  fatliers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  age :  for  time  and  fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  train  to  beggary ; 
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And  from  the  dunghill  minions  do  advance 
To  state  and  mark  in  this  admiring  world. 
This  is  but  course,  which  in  the  name  of  fate 
Is  seen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about. 
The  river  Thames,  diat  bj  our  door  doth  pass. 
His  first  beginning  is  but  small  and  shallow ; 
Yet,  keeping  on  his  course,  grows  to  a  sea. 
And  likewise  Wolsey,  the  wonder  of  our  age, 
His  birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  butcher's  son ; 
Now  who  within  this  land  a  greater  man  ? 
Then,  Cromwell,  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  soul, 
That  thou  ma/st  live  to  flounsh  and  controul. 

Enter  Old  Cromwell. 

Old  Cram,  Tom  CromweU ;  what^  Tom,  I  say. 

Crom.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Old  CroKu  Here  is  master  Bowser  come  to 
know  if  you  have  dispatched  his  petition  for  the 
lords  of  the  council^  or  no. 

Crom,  Father,  I  have ;  please  yon  to  call  him  in. 

Old  Crom,  That's  well  said,  Tom ;  a  good  lad, 
Tom. 

Enter  Bowser. 

Bow,  Now,  master  Cromwell,  have  you  dis- 
patched this  petition  ? 

Crom,  I  have,  sir ;  here  it  is :  please  you  pe- 
ruse it. 

Bow,  It  shall  not  need ;  we'll  read  it  as  we  go 
by  water. 
And,  master  Cromwell,  I  have  made  a  motion 
May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  secretary  at  Antwerp,  sir,  is  dead ; 
And  the  merchants  there  have  sent  to  me^ 
For  to  provide  a  man  fit  for  the  place : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  yourself. 
If  with  your  liking  it  stand,  master  Cromwell. 

Crom.  With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and  I  much  am 
bound 
In  love  and  duty,  for  your  kindness  shown. 

Old  Crom,  Body  of  me,  Tom,  make  haste,  lest 
some  body  get  between  thee  and  home,  Tom.  I 
thank  you,  good  master  Bowser,  I  thank  you  for 
my  boy ;  I  thank  you  always,  1  thank  you  most 
heartily,  sir :  ho,  a  cup  of  beer  here  for  master 
Bowser. 

Bom.  It  shall  not  need,  sir  — Master  Cromwell, 
will  you  go  ? 

Crom.  I  will  attend  vou,  sir. 

Old  Crom.  Farewell,  Tom:  God  bless  thee, 
Tom !  God  speed  thee,  gdod  Tom  !       [Exeunt,  \ 


SCENE  lU^^London.    A  Street  before  Fbes- 

cobald's  Home, 

Enter  Bagot. 

Bag,  I  hope  thii  day  is  fatal  onto  soim^ 
And  by  their  loss  must  Bagot  seek  to  gain. 
This  is  the  lodging  of  master  Fr«scobald|* 
A  liberal  merchant,  and  a  Florentine ; 
To  whom  Banister  owes  a  thousand  pound, 
A  merchantrbaakropc,  whose  Esther  was  my  ina»- 

ter. 
What  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard  ? 
He  once  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fallen; 
And  I  this  morning  have  got  him  arrested 
At  suit  of  this  same  master  Fresoabald ; 
And  by  this  meant  shall  I  be  sure  of  coin, 
For  doing  this  same  good  to  hisi  unknown : 
And  in  fgood  ttme,  see  wh«re  the  merchant  ooaei 

Enter  Frescobald. 

Good  morrow  to  kind  master  Frescobald. 

JVei.  Good  morrow  to  yottrsdf,  good  nuter 
Baeot. 
And  what's  the  news,  you  are  so  early  stirring? 
It  is  for  gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag,  Tis  for  the  love,  sir,  that  I  bear  to  yoa. 
When  did  you  see  your  debtor  Banister  ? 

Frei,  I  promise  you,  I  have  not  seen  the  nan 
This  two  months  day :  his  poverty  is  such, 
As  I  do  think  he  shames  to  see  his  friends. 

Bag,  Whjr  then  assure  yourself  to  set  kio 
straight, 
For  at  your  suit  I  have  arrested  him, 
And  here  they  will  be  with  him  presently. 

Fref.  Arrest  him  at  my  suit  ?  you  were  to  bkuiie* 
I  know  the  man's  misfortunes  to  be  such, 
As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  debt ; 
And  were  it  known  to  some,  he  were  undone. 

Bag.  This  is  your  pitiful  heart  to  tliink  it  so; 
But  you  are  much  deceived  in  Banister. 
Whv,  such  as  he  will  break  for  fashion-sake. 
And  unto  those  they  owe  a  thousand  pound, 
Pay  scarce  a  hundred.    O,  sir,  beware  of  him. 
The  man  is  lewdly  given  to  dice  and  drabs; 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  harlots'  compooies. 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him. 
I  speak  the  truth  of  nim,  for  nothing  else^ 
But  for  the  kindness  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Fres,  If  it  be  so,  he  hath  deceived  roe  modi; 
And  to  deal  strictly  with  such  a  one  as  he^ 
Better  severe  than  too  much  lenity. 


itfM 


*  Thii  If  the  lodging  ofma$tar  FrescebaM.^Ia  all  the  copies  of  tkb  play,  (that  I  have  seen)  this  fu 
lian  merchant  is  called  Fnskibmll,     But  as  his  aone  is  given  riaktly  (onitting  enly  the  Ilalisa  tfrat* 


nation)  in  Fox  s  Book  of  Mtirt^^  and  the  other  £nglitft''nBmitifCf  in  which  he  n'meotiosed,  (tMae<»f 
which  the  author  of  this  piece  bad  probably  read,)  I  suppose  that  the  corroption  was  owiag  etther  to  the 
transcriber  or  printer,  and  therefore  have  not  followed  it.— If  aloKe. 
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B  is  master  Banister  himself, 
h  him,  ait  I  take  it,  the  officers. 

Ifr  and  Mrs  Banister,  and  ttoo  Officers. 

Oy  master  Ffescobald,  you  have  undone 
me! 

e  was  w«il-nigh  overthrown  before ; 

together  downcast  by  your  means. 

Ban.  O,  master  Frescobald,  pity  my  hus- 
band's case. 

man  hath  Jived  as  well  as  any, 

ious  Fortune  and  the  ravenous  sea 

I,  disrobe,  and  spoil  us  of  our  own« 
Mistress  Banister,  I  envy  not  your  bus* 

band, 
lingly  would  I  have  used  him  thus, 
1 1  hear  he  is  so  lewdly  given  ; 
wicked  company,  and  hath  enough 
his  debts,  vet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 
This  is  that  damned  broker,  that  same 

Bagot, 
I  have  often  from  my  trencher  fed. 
sful  villain  for  to  use  me  thus ! 
What  I  have  said  to  him  is  nought  but 

truth. 
Ban.  What  thou  hast  said  springs  from  an 

envious  heart ; 
ibal,  that  doth  eat  men  alive ! 
«  upon  my  knee  believe  me,  sir, 
hat  I  speak,  «o  help  me  God,  is  true,) 
roe  have  meat  to  feed  oar  little  babes. 
*  our  plate  is  in  that  broker's  hand  ; 
had  we  money  to  defray  our  debts, 
,  we  would  not  'bide  that  penury« 
ciful,  kind  master  Frescobald; 
band,  children,  and  myself,  will  eat 
i  meal  a  day ;  the  other  will  we  keep, 

II,  as  part  to  pay  the  debt  we  owe  you. 
tears  did  pierce  a  tender  mind, 

u1 ;  let  me  some  favour  find. 
Go  to,  I  see  thou  art  an  envious  man.— 
listreas  Banisteri  kneel  not  to  me; 


T  pray  rise  up;  yon  shall  have  your  desire.*- 
Hold,  officers ;  be  gone ;  there^s  for  your  pains. 
You  know  you  owcj  to  me  a  tliousann  pound ; 
Here,  takcf  my  hand ;  if  e'er  God  make  you  able, 
And  place  you  in  your  former  state  again. 
Pay  me ;  but  yet  if  still  your  fortune  frowd, 
Upon  my  faith  I'll  never  ask  a  crown. 
I  never  yet  did  wrong  to  men  in  thrall,  . 
For  God  doth  knov»  what  to  myself  may  fall. 

Ban,  This  unexpected  favour,  undeserved. 
Doth  make  my  heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy« 
Ne'er  may  aUght  prosper  with  me  is  my  own. 
If  I  forget  this  kindness  you  have  shown. 

Mrs  Ban.  My  children  in  their  prayers,  both 
night  and  day, 
Foryour  good  fortune  and  success  shall  pray. 

tres.  I  thank  you  both;  I  pray  go  dine  with  me. 
Within  these  three  days,  if  God  give  me  leave, 
I  will  10  Florence,  to  my  native  home. 
Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  portague  to  drink,' 
Although  you  ill  deserved  it  by  your  merit 
Give  not  such  cruel  scope  unto  your  heart; 
Be  sure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited; 
Remember  what  I  say,  Bagot;  t  are  well.— * 
Come,  master  Banister,  you  shall  with  me ; 
My  fare's  but  simple,  but  welcome  heartily. 

\Exeunt  all  but  Baoot. 

Bag.  A  plague  gO  with  you  \  would  you  had 
eat  your  last ! 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  nains? 
Confusion  light  upon  you  all  for  me ! 
Where  he  had  woirt  to  g^ve  a  score  of  (!rown% 
Doth  he  now  foist  me  with  a  portague } 
Well,  I  will  be  revenged  upon  this  Banister. 
I'll  to  his  creditors;  buy  all  the  debts  he  owes. 
As  seeming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will ; 
I  am  sure  to  have  them  at  an  easy  rate ; 
And  when  'tis  done,  in  Christendom  he  stays  not, 
But  I'll  make  his  heart  to  ache  with  sorrow. 
And  if  that  Banister  become  my  debtor. 
By  heaven  and  earth  I'U  make  his  plague  the 
greater*  [Exit^ 


ACTH, 


inter  CilORtrS; 


Now,  gentlemen,  imagine  that  voilrtfi 
Cromwell's  * 

wcrp,  leiger  for  the  English  merchants; 
muter,  to  shun  this  Bagot's  hate, 
I  that  he  hath  ^ot  some  of  his  debts, 
to  Antwerp,  with  his  wife  and  Children ; 
Bagot  hearing,  is  gone  after  theni, 
ither  sends  his  bills  of  debt  before, 
revenged  on  wretched  Banister, 
loth  fall  out,  with  patience  sit  and  ^6, 
requital  of  false  treachery.  [EUt, 


SCENlS  l^.'mAntwerp. 

Cromwell  discovered  in  his  Study^  sitting  at  a 
table^  on  which  are  placed  nunu^f-bags  and  books 
of  account, 

Cfom.  Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  straight 
and  even. 

But,  Cromwell,  this  same  plodding  fits  not  thee; 

Thy  ifiind  is  altogether  set  on  travel. 

And  not  to  live  thus  cloyster'd  like  a  nun. 

It  is  not  this  scfme  trash  that  I  regard  ; 

Eiperience  is  the  jew6l  of  my  heart. 


tf,  Bogota  there's  a  pOrtagne  to  drM^.^A  portague  #ai  k  gold  coin  of  Portugal,  worth  about  four 
ten shiUii^s, sterliof.  Portugain.  It.      ^ 
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■  Enter  a  Post. 

Post,  I  pray,  sir,  are  you  ready  to  dispatch  ine  ? 
Crom.  Yes ;  here's  those  sums  of  money  you 
must  carry. 
You  go  so  far  as  Frankfort,  do  you  not  ? 
Post.  I  do,  sir. 

Crom,  Well,  pr'ytbee  make  then  all  the  haste 
thou  canst;  ' 
For  there  be  certain  English  gentlemen 
Are  bound  for  Venice^  and  may  happily  want, 
An  if  that  you  should  linger  by  the  way; 
But  in  the  hope  that  you  will  make  good  speed, 
There's  two  angels,  to  buy  you  spurs  and  wands.  ^ 
Post,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  this  will  add  wings  in- 
deed. [Exit  Post. 
Crom,  Gold  is  of  power  to  make  an  eagle's 
speed. 

Enter  Mfs  Banister. 

What  gentlewoman  is  this  that  grieves  so  much ' 
It  seems  she  doth  address  herself  to  me. 

Mrs  Ban.  God  save  you,  sir.    Pray  is  your 
name  master  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  My  name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  gentle- 
woman. 
Mrs  Ban  .Know  you  one  Bagot,  sir,  that's 

come  to  Antwerp  ? 
Crom.  No,  trust  me,  I  ne'er  saw  the  man ;  but 
here 
Are  bills  of  debt  I  have  received  against 
One  Banister,  a  merchant  fallen  to  decay. 

Mrs  Ban.  luto  decay  indeed,  'long  of  that 
wretch. 
I  am  the  wife  to  woeful  Banister, 
And  by  that  bloody  villain  am  pursued. 
From  London,  here  to  Antwerp.    My  husband 
He  is  in  the  governor's  hands;  and  God 
Of  heaven  knows  how  he  will  deal  with  him. 
Now,  sir«  your  heart  is  framed  of  milder  temper; 
Be  merciful  to  a  distressed  soul. 
And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  bless  your  gain. 
Crom.  Good  mistress  Banister,  what  I  can,  I 
will, 
In  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  power. 

Mrs  Ban.  O  speak  to  Bagot,  that  same  wicked 
wretch; 
An  angel's  voice  may  move  a  damned  devil. 
Crom.  Why  is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  as  you 

hear? 
Mrs  Ban,  I  heard  he  landed  some  two  hours 

since. 
Crom.  Well,  mistress  Banister,  assure  yourself 
I'll  speak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  behalf, 
^  And  win  him  to  all  the  pity  that  I  can. 
^^ean  time,  to  comfort  you  in  your  distress. 
Receive  these  angels  to  relieve  your  need ; 
And  be  assured,  that  what  I  can  efiect, 
To  do  you  good,  no  way  I  will  neglect. 


Mrs  Ban.  Tliat  mighty  God,  that  knows  each 
mortal's  heart, 
Keep  you  from  trouble,  sorrow,  grief,  and  smart! 

[Ejeit  Mistress  Bakistei. 
Crom.  Thanks,courteous  woman,  for  thy  hearty 
prayer. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  see  her  misery ; 
But  we  that  live  under  the  work  of  fate, 
May  hope  the  best,  yet  know  not  to  what  state 
Our  stars  and  destinies  have  us  assigned ; 
Fickle  is  Fortune,  and  her  face  is  blind.     [ExU. 

SCENE  IL—A  Street  in  Antwerp. 
Enter  Bagot. 

Bag.  So,  all  goes  well ;  it  is  as  I  would  have  it 
Banister,  he  is  with  the  governor. 
And  shortly  shall  have  gyves  upon  his  heels. 
It  glads  my  heart  to  think  upon  the  slave; 
I  hope  to  have  his  body  rot  m  prison. 
And  after  bear  his  wife  to  hang  herself. 
And  all  his  children  die  for  want  of  food. 
The  jewels  1  have  with  me  brought  to  Antwerp^ 
Are  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thousand  pound ; 
Which  scarcely  stood  me  in  three  hundred  pound. 
I  bought  them  at  an  easy  kind  of  rate ; 
I  care  not  much  which  way  theycamo  by  then, 
That  sold  them  me ;  it  comes  not  near  my  besrt; 
And  lest  they  should  be  stolen,  (as  sure  they  are,) 
I  thought  it  meet  to  sell  them  here  in  Antwerp; 
And  so  have  left  them  in  the  governor's  band, 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  pound 
Of  all  my  price ;  but  now  do  more  of  that— 
I  must  go  see  an  if  my  bills  be  safe. 
The  which  I  sent  before  to  master  Cromwell ; 
That  if  the  wind  should  keep  me  on  the  set, 
He  might  arrest  him  here  before  I  came; 
And  in  good  time^  see  where  he  is. 

Enter  Cromwell. 

God  save  you,  sir. 

Crom.  And  you. — ^Pray  pardon  me,  I  knov 
you  not. 

Bag,  It  may  be  so,  sir ;  but  my  name  is  Bagot; 
The  man  that  sent  to  you  the  bills  of  debt. 

Crom.  O,  you're  the  man  that  pursues  Baniiter. 
Here  are  the  bills  of  debt  you  sent  to  me ; 
As  for  the  man,  you  know  best  where  he  is. 
It  is  reported  you  have  a  flinty  heart, 
A  mind  that  will  not  stoop  to  any  pity. 
An  eye  that  knows  not  how  to  shed  a  tear, 
A  hand  that's  always  open  for  reward. 
But,  master  Bagot,  would  you  be  ruled  by  m^ 
You  should  turn  all  these  to  the  contrary ; 
Your  heart  should  still  have  feeling  of  remorse, 
Your  mind,  according  to  your  state,  be  liberal 
To  thc^  that  stand  in  need  and  in  dbtress; 


^  To  buy  you  spurs  and  wands*^!.  e.  switches.       Maloh E. 
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land  to  help  them  tliat  do  stand  in  want, 
'  than  with  your  poise  to  hold  chem  down; 
erj  ill  turn  show  yourself  more  kind, 
hould  I  do  ;  pardon,  I  speak  my  mind. 
.  Ay,  sir,  you  speak  to  bear  what  1  would 

say; 
u  must  live,  I  know,  as  well  as  I. 
'  tills  place  to  be  extortion ; 
8  not  for  a  man  to  keep  safe  here, 
must  lie,  cog  with  his  dearest  friend. 


to  go  to  my  afternoon's  nuncheon,  as  'twas  my 
manner  at  home,  felt  a  kind  of  rising  in  my  guts. 
At  last  one  of  the  sailors  spying  of  me^be  ot 
good  cheer,  says  he ;  set  down  thy  victuals,  and 
up  with  it ;  thou  hast  nothing  but  an  eel  in  thy 
belly.  Well,  to't  went  I,  to  my  victuals  went  the 
sailors;  and  thinking  me  to  be  a  man  of  better 
experience  than  any  in  the  ship,  ask*d  me  what 
wood  the  ship  was  made  of;  they  all  swore  I 
told  them  as  right  as  if  I  had  been  acquainted 


for  pity,  scorn  it ;  hate  all  conscience : —  I  with  the  carpenter  that  made  it.  At  last  we  grew 


1 1  do  commend  your  wit  in  this, 

ce  a  show  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not ; 

ommend  you,  and  it  is  well  dcMie : 

the  only  way  to  bring  your  gain. 

I.  My  gain  f  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an 

oar, 
ke  a  slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  life, 
I'd  Kve  so  base  a  slave  as  thou, 
in  hypocrite,  to  make  a  show 
niog  virtue,  and  a  devil  within  ! 
got ;  if  thy  conscience  were  as  clear, 
mister  ne  er  had  been  troubled  here. 

Nay,  good  master  Cromwell,  be  not 
angry,  sir, 
full  well  that  you  are  no  such  man ; 
our  conscience  were  as  white  as  snow, 
»e  thought  that  you  are  (Otherwise. 
.  Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  otherwise  ? 
n  that  think  so,  know  they  are  deceived, 
romwell  live  to  have  his  faith  miscon- 
strued.^ 
3,  for  all  the  wealth  within  thy  town, 
>t  stay  here  full  two  hours  longer. — 

luck  serves,  my  accounts  are  all  made 

even; 
re  I'll  straight  unto  the  treasurer. 

know  you'll  to  the  governor  : 
id  me  to  him ;  say  I  am  bound  to  travel, 
he  fruitful  parts  of  Italy ; 
ou  ever  bore  a  Christian  mind, 
ister  some  favour  of  you  find. 
For  your  sake,  sir,  I'll  help  him  all  I  can — 
e  his  heart  out  ere  he  gets  a  groat ; 

[Aside, 
er  Cromwell,  do  I  take  my  leave, 
ist  straight  unto  the  governor. 

Farewell,  sir ;  pray  you  remember  what 

I  said.  [Exit  Baoot. 

nwell,  no ;  thy  heart  was  ne'er  so  base, 
•y  falsehood,  or  by  brokery. 
lis  out  well ;  I  little  it  repent ; 
r  time  in  travel  shall  be  spent. 

Enter  Hodge. 

.  Tour  son  Thomas,  quoth  yoo !  I  have 
imass'd.  I  had  thought  it  had  been  no 
ter  to  ha'  gone  by  water;  for  at  Putney, 
1  to  Parish-Garden  for  two-pence;  sit  as 
ay  be,  without  any  wagging  or  jolting  in 
in  a  little  boat  too :  here,  we  were  scarce 
I  in  the  great  green  water,  but  I,  thinking 


near  land,  and  I  grew  villainous  hungry,  and 
went  to  my  beg.    The  devil  a  bit  there  was.  the: 
sailors  had  tickled  me ;  yet  I  cannot  blame  tAem 
it  was  a  part  of  kindness;  for  I  in  kindness  told 
them  what  wood  the  ship  was  made  of,  and  they 
in  kindness  eat  up  my  victuals ;  as  indeed  one 
good  turn  asketh  another.    Well,  would  I  could 
find  my  master  Thomas  in  this  Dutch  town !  he 
might  piTt  some  English  beer  into  my  belly. 
Crom,  What,  Hodge,  my  father's  man  !  by  my 
hand  welcome. 
How  dotli  my  father  ?  what's  the  news  at  home? 

Hodge.   Mastor  Thomas,  O  God  !    Master 
Thomas,  your  hand,  glove  and  all ;  This  is  to  give 
you  to  understanding,  that  your  father  is  in  healtb, 
and  Alice  Downing  here  hath  sent  you  a  nutmeg, 
and  Bess  Make-water  a  race  of  ginger ;  my  fel- 
lows Will  and  Tom  hath  between  them  sent  you 
a  dozen  of  points;  and  goodman  Toll,  of  the 
goat,  a  pair  of  mittons;  myself  came  in  person; 
and  this  is  all  the  news. 
Crom,  Gnunercy  good  Hodge,  and  thou  art 
welcome  to  me. 
But  in  as  ill  a  time  thou  comest  as  may  be; 
For  I  am  travelling  into  Italy. 
What  say'st  tliou,  Hodge?  wilt  thou  bear  me 
company  ? 
Hot^e.  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Tom  ?  what 
tell'st  me  of  Italy  ?  Were  it  to  the  farthest  part 
of  Flanders,  I  would  go  with  thee,  Tom ;  I  am 
thine  in  all  weal  and  woe ;  thy  own  to  command. 
What,  Tom !  I  have  pass'd  the  rigorous  waves  of 
Neptune's  blasts.    I  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have 
been  in  danger  of  the  Boods ;  and  when  I  have 
seen  Boreas  begin  to  play  the  ruffian  with  us, 
then  would  I  down  a'  my  knees,  and  call  upon 
Vulcan, 

Crom,  And  why  upon  him  ? 

Hodge,  Because,  as  this  same  fellow  Neptune 

is  god  of  the  seas,  so  Vulcao  is  lord  over  the 

smiths ;  and  therefore  I,  being  a  smith,  thought 

his  godhead  would  have  some  care  yet  of  me. 

Crom,  A  good  conceit ;  but  tell  me  hast  thou 

dined  yet  ? 
Hodge,  Thomas,  to  speak  the  truth,  not  a  bit 
yet,  I. 

Crom,  Come  go  with  me,  thou  shalt  have  cheer, 
good  store ; 
And  farewell,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  nomoret 
Hodge,  I  follow  thee,  sweet  Tom,  I  follow  thee. 

[Eieunt. 
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SCENE  lU.^Another  Street  in  the  same. 

Enter  the  Governor  of  the  EngUih  Factory, 
Bagot,  Jdr  and  Mrs  Banister,  and  two  Of- 
ficersy 

Gov.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then,  say  you,  master 
Ba^ot? 
On  what  dislike,  I  pray  you  ?  what  was  the  cause  ? 

Bag.  To  tell  you  true,  a  wild  brain  of  his  6wn ; 
Such  youth  as  he  can't  see  when  they  are  well. 
He  is  all  bent  to  travel,  (that's  his  leason,) 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  bread  at  home. 

Qoo,  Well,  good  fortune  with  him,  if  the  man 
.   be  gone. 
We  hardly  bhall  find  such  a  one  as  he, 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  dealings  were  so  honesL 
Put  now,  sir,  for  your  jewels  that  I  have^— 
What  do  you  say  f  what,  will  you  take  my  price  ? 

Bag,  O,  sir,  you  offer  too  much  under  foot. 

Gem.  ^'is  but  two  hundred  pound  between  us, 
roan; 
Whales  that  in  payment  of  five  thousand  pound  ? 

Bag.  Two  hundred  pound  !  by'r  Lady,  sir,  'tis 
great; 
Before  I  got  so  much  it  made  me  sweat. 

Gov.  Well,  master  Bagot,  I'll  proffer  you  fairly. 
You  see  this  merchant,  master  banister, 
Is  going  now  to  prison  at  your  suit ; 
His  substance  all  is  gone ;  what  would  you  have  f 
Yet,  in  regard  I  knew  the  man  of  wealth, 
(Never  dishonest  dealing,  but  such  mishaps 
Have  fall'n  on  him,  may  light  on  roe  or  you) 
There  is  two  hundred  pound  between  us  two ; 
We  will  divide  the  same ;  I'll  give  you  one, 
Qn  that  condition  you  will  set  him  /ree. 
His  state  is  nothing ;  that  you  see  yourself; 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  must  lose  his  right. 

Ba^.Sir,  sir,  I  know  you  speak  out  of  your  love; 
*Tis  foolish  love',  sir,  sure,  to  pity  him. 
Therefore  content  yourself;  this  is  my  mind ; 
To  do  him  good  I  will  not  bate  a  penny. 

*Ban.  This  is  my  comfort,  though  thou  dost  no 

'/      good, 
A  mighty  ebb  follows  a  mighty  flood. 

Mrs  Ban.  O  thou  base  wretch,  whom  we  have 
fostered, 
Even  as  a  serpent,  for  to  poison  us ! 
If  God  did  ever  rieht  a  woman's  wrong. 
To  that  same  God  I  bend  and  bow  my  heart. 
To  let  his  heavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  head. 
By  n^hom  my  Kopes  and  joys  are  butchered. 

Bag.  Alas,  fond  wom^  1  I  pr'ythee  pray  thy 
worst; 
The  fnx  fares  better  still  when  he  is  curst. 

Enter  Bowser. 

Goto.  Master   Bowser!  you're  welcome  sic, 
from  England. 
What's  the  best  news?  and  how  do  all  our  friends? 
Bow.  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  them 
to  you. 
There's  letters  from  your  brother  and  your  son ; 


So,  fare  you  well,  sir ;  I  must  take  my  leave ; 
My  haste  and  business  doth  require  so. 

Gov.  Before  vou  dine,  sir  ?  What,  go  you  out  of 
town? 

Bmo,  Ffaith,  unless  I  hear  some  news  in  town, 
I  must  away ;  there  is  no  remedy. 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  what  is  your  bosioesi? 
may  I  know  it  ? 

Bow.  You  may  so,  sir,  and  so  shall  all  tbedtj. 
The  king  of  late  nath  had  his  treasury  robb'd, 
And  of  the  choicest  jewels  that  he  had ; 
The  value  of  them  was  seven  thousand  pounds. 
Tt^e  fellow  that  did  steal  these  jewels  is  hanged ; 
And  did  confess,  that  for  three  hundred  pound 
He  sold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  Londoo. 
Now  Bagot's  fled,  and,  as  we  hear,  to  Antwerp; 
And  hither  am  I  come  to  seek  him  out ; 
And  they  that  first  can  tell  me  of  his  news, 
Shall  have  a  hundred  pound  for  their  reward. 

Ban,  Uow  just  b  God  to  right  the  innocent! 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  you  come  in  happy  time; 
Here  is  the  villain  Bagot  that  you  seek, 
And  all  those  jewels  have  I  in  my  hands.— 
Here,  oQicers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  fast. 

Bag,  The  devil  owed  me  a  shame,  and  now 
hath  paid  it 

Bow,  Is  this  that  Bagot?  Fellows,  bear  him 
hence; 
We  will  not  now  stand  here  for  his  reply. 
Lade  him  with  irons ;  we  will  have  him  tried 
In  England,  where  his  villanies  are  known. 

Bag.  Mischief,  confusion,  light  upon  you  all ! 
O  hang  me,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  myself; 
Let  go  my  arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  hell. 

&w.  Away ;  bear  him  away ;  stop  the  slaved 
mouth.      [J?jrevn/  Officers  and  Bagot. 

Mrs  Ban.  Thy  works  are  inhnite,  great  God  of 
heaven ! 

Gov.  I  heard  this  Bagot  was  a  wealthy  fellov, 

Boip.  He  was  indeed ;  for  when  his  goods  wcfc 
seixed. 
Of  jewels,  coin,  and  plate,  within  his  house 
Wi|s  foupd  the  value  of  fire  thousand  pound ; 
His  furniture  fully  worth  half  so  much ; 
Whjch  being  all  distrained  for  the  king. 
He  frapldy  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  merchants; 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  mind, 
Have  to  a  brother  of  their  company, 
A  man  decfiyed  by  fortune  of  the  seas. 
Given  Bagof  s  w^th,  to  set  him  up  apun. 
And  keep  it  for  him ;  his  name  is  Banister. 

Gov.  Master  Bow^,  with  this  most  hapfij 
news 
You  have  revived  two  from  the  gates  of  death: 
This  is  that  Banister,  and  this'  his  wife. 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  g\id.  my  fortune  is  so  gpod 
To  bring  such  tjdinjp  as  may  comfort  you, 

Bqnr  You  have  g^ven  life  unto  i^  inan  deem'd 
dead; 
For  by  these  news  my  life  is  newly  bred. 

Afro  Bait.  Thanks  to  my  God,  next  to  my  sove- 
reign king ; 
And  last  to  you,  that  these  good  news  do  hria|i 
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Gov.  The  haadred  pound  I  must  receive,  as  due 
Jor  fiiidJQg  Bagot,  I  freeljf  give  to  you. 

Bow,  And,  master  Banister,  if  so  you  please, 
m  bear  you  company,  when  you  cross  the  sens. 
Ban.  U  it  please  you,  sir ; — my  company  is  but 
mean: 
fkands  with  your  liking,  I  will  wait  Qq  you.^ 


G<rv,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do  accord  so  welL 
Come,  master  Bowser,  let  us  in  to  dinner ; 
And,  mistress  Banister,  be  merry,  wGfman. 
Come,  after  sorrow  now  let's  cheer  your  spirit ; 
Knaves  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  you 
merit. 

[Exeunti 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  L— 2^  principal  Bridge  at  Florence, 

Enter  Caomwell  and  Hodge  in  their  shirtt,and 

without  hatu 

Hodge.  Call  you  this  seeing  of  f^hions?  marry 
would  I  had  staid  at  Putney  still.  O,  master 
Thomas,  we  are  spoil'd,  we  are  gone. 

Crom.  Content  thee,  man ;  this  is  but  fortune. 
Hodge,  Fortune  !  a  plague  of  this  fortune,  it 
makett  roe  go  wet*shoa;  the  rogues  would  not 
Wave  me  a  shoe  to  my  feet. 
For  my  hose, 

They  seemed  them  with  their  heels : 
But  for  my  doublet  and  hat, 
O  Lord,  they  embraced  me. 
And  unlaced  me. 
And  took  away  my  clothes> 
And  so  disgraced  me. 
Crom,  Well,  U^ge,  what  rem^y?  what  shift 
shall  we  make  now  ? 

Hodge.  Nay,  I  know  not.  For  begging,  I  am 
naught ;  tor  stealing,  worse.  By  my  troth,  I  must 
even  fall  to  my  old  trade,  to  the  hammer  and  the 
iiorse-heels  again : — But  now  the  worst  is,  I  am  | 
pot  acquainted  with  the  humour  of  the  horses  in 
this  country ;  whether  they  are  not  coltish,  given 
much  to  kicking,  or  no ;  for  yvhen  I  have  one  leg 
in  my  hand,  if  be  should  up  and  lay  t'other  on  my 
c^aps,  I  were  gon^ ;  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 
Cram,  Hodge,  I  believe  tliou  must  work  for  us 
both. 

ffodge^  O,  master  Thomas,  have  not  I  told  you 
of  tbisT  Have  not  1  many  a  time  and  often  said, 
Tooiy  or  master  Thomas,  learn  to  make  a  horse- 
shoe, it  will  be  your  own  another  day :  this  was 
not  regarded.  Qark  you,  Thomas !  what  do  you 
call  the  fellows  that  robb'd  us  ? 
Crom,  The  banditti. 

Hodge,  The  banditti  do  you  call  them  ?  I  know 
not  what  they  are  call'd  here,  but  I  am  sure  we 
call  them  plam  thieves  in  England.  O,  Tom,  that 
we  were  pow  at  Putney,  at  the  ale  there ! 


Crom,  Content  thee,  man :  here,  set  up  these 
two  bills. 
And  let  us  keep  our  standing  on  the  bridge. 
The  fashion  of  this  country  is  such. 
If  any  stranger  be  oppressed  with  want, 
To  write  the  manner  of  his  misery ; 
And  such  as  are  disposed  to  succour  him, 

[Hodge  tett  up  the  Billg, 
Will  do  it  What,  Hodge,  hast  thou  set  them  up  ? 
Hodge,  Ay,  they  are  up ;  God  send  some  to 
read  them,  and  not  only  to  read  them,  but  also  to 
look  on  us  t  and  not  altogether  look  on  us,  but  to 
relieve  us.    O,  cold,  cold,  cold ! 

[Cromwell  standi  at  one  end  of  the 
Bridge,  and  Hodge  at  the  other^ 

Enter  FftEScoBiLD, 

Fres,  [reads  the  fiillsA  What's  here  ? 
Two  Englishmen,  and  robbM  by  the  banditti ! 
One  of  3iem  seems  to  be  a  gentleman* 
*Th  pity  that  his  fortune  was  so  hard,   \ 
To  fall  into  the  desperate  hands  of  thieves : 
I'll  question  him  of  what  estate  he  is.—    . 
God  save  vou,  sir.    Are  you  an  Englishman. 

Crom,  {  am,  sir,  a  distressed  Englishman. 

Fres,  And  what  are  you,  my  friend  ? 

Hodge,  Who,  I,  sir  ?  by  my  trothi  do  not  know 
myself,  what  I  am  now ;  but,  sir,  I  was  a  smith, 
sir,  a  poor  farrier  of  Putney.  That's  m^  master, 
sir,  yonder;  I  was  robb'd  for  bis  sake,  sir. 

Fres,  I  see  you  have  been  met  by  the  banditti. 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
But,  Frescobald,  why  dost  thou  question  them 
of  their  estate,  and  not  relieve  their  need?"" 
Sir,  the  coin  I  have  about  me  is  not  mucht 
There's  sixteen  ducats  for  to  clothe  yourselves,^ 
There's  sixteen  more  to  buy  your  diet  with. 
And  there^  ^teen  to  pay  for  your  horse-hire, 
^s  all  the  wealth,  you  see,  my  purse  possesses; 
But  ^f  you  please  tor  to  enouire  me  out. 
You  shall  not  want  for  augnt  that  I  can  do. 
My  name  is  Frescobald,  a  Florence  merchant^ 
^  man  that  always  loved  vour  nation. 

Crom,  This  unexpected  favour  at  your  hand% 
Which  God  doth  know  if  e'er  I  shall  requite— 


'  Stands  with  your  likiff^t  I  witt  wait  on  jfOM.— Elliptical,  for— J/  it  stands,  &c.  Pbrcy« 
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Necessity  makes  me  to  take  yoor  bounty, 
And  for  yoor  gold  can  yield  you  nought  but  thanks. 
Your  charity  hath  help*d  roe  from  despair ; 
Yoor  name  shall  still  be  in  my  hearty  prayer. 
Jres.  It  is  not  worth  such  thanks :  come  to  my 
house; 
Tour  want  shall  better  be  relieved  than  thus. 
Crom,  I  pray,  excuse  me;  this  shall  well  suf- 
fice. 
To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
"Whereas  a  noble  earl  is  much  distressed. 
An  Emilishman,  R4issely  the  earl  of  Bedford, 
Is  by  the  French  king  sold  unto  his  death. 
Ifc  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good ; 
To  save  his  life,  1*11  hazard  my  heart-blood. 
Therefore,  kind  sir,  thanks  for  your  liberal  gift ; 
I  must  be  gone  to  aid  him ;  there^s  no  shift. 

Fret,  I'll  be  no  hinderer  to  so  good  an  act 
Heaven  prosper  you  in  that  you  go  about ! 
If  fortune  bring  you  this  way  back  again. 
Pray  let  me  see  yoo :  so  I  take  my  leave ; 
All  good  a  man  can  wish,  I  do  bequeath. 

[Exit  Feescobald. 
Crom,  All  good  that  God  doth  send,  light  on 
your  head ! 
There's  few  such  men  within  our  climate  bred. 
How  say  you,  Hodge  ?  is  not  this  good  fortune  ? 
Hodge,  How  say  you  ?  Til  tell  you  what,  master 
Thomas ;  if  all  men  be  of  this  gentleman's  mind, 
let's  keep  our  standings  upon  this  bridge ;  we  shall 
get  more  here,  with  begging,  in  one  day,  than  I 
shall  with  making  horse-shoes  in  a  whole  year. 
Crom,  No,  Hodge,  we  must  be  gone  unto  Bo- 
nonia, 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  earl  of  Bedford ; 
"Where,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  policy, 
I  shall  deceive  their  subtle  treachery. 

Hodge,  Nay,  I'll  follow  you.    God  bless  iis 
from  the  thievmg  banditti  again !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL — Bononia,   (i.  e.  Bolognia,)  A  room 

in  a  Hotel, 

Enter  Bedford  and  HoU, 

Bed,  Am  I  betrayed  ?  was  Bedford  bom  to  die 
By  such  base  slaves,  in  such  a  place  as  this? 
Have  I  escapcid  so  many  times  in  France^ 
So  many  battles  have  I  over-passed. 
And  made  the  French  stir,  when  they  heard  my 

name; 
And  am  I  now  betrayed  unto  my  death  ? 
pome  of  their  heart Vblood  first  shall  pay  for  it. 

Hoit,  They  do  desire,  my  lord,  to  speak  with 

you* 

Bed,  The  traitors  do  desire  to  have  my  blood ; 
!Put  by  my  birth,  my  honour,  and  my  name, 
Py  all  my  hopes,  my  life  shall  cost  them  dear. 
Ppen  the  door;  1*11  venture  out  upon  them, 
^nd  if!  must  die,  then  Til  die  with  honour. 

Host,  Alas,  my  lord,  that  is  a  desperate  course; 
They  have  begirt  you  round  about  the  house. 
Their  meaning  is,  to  cake  you  prisoner, 
And  80  to  send  youir  body  uoto  France. 


Bed,  First  shall  the  ocean  be  as  dry  as  sm^ 
Before  alive  they  send  me  unto  France. 
Ill  have  my  body  first  bored  like  a  sieve. 
And  die  as  Hector,  'gainst  the  Myrmidons, 
Ere  France  shall  boast,  Bedford's  their  prisoner. 
Treacherous  France !  that,  'gainst  the  law  of  aniH^ 
Hath  here  betrayed  thine  enemy  to  death. 
But  be  assured,  my  blood  shall  be  revenged 
Upon  the  best  lives  that  remain  in  France. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Stand  back,  or  else  thou  run'st  upon  thv  deadi. 

Ser.  Panlon,  my  lord ;  I  come  to  tell  your  ho- 
nour, 
That  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan, 
Who  by  his  oratory  hath  promised  them, 
Without  the  shedding  of  one  drop  of  blood, 
Into  their  hands  safe  to  deliver  yoo ; 
And  therefore  craves  none  but  himself  may  eolcr, 
And  a  poor  swain  that  attends  upon  him. 

Bed,  A  Neapolitan  ?  bid  him  come  in. 

[Exit  Servant, 
Were  he  as  cunning  in  liis  eloquence. 
As  Cicero,  the  famous  man  of  Rome, 
His  words  would  be  as  chaff  against  the  wind. 
Sweet-tongued  Ulysses,  that  made  Ajax  mad. 
Were  he,  and  his  tongue  in  this  speaker's  head. 
Alive  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  conquest,  deai 

Enter  Cromwell  in  a  Neapolitan  habits  tad 

HODOE. 

Crom,  Sir,  are  you  tlie  master  of  the  bouse  \ 
Host,  I  am,  sir. 

Crom,  By  this  same  token  yoo  must  leave  tUs 
place. 
And  leave  none  but  the  earl  and  I  together, 
And  this  my  peasant  here  to  tend  on  us. 
Host,  With  all  my  heart :  God  grant  yoo  <b 
some  good. 
\Exit  Host,    Cromwell  shuts  the  door. 
Bed,  Now,  sir,  what  is  your  will  with  me  ? 
Crom,  Intends  your  honour  not  to  yield  yom^ 

self? 
Bed,  No,  goodman  goose,  not  while  my  ifrtvd 
doth  last. 
Is  this  your  eloquence  for  to  persuade  me  ? 

Crom,  My  lord,  my  eloquence  is  for  to  saveyoa: 
I  am  not,  as  you  judge,  a  Neapolitan, 
But  Cromwell,  your  servant,  and  an  Englishmn. 
Bed,  How  !  Cromwell  ?  not  my  farrier's  son? 
Crom,  The  same,  sir ;  and  am  come  to  soocoar 

you. 
Hodge,  Yes  'faith,  sir;  and  I  am  Hodge, yoor 
poor  smith :  many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  &A  your 
dapple-grey. 
Bed,  And  what  avails  it  me  that  thoo  art  here? 
Crom,  It  may  avail,  if  you'll  be  ruled  by  loe. 
My  lord,  you  know,  the  men  of  Mantua 
And  these  Bononians  are  at  deadly  strife; 
And  they,  my  lord,  both  love  and  honour  yoo. 
Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  Mantua  port, 
Then  were  you  safe,  despite  of  ail  their  force. 
Bed,  Tut,  man^  thou  talk'st  of  things  impoisibie; 
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Dost  thou  not  see,  that  we  are  round  beaet  ? 
How  then  is't  possible  we  should  escape  ? 

Crom,  By  force  we  cannot,  but  by  policy. 
Put  on  the  apparel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear^ 
And  give  him  yours :  The  states,  they  know  you  not, 
(For,  as  1  think,  they  never  saw  vour  face;) 
And  at  a  «mtch-word  muse  I  call  them  in. 
And  will  desire  that  we  two  safe  may  pass 
To  Mantua,  where  I'll  sa^  my  business  lies. 
How  doth  your  honour  like  of  thin  device  ? 

Bed,  O,  wondVous  good.    But  wilt  thou  ven- 
ture, Hodge  ? 

Hodge.  Vi  WW 

0  noble  lord^ 

1  do  accord, 

In  any  thing  I  can : 
And  do  agree, 
To  set  thee  free, 
Do  Fortune  what  she  can. 
Bed.  Come  then,  let  us  change  our  apparel 

straight. 
Croai.  Go,  Hodge ;  make  haste,  lest  they  should 

chance  to  calL 
Hodge,  I  warrant  you  I'll  fit  him  with  a  suit 

[Exeunt  Bedford  and  Hodge. 
Crom.  Heavens  grant  this  policy  doth  take  suc- 
cess, 
And  that  the  earl  may  safely  'scape  away ! 
And  yet  it  grieves  roe  for  this  simple  wretch. 
For  fear  lest  they  should  ofier  him  violence : 
But  of  two  evils,  'tis  best  to  shun  the  greatest ; 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall. 
Than  such  a  noble  eaii  as  be  should  fall. 
Their  stubborn  hearts,  it  mav  be,  will  relent. 
Since  be  is  gone,  to  whom  their  bate  is  bent. 

Re-enter  Bedford  and  Hodgs. 

My  lord,  have  you  dispatched  ? 

Bed.  How  dost  thou  like  us,  Cromwell  ?  is  it 
weU? 

Cram.  O,  my  good  lord,  excellent.  Hodge,  how 
dott  feel  thyself? 

Hodge.  How  do  I  feel  myself?  why,  as  a  no- 
bleman should  do.  O  how  I  feel  honour  come 
creeping  on !  My  nobility  is  wonderful  melan- 
choly :  Is  it  not  most  gentleman-like  to  be  me- 
lancholy? 

Bed.  Yes,  Hodge:  now  go  sit  down  in  the  study, 
and  take  state  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  let  me  alone 
to  take  state  upon  me :  But  hark,  my  lord,  do 
you  feel  nothing  bite  about  you  ? 

Bed.  No,  trust  me,  Hodge. 

Hodge.  Ay,  they  know  they  want  their  old  pas- 
ture. Tis  a  Strang  thin^  of  this  vermin,  they 
dare  not  meddle  with  nobility. 

Crom.  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge ;  I  will  call 
them  in. 
Now  all  is  done : — Enter  an  if  you  please. 

Enter  the  Governor  and  other  States  and  C»- 
tixent  ofBononiOf  and  OfficerM  with  halbertt. 

Gov,  What,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield 
himself? 


Crom,  I  have,  an't  please  you ;  and  the  quiet 
earl 
Doth  yield  himself  to  be  disposed  by  you. 

Gov.  Give  him  the  money  that  we  promised  him; 
So  let  him  go,  whither  it  please  himself. 

Crom,  My  business,  sir,  lies  unto  Mantua ; 
Please  you  to  give  me  a  safe  conduct  thither. 

Gov.  Go,  and  conduct  him  to  the  Mantua  port. 
And  see  him  safe  delivered  presently. 

[£jr«ttn^ Cromwell,  Bedford,  and  an  Officer. 
Go  draw  the  curtains,  let  us  see  the  earl  :— 

[An  Attendant  opens  the  curtainim 
O,  he  is  writing;  stand  apart  a  while. 

Hodge.  [reMiii]  ^  Fellow  William,  I  amnot  at 
I  have  been ;  I  went  from  you  a  smith,  I  write  to 
you  as  a  lord.  I  am  at  this  present  wridog,  among 
the  Polonian  sausages.  I  do  commend  my  lord- 
ship to  Ralph  and  to  Roger,  to  Bridget  and  to 
Dorothy,  and  so  to  all  the  youth  of  Putney.** 

Gov,  Sure  these  are  the  names  of  Eughsh  no- 
blemen. 
Some  of  his  special  friends,  to  whom  he  writes : — 

[Hodge  sounds  a  note. 
But  stay,  be  doth  address  himself  to  sing. 

[HoncE  sings  a  Song. 
My  lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  frolic  and  so  blithe: 
Believe  me,  noble  lord,  if  you  knew  all. 
You'd  change  your  merry  vein  to  sudden  sorrow.  ^ 

Hodge;  Iclwngemy  merryvein?  No,  thou  Bo- 
noniau,  no ; 
I  am  a  lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go. 
I  do  defy  thee  and  thy  sausages; 
Therefore  stand  o£E^and  come  not  near  my  honour. 

Gov,  My  lord,  this  jesting  cannot  serve  your 
turn. 

Hodge.  Dost  think,  thou  black  Bononian  beasl^ 
That  I  do  flout,  do  gibe,  or  jest  ? 
No,  no,  thou  beer-pot,  know  that  I, 
A  noble  earl,  a  lord  par-dy— > 

[A  Trun^t  ioundi. 

Goo,  What  means  this  trumpet's  sound  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Cit.  One  is  come  from  the  states  of  Mantua. 

Gov.  What  would  you  with  us  ?  speak,  thoo. 
man  of  Mantua. 

Mei.  Men  of  Bononia,  this  my  message  is; 
To  let  you  know,  the  noble  earl  of  Bedtbrd 
Is  safe  within  the  town  of  Mantua, 
And  wills  you  send  tlie  peasant  that  you  hare^ 
Who  hath  deceived  your  expectation : 
Or  else  the  states  of  Mantua  have  vowed. 
They  will  recal  the  truce  that  they  have  made ; 
And  not  a  man  shall  stir  from  forth  your  town^ 
That  shall  return,  unless  yon  send  him  back. 

Gov.  O  this  misfortune,  how  it  mads  ray  heart ! 
The  Neapolitan  hath  beguiled  us  all. 
Hence  with  this  fool.  What  shall  we  do  with  him, 
The  earl  being  gone  ?  A  plague  upon  it  all ! 

Hodge,  'No,  1*11  assure  you,  tam  no  earl,  but 
a  smith,  sir,  one  Hodge,  a  smith  at  Putney,  sir ; 
one  that  hath  gulled  you,  that  hath  bored  you,  sir. 

Gov,  Away  with  turn ;  take  hence  the  /ool  you 
came  for. 
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Hodge.  Ajy  air,  and  FIl  leii?e  the  greater  fool 

with  you. 
jifes.  Farewell,  Bononians.  Come,  friend,  along 

with  me. 
Hodge,  My  friend,  afore ;  mj  lordship  will  fol« 
low  thee. 

\ Exeunt  Hodge  and  Meuenger. 
Gov,  Well,  Mantua,  since  bj  thee  the  earl  is 
lost, 
Within  few  days  I  hope  to  see  thee  crost* 

[£retfii^  Governor^  Stateij  Atiendanti,  4fC 

JEnter  Chorus. 

Cho,  Thas  far  you  see  how  Cromweirs  fortune 
pass'd. 
The  earl  of  Bedford,  being  safe  in  Mantua, 
Desires  Cromwell's  company  into  Francei 
To  make  requital  for  his  courtesy } 
But  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  earl  his  suit, 
And  tells  him  that  those  parts  he  meant  to  see. 
He  had  not  yet  set  footing  on  the  land ; 
And  so  directly  takes  his  way  to  Spain ; 
The  earl  to  France ;  and  so  they  both  do  part. 
Now  let  your  thoughts,  as  swift  as  i»  the  wind, 
Skip  some  few  years  that  Cromwell  spent  in  tra- 
vel; 
And  now  hnagine  him  to  be  hi  Enghmd^ 
Servant  unto  the  master  of  the  rolls; 
Where  in  short  time  he  there  began  to  flourish ; 
An  hour  shall  show  you  what  few  years  did  che- 
rish,  [Exit. 

SCENE  UL-^Londan.    A  Room  in  Sir  Chru^ 
topker  Hale$*s  House. 

Music  plajfi  ;  then  a  Banmiet  it  brought  in* 
Enter  Sir  Christopher  Hales^  Cromweli, 
and  two  Servants, 

Hales.  Come,  sirs,  be  careful  of  your  master's 
credit; 
And  as  our  bounty  now  exceeds  the  figure 
Of  common  entertainment,  so  do  you. 
With  looks  as  free  as  is  your  master's  soul, 
Give  formal  welcome  to  the  thronged  tables. 
That  shall  receive  the  cardinal's  followers, 
And  the  attendants  of  the  great  lord  chancellor. 
But  all  my  care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  thee: 
Thou  art  a  man  dtflfering  from  vulgar  form. 
And  by  how  much  thy  spirit^  ranked  'bove  these, 
In  rules  of  art,  by  so  much  it  shines  brighter 
By  travel,  whose  observance  pleads  his  merits 
In  a  most  learned,  yec  unafieetins  spirit 
€rood  Cromwell^  cast  an  eye  of  fair  regard 
'Boot  all  my  house ;  and  what  this  ruder  fleshy 
Tliroush  ignorance,  or  wine,  do  miscreate. 
Salve  tkou  with  courtesy.    If  welcome  want. 
Full  bowls  and  ample  banquets  will  seem  8caat« 

Crom,  Sir,  as  to  whatsoever  lies  on  me. 
Assure  you,  I  will  shew  my  utmost  duty. 

Hales,  About  it  then ;  die  lords  will  straight 

be  here.  [Exit  Cromwell. 

Cromwell,  thou  hast  those  parts  would  rather  suit 


The  service  of  the  state  than  of  my  house  i 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  eye. 
That  one  day  will  prefer  thy  destiny. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  lords  be  at  hand. 
Hales.    They  are  welcome :    bid  Crooitrdi 
straight  attend  us. 
And  look  you  all  things  be  in  peifect  readloeii 

[ExitSenfmt, 

The  Music  ptays.  Enter  Cardinal  Wolset,  Sir 
Thomas  More,  Gardiner,  Cromwell,  ni 
other  Attendants. 

Wol.  O,  sir  Christopher, 
You  are  too  liberal :  What !  a  banquet  too  ? 

Hales.  My  lords,  if  words  could  shew  the  amplt 
welcome 
That  ray  free  heart  affords  you,  I  could  then 
Become  a  prater;  but  I  now  must  deal    • 
Like  a  feast-politician  with  your  lordships; 
Defer  your  welcome  till  the  banquet  eno. 
That  it  may  then  salve  our  defect  of  fare : 
Yet  welcome  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  yon* 

WoL  Our  thanks  Uf  the  kind  roaster  of  the  roils« 
Come  and  sit  down ;  sit  down,  sir  Thomas  More. 
Tis  strange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  differ; 
Their  dinner  is  our  banquet  after  oinner^ 
And  they  are  men  of  active  disposition. 
This  I  gather,  that,  by  their  sparing  meat, 
Their  bodies  are  more  fltterfor  the  wars; 
And  if  that  famine  chance  to  pinch  their  raair% 
Being  used  to  fast,  it  breeds  in  them  less  paiu. 

Hales.  Fill  me  some  wine ;  I'll  answer  cardi- 
Dal  Wolsey. 
My  lord,  we  English  are  of  more  freer  souls, 
Than  hunger-starved  and  ill-compleiuoned  Spa- 
niards. 
They  that  are  rich  m  Spain,  spare  bcllv-fbod, 
To  deck  their  backs  with  an  Italian  huod, 
And  silks  of  Seville ;  and  the  poorest  snake, 
That  feeds  on  lemons,  pilchards,  and  ne'er  bcaldl 
His  palate  with  sweet  flesh,  will  bear  a  case 
More  fat  and  f^lant  than  his  starved  face. 
Pride,  the  inquisition,  and  this  belly-evil. 
Are,  in  my  judgment,  Spain^s  three-headed  deril. 

ilfore.  Indeed  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  naiioB, 
Who  stagger  after  in  blind  imitation. 

Hales.  My  lords,  with  welooBMy  I  present  year 
lordshaps 
A  solemn  health. 

More.  I  love  healths  well ;  bot  when  as  healtfai 
do  bring 
Pun  to  the  head,  and  body's  surfcitiiig, 
Then  cease  I  healths : 
Nay  spill  not,  friend ;  for  dioiigb  the  dro^  bl 

small. 
Yet  have  thev  force  to  force  men  to  the  wall. 

WoL  Sir  Christopher,  is  that  your  man? 

Hales.  An't  like 
Your  grace,  he  b  a  scholar,  and  a  linguist; 
One  that  hath  travelled  through  many  parts 
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Of  CkmtmdOfn,  mr  lord* 

WoL  My  friend^  come  nearer :  have  jou  been 
a  traveller? 

Crom.  My  lord, 
I  have  added  to  my  knowledge,  the  Low  Coantries, 
With  France,  Spam,  Germany,  and  Italy; 
And  tboiwh  small  gain  of  profit  1  did  find. 
Yet  it  did  please  my  eye,  content  my  mind. 

WoL  What  do  yoa  think,  then,  of  the  several 

And  priilces^  courts,  as  yoa  have  travelled  ? 

Crom,  My  lord,  no  coart  with  England  may 
compare, 
Neither  for  state,  nor  civil  government. 
Lust  dwells  in  France,  in  Italy,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  peasant,  to  the  prince's  train. 
In  Germany  and  Holland,  riot  serves; 
And  he,  that  most  can  drink,  most  lie  deserves. 
England  I  praise  not  for  I  here  wks  born. 
But  that  she  laughs  the  others  onto  scorn. 

WoL  My  lord,  there  dwells  within  that  spirit 
more 
Than  can  be  discerned  by  the  outward  eye  ^'— 
Sic  Christopher,  will  yoo  part  with  your  man  ? 

HaU$.  I  have  sought  to  proffer  him  unto  your 
lonkhip ; 


And  now  I  see  be  hath  preferred  himself. 
Wol  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Crom,  Cromwell,  my  lord. 
WoL  Then,  Cromwell,  here  we  make  thee  so- 
licitor 
Of  our  causes,  and  nearest,  next  ourself : 
Gahiiner,  give  you  kind  welcome  to  the  man. 

[Gardiner  embraces  him. 
More,  My  lord  cardmal,  you  are  a  royal  win- 
ner. 
Have  got  a  roan,  besides  your  bounteous  dinner. 
Well,  my  good  knight,  pray,  that  we  come  no 

more; 
If  we  come  often,  thou  may'st  shut  thy  door. 
WoL  Sir  Christopher,  hadst  thou  given  me  half 
thy  lands. 
Thou  could  St  not  have  pleased  me  so  much  as 

with 
This  man  of  thine.    My  infant  thoughts  do  spell. 
Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  lifted  higher ; 
True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire  : 
And  so,  kind  master  of  the  rolls,  farewell. 
HaUt,  Cromwell,  farewell. 
Crom.  Cromwell  takes  his  leave  of  you, 
That  ne*er  will  leave  to  love  and  honour  yoo. 

[Exeunt.    The  Music  plays  as  they  go  out* 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Ckonu. 


Cho.  Now  Cromwell's  highest  fortunes  do  be- 

fin. 
Wolsey,  that  loved  him  as  he  did  his  life. 
Committed  all  his  treasure  to  his  hands : 
Wolscy  is  dead ;  and  Gardiner,  his  man. 
Is  now  created  bishop  of  Winchester. 
Pardon  if  we  omit  all  Wolse/s  life, 
Because  our  play  depends  on  Cronoweirs  death. 
Now  sit,  and  see  his  highest  state  of  all, 
His  height  of  rising,  and  his  sudden  fall. 
iPiardon  the  errors  are  already  past, 
And  live  in  hope,  the  best  doth  come  at  last. 
My  hope  upon  your  favour  doth  depend, 
And  looks  to  have  your  liking  ere  the  end.  [Exit, 

SCENE  L-^-The  same.    A  Public  Walk. 

]£nter  Gardiner  Bishop  of  Winchester,  the 
Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  c/" Suffolk,  Sir  Tho- 
mas More,  Sir  Christopher  Hales,  and 
Cromwell. 

Nor.  Master  Cromwell,  since  cardinal  Wolsey*s 
death, 
|Iis  Majesty  is  given  to  understand, 
There's  certain  bills  and  writings  in  yoor  hand, 
That  much  concern  the  state  of  England. 
'My  lord  of  Winchester,  is  it  not  so  ? 

Oar.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  we  two  were  whilom 
fellows  t 
And,  master  Cromwell,  though  our  master's  love 
Did  bind  us,  while  his  love  was  to  the  king, 
Xi  is  no  boot  now 'to  deny  those  things, 

VOL.  I. 


Which  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  state : 

And  though  that  God  hath  raised  my  fortune 

Uglier 
Than  any  way  I  looked  for,  or  deserved, 
Yet  may  my  life  no  longer  with  me  dwell, 
Than  I  prove  true  unto  my  sovereign  ! 
What  say  you,  master  Cromwell  ?  have  you  those 
Writings,  ay,  or  no  } 

Crom.  Here  are  the  writings : 
And  on  my  knees  I  give  them  up  unto 
The  worthy  dukes  of  Suffolk,  and  of  Norfolk. 
He  was  my  master,  and  each  virtuous  part 
That  lived  in  him,  I  tendered  with  my  heart ; 
But  what  his  head  complotted  'gainst  the  state. 
My  country's  love  commands  me  that  to  hale. 
His  sudden  death  I  grieve  for,  not  his  fall. 
Because  he  sought  to  work  my  country's  thrall. 

Suf.  Cromwell,  the  king  shall  hear  of  this  thy 
duty; 
Who,  I  assure  myself,  will  well  reward  tliee. 
My  lord,  let's  go  unto  his  majesty. 
And  show  ihose  writings  which  ho  longs  to  see. 

[Exeunt  Norfolk  aa(f  Suffolk* 

Enter  Bedford  hastily. 

Bed.  How  now,  who  is  this?  Cromwell?  By 
my  soul. 
Welcome  to  England :  thou  once  didst  save  my 

life; 
Didst  not,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  If  I  did  so,  'tis  greater  glory  for  m«i 
That  you  remember  it,  than  for  myself 
Vainly  to  report  it. 
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Bed.  Well,  Cromwell,  now's  the  rime, 
I  shall  commend  thee  to  my  sovereign. 
Cheer  up  thyself,  for  I  will  raise  thy  slate; 
A  Russel  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.       [Exit 

Hales.  O  how  uncertain  is  the  wheel  of  state ! 
Who  lately  greater  than  the  cardinal. 
For. fear  and  love  ?  and  now  who  lower  lies ! 
Gay  hofiours  are  but  Fortune's  flatteries; 
And  whom  this  day  pride  and  ambition  swells, 
To-morrow  envy  and  ambition  quells. 

More.  Who  sees  the  cobweb  tangle  the  poor  fly, 
Ma^  boldly  say,  the  wretch's  death  is  nigh. 

Gard.  I  kne%v  his  state  and  proud  ambition 
Were  too  too  violent  to  last  o'er^long. 

Hales.  Who  soars  too  near  the  sun  with  golden 
wings, 
Melts  them ;  to  ruin  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Enter  the  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

Suf.  Cromwell,  kneel  down.    In  King  Henry's 
name  arise 
Sir  Thomas  Cromwell ;  thus  begins  thy  fame. 

Enter  the  Duke  i/Norfolk. 

Nor.  Cromwell,  the  gracious  majesty  of  Eng- 
land, 
Fpr  the  good  liking  he  conceives  of  thee, 
Makes  thee  the  master  of  the  jewel-house. 
Chief  secreUry  to  himself,  and  withal 
Creates  thee  one  of  his  highness*  privy-counciL 

Enter  the  Earl  o/*Bedford. 

Bed,  Where  is  sir  Thomas  Cromwell  ?  is  he 
knighted  ? 

Suf.  He  is,  my  lord. 

Bed.  Then,  to  add  honour  to 
His  name,  the  king  creates  him  the  lord  keeper 
Of  his  privy  seal,  ^  and  master  of  the  rolls, 
Which  you,  sir  Christopher,  do  now  eiijoy :  ^ 
The  king  determines  higher  place  for  yMU. 

Crom.  My  lords. 
These  honours  are  too  high  for  my  desert 

More.  O  content  thee,  man ;  who  would  not 
choose  it  ? 
Y«t  thou  art  wise  in  seeming  to  refuse  it. 


Oard.  Here's  honouFS,  titi^  and  promodooil 
I  fear  this  climbing  will  have  sudden  faU. 
Nor.  Then  come,  my  lorda^  let's  all  tqgdkef 
bring 
This  Dew<4iiade  counsellor  to  England's  king. 

[Exeunt  all  kut  G^aDUiit. 
Oard.  But  Gardiner  means  hie  glory  shall  be 
dimmed.     . 
Shall  Cromwell  live  a  greater  man  than  1 1 
My  envy  with  his  honour  now  is  bred :  . 
I  hope  to  shorten  Cromwdl  by  tbe  bead.  [EtiL 

SCENE  IX.— loiK^bn.    A  Street  before  Ckm- 

well's  Home, 

Enter  Frescobalo. 

Fret.  O  Freicobald,  what  shall  becoma  of  dieef 
Where  shalt  thoo  go^  or  which  way  sbalt  tboa 

turn? 
Fortune,  that  turns  her  too  onconstant  wheel, 
Hath  turned  thy  wealth  and  riches  in  the  set.^ 
All  parts  abroad,  wherever  I  have  been, 
Grow  weary  of  me,  and  deny  me  succour. 
My  debtors,  they  that  should  relieve  my  want, 
Fi>rswear  my  money,  say  they  owe  roe  none ; 
They  know  my  state  too  mean  to  bear  out  law: 
And  here  in  London,  where  I  oh  have  been, 
And  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  man, 
I  am  now  roost  wretched  here,  despised  myself. 
In  vain  it  is  more  of  their  hearts  to  try ; 
Be  patient  therefore,  lay  thee  down  and  die. 

[Liesdmn. 

Enter  Seelt  and  Joah. 


Seely.  Come,  Joan,  come ;  let's  see  wbafc  hell 
do  for  us  now.  I  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when 
many  a  time  and  often  lie  might  have  gone  a-hao- 
gry  to  bed. 

Joan.  Alas,  man,  now  be  is  mada  a  lord,  hell 
never  look  upon  us;  hell  fulfil  the  old  proverh, 
Set  beggars  a  horuback  and  tke^U  ride —  A  wdl- 
a^^day  for  my  cow  !  such  as  he  hath  made  us  comt 
behind  hand;  we  had  never  pawned  our  cow  else 
to  pay  our  rent. 


^  Thtiiy  to  aid  honour  to 

Hit  name^  tho  king  creates  him  the  lord  keeper 

Of  his  privy  sealf  ^c  -^Tbe  rise  of  Cromwell  to  the  highest  honours  of  the  state  waf 
certainly  sodden^  but  not  quite  so  rapid  as  this  author  has  represented.  In  1531  he  was  made  a  priTj 
counsellor,  and  master  of  the  jewel-house ;  and  the  net  t  year  clerk  of  the  banaper,  and  chancellor  of  tlH* 
eicbeqner :  in  1^34,  principal  secretary  of  state,  and  master  of  the  rolls.  The  foUowing  year  he  wis 
appointed  vicar-general  over  all  the  spiiitnalities  in  England,  under  the  king  i  On  the  second  of  Jdy, 
1536,  lord  keeper  of  the  privy-seal ;  and  soon  afterwards  he  was  advanced  to  the  dignity  of  a  haron.  Is 
1637  he  was  created  knight  of  the  garter,  and  in  1540,  earl  of  EtMZ,  and  lord  high  chamberlain  of  Eag- 
land. — Ma  LONE* 

'  Which  yov,  sir  Chritiopher^  do  now  enjoy  :-^The  Hct  was  exactly  the  reverse  of  what  b  here  stated. 
Cromwell's  predecessor  in  this  office  was  not  sir  Christopher  Hales^  but  Dr  Taylor;  and  Hales,  (wk* 
was  the  king^s  attorney-general,)  succeeded  Cromwell  in  the  rolls)  not,  however,  immediately  on  hbiA- 
vancement  to  the  office  of  keeper  of  the  privy-seaU— Malonb* 
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Sedy.  Weil,  Jo«n,lic11  come  this  wtt^^,  «nd  by 
God*8  dickers  Til  tell  him  roandly  of  it,  an  if  he 
were  tea  ^ords:  *k  shall  know  that  I  had  not  my 
che^pse  and  my  hacon  for  nothing. 

Jo&n,  Do  yoQ  remember,  hasband,  how  he 
would  mooch  up  my  cheese-cakes  f  He  hath  for-> 
jgat  this  now ;  bat  now  weMl  remember  him. 

Seety.  Ay,  we  shall  have  now  three  flaps  with 
«  foz-tail  t'but  rfaith  fMl  jibber  a  joint, »  bat  Hi 
tell  him  his  own. — Stay,  who  comes  here?  O, 
flftaod  up^  here  he  comes ;  "Stand  up. 

jEiffrr  Hodge,  with  a  tip-iiaff':  Cromwell,  vtM 
ike  mace  carried  hrfare  mm;  the  Duke$  of 
Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  and  Attendantt, 

Hodge.  "Come^  away  with  these  begfi^ars  here. 
Hise  uf>,  sifrah;  <ome  oat,  good  people;  run 
«fore  there,  ho. 

[Frescobal^  rieet,  and  ttands  at  a  diitance. 

Seely.  Aj,  we  are  kicked  away,  now  we  come 
for  our  own;  the  time  hath  been,  he  woald  ha* 
looked  more  friendly  upon  us :  And  you,  Hodge, 
we  -kaow  you  well  enough,  though  you  are  so  fine. 

Cram,  Come  hither,  sirrah  :---Stay,  what  men 
are  these? 
My  honest  host  of  Hoonslow,  and  his  wife  ? 
I  owe  thee  money,  father,  do  I  not  ? 

Seefy.  Ay,  by  the  body  of  me,  dost  tlioo.  Would 
tboa  wotild'dl  pay  me :  good  four  pound  it  is ;  I 
liav't  o*  the  post  at  home. 

Crom.  I  know  'tis  true.    Sirrah,  give  him  ten 
angels  :— 
And  look  your  wife  and  you  do  stay  to  dinner; ' 
And  while  you  li?e,  I  freely  give  to  you 
Four  pound  a  year,  for  the  four  pound  I  oaght 
you. 

Seefy.  Art  not  changed  ?  Art  old  Tom  still  ? 
Now  God  bless  thee,  good  lord  Tom.  Home, 
Joan,  home ;  Til  dine  with  my  lord  Tom  to-day, 
«od  thou  Shalt  come  neit  week.  Fetch  my  cow ; 
iMMBe,  Joan,  home. 

J<Nia.  Now  God  bless  thee,  raj  good  lord  Tom : 
111  fetch  my  cow  presently.  [Exit  Joak. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Crom,  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  stranger;  tell  him, I 
Desire  him  stay  to  dinner :  I  must  speak 
With  him.  [2b  Hodoe.. 

Oard,  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  see  you  this 
Same  bubble  ?  that  same  puff?  but  mark  the  end. 
My  locd ;  mark  the  end. 

Nor.  I  promise  you,  I  like  not  something  he 
bath  done; 
Bm(  leC  that  pass;  the  king  doth  love  Um  well. 


Crom.  Good  morrow  to  my  lord  of  Winchester : 
I  know 
You  bear  me  hard  about  the  abbey  lands. 

Oard.    Have  I   not  reason,  when  reIigion> 
wronged  ? 
You  bad  no  colour  for  what  yon  have  done* 

Crom.  Yes,  the  abolishing  of  antichrist, 
And  of  his  popish  order  from  oar  realm. 
I  am  no  enemy  to  religioii ; 
But  what  is  done,  it  is  for  England's  good. 
What  did  they  serve  for,  but  to  feed  a  sort 
Of  lazy  abbots,  and  of  full-fed  friars  ?  ' 
They  neither  plow  nor  sow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The  fat  of  all  the  land,  and  suck  the  poor. 
Look,  what  was  theirs  is  in  king  Henry's  hands; 
His  wealth  before  lay  in  the  abbey  lands. 

Gard.  Indeed  these  things  you  have  alleged, 
my  lord ; 
When,  God  doth  know,  the  infant  yet  unborn 
Will  curse  tlie  time  the  abbeys  were  pulled  down. 
I  pray  now  where  is  hospitality  ? 
Where  now  may  poor  distressed  people  go. 
For  to  relieve  their  need,  or  rest  their  bones. 
When  weary  travel  doth  oppress  their  limbs  ? 
And  where  religious  men  should  take  them  in, 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  with  a  mastiff  dog ; 
And  thousand,  thousand 

Nor.  O,  my  lord,  no  more : 
Things  past  redreft  *tis  bootless  to  complain. 

Crom.  What,  shall  we  to  the  convocation-house  ? 

Nor.  We*ll  follow  you,  my  lord ;  pray  lead  the 
way. 

Enter  Old  Cromwell,!  a  the  dreu  of  a  Farmer. 

Old  Crom.  How  !  one  Cromivell  made  lord 
keeper,  since  I  left  Putney,  and  dwelt  in  York- 
shire ?  I  never  heard  better  news :  I'll  see  that 
Cromwell,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 

Crom,  My  aged  father !  State  then  set  aside. 
Father,  upon  my  knee  I  crave  your  blessing. 
One  of  my  servants,  go,  and  have  him  in ; 
At  better  leisure  will  we  talk  with  him. 
Oid  Crom.  Now  if  I  die,  how  happy  were  th« 
day ! 
To  see  this  comfort,  rains  forth  showers  of  joy. 
[Exeunt  Old  Cromwell  and  Servant, 
Nor,  This  duty  in  him  shows  a  kind  of  grace. 

[Aside. 
Crom,  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws  on  apace. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Frescobald. 
Fra,  I  wonder  what  this  lord  would  have  with 
me. 
His  man  so  strictly  ^ve  me  charge  to  stay : 
I  never  did  offend  bun  to  my  knowledge 


*  Jeopard  a  joints  I .  e.  ran  a  risqae. 

*  And  look  ifour  wife  and  you  do  stay  to  dlnn^  .'—Stow  Rays  (Surusy  of  London^  p.  130.)  thai  "  be  koA 
hhnself  often  seen  at  lord  Cromweirs  gate,  more  than  tvro  huadred  persons  served  twice  every  day  wUk 
Dread,  meat,  and  drink  safllcient."— Malo^ie. 
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Well,  good  or  laid,  I  meim  to  bide  it  all ; 
Worse  than  I  am,  now  never  can  befall. 

Enter  Banister  and  his  Wife. 

Ban.  Come,  wife, 
I  take  it  to  be  almost  dinner*time ; 
For  master  Newton,  aud  master  Crosby,  sent 
To  me  last  ni^ht,  thev  would  come  dipo  with  me, 
And  take  their  bond  in.    I  pray  thee,  hie  tbee 

home, 
And  see  that  all  things  be  in  readiness. 

Mrs  Ban,  They  shall  be  welcome,  husband; 
ni  go  before : 
But  is  not  that  man  master  Frescobald  ? 

[She  runs  and  embraces  him. 
Ban,  O  heavens  !  it  is  kind  master  Frescobald : 
Say,  sir,  what  hap  hath  brouf^ht  you  to  this  pass  ? 
Fres.  The  same  that  brought  you  to  your  mi- 
sery. 
Ban,  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with 
your  state  ? 
Is  Banister,  your  poor  friend*  then  forgot. 
Whose  goods,  whose  loTe,  whose  life,  and  all  is 
yours  ? 
Fres,  I  thought  your  usage  would  be  as  the  rest, 
That  had  more  kindness  at  my  hands  than  you. 
Yet  looked  askance  when  as  they  saw  we  poor. 
Mrs  Ban.  If  Banister  would  bear  so  base  a 
heart, 
I  nc*er  would  look  my  husband  in  the  face,    « 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  cockatrice.  ^ 

Ban,  And  well  thou  might'st,  should  Banister 
deal  so. 
Siiice  that  I  saw' yo6,  sir,  my  state  is  mended; 
And  for  the  thousand  poond  I  owe  to  ypu^ 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  sir,  at  home : 
And  though  I  grieve  your  fortune  is  sojbad,    . 
Yet  that  my  hap*s  to  help  ypu,  makes  me  glad. 
And  now,  sir,  will  it  please  you  walk  with  m^  ? 

Frff.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  lord  cliancellor 
Hath  here  commanded  roe  to  wait  on  him : 
For  what  I  know  not ;  pray  God  it  be  for  good. 
Ban,  Never  make  doubt  of  that ;  Til  warrant 
you, 
He  is  as  kind  and  noble  gentleman, 
As  ever  did  possess  the  place  be  hath. 


■  Mrs  Ban,  Sr,  my  brother  it  bn  ttcmd:  if 
you  please, 
We*Ugo  along  and  bear  you  company; 
1  know  we  shall  not  want  for  welcome  there. 
Fres,  With  all  my  heart:  but  what's  become 

of  Bagot  ? 
Ban,  l\e  is  hanged  for  baying  jewels  of  tk 

king's, 
Fres*  A  just  reward  for  one  so  impious* 
The  time  draws  on :  sir,  will  you  go  along  ? 
Ban.  I'll  follow  you,  kind  master  FresoobaM. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI.— TAe  some,-^ Another  Street, 

Enter  Newton  and  Crosbt* 

New,  Now,  master  Croebj,  I  tte  yoa  haftt 
care 
To  keep  your  word,  in  payment  of  your  nonej. 

Crof.  By  my  faith  I  nave  reason  am  a  bead. 
Three  thousand  pound  is  far  too  muck  to  forfNt; 
And  yel  I  doubt  not  master  Banister. 

New,  By  my  faith,  sir,  yoar  sum  it  oMre  ihn 
mine; 
And  ^et  I  am  not  much  behind  yoa  loo^ 
Conaidcyring  that  UMiay  I  paid  at  ooart. 

Crot.  Mass,  and  well  rememberVI :  Whtt  ii 
the  reason  « 

Lord  Cromwell's  men  wear  sacb  loAg  skirls  vpos 
Their  coats  ?  tbey  reach  dowa  to  their  very  kaini 

New.  I  wiU  roaokre  you,  sir ;  and  tkos  it  is: 
The  bisliop  of  Winchester,  that  lov«s  not  CroA- 

weli, 
(As  great  men  are  envied  as  well  as  less) 
A  while  ago  there  was  ajar  between  them; 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  lord  CroBweU's  ear. 
That  bishop  Gantiner  would  sit  on  bis  skirts ; 
Upon  which  word  he  made  his  men  kmg  bloe 

coats, 
Ami  in  the  court  wore  <me  of  ibeas  bknself ; 
And  meeting  with  the  bishop,  quoth  he,  my  Uxi, 
Here*b  skirts  enough  now  for  your  grace  to  dt  oa; 
Which  veiled  the  bishop  lo  tbe'<fery  keaif. 
This  is  the  reason  why  they  wear  long  coats.  '^ 

Crof.  'Tis  always  seen,  and  mark  it  for  a  rok^ 
Thfit  one  great  man  will  envy  ttill  MM>tbcr; 


'^  This  is  the  reason  why  they  wear  Umg  ra«tt.-T- Whatever  might  have  been  the  reason,  the  fkd  Is  as  licrf 
rc^rneoted.  dtowe,  who  tells  us  he  remembered  Cromweir*  hoaBehoM,*tays,  thai  the  skirts  •fhh  yu 


in  liverjf  tcere  Urge  enough  for  their  friende  to  sit  upon  them.  Survey  of  London^  IStf,  edit.  1618.  If  A|«oiB. 

Is  not  this  story  of  the  bishop  sitting  on  his  skirts  told  of  th^dUES^rence  between  the  duke  of  Bockisf- 
bam  and  cardinal  Wolsey  ?    PEacY. 

Ihe  story  told  of  the  doke  of  Buckingham  and  cardinal  Wolsey  is  somewhat  difiereoC  Ii  is  this.  Tfce 
doke  one  day  holding  a  bason  for  the  king  to  wash,  as  soon  as  his  migcsty  bad  done,  the  rasJiaal  dippei 
his  bands  in  the  same  water.  The  dake,  resenting  this  as  an  Indignity,  spilled  some  of  tlie  water  in  WaI* 
sey*B  shoes,  with  which  the  cardinal  being  provoked,  threatened  bim  that  be  would  sit  on  his  skirts.  Back- 
ingbam  came  the  next  day  to  court  very  richly  dressed,  hot  without  skirts  4o  his  doableli  at  wkidi 
lienry  being  surprised  asked  bim  what  he  meant  by  that  strange  fashion;  to  which  be  leplied^  ik%\  kii 
purpose  was  to  prevent  cardinal  Wolsey  from  sitting  on  his  skirts. 
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B«l  '(is  a  thing  that  notfiini;  ooncdrna  me  :•>* 
What,  shall  we  now  to  master  Banister's  ? 
New,  Ajr»  come»  we*U  pajr  him  royall?  for  our 
dinner.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.^The  »ame,^A  Room  in  Crom- 

Enter  the  Uther,  and  the  Sewer.    Several  Ser- 
vants  cross  the  Stage  with  dishes  in  their  hands. 

Uskn  Uncover  there,  gentlemoiu 

Enter  Cromwell,  Bedford,  Suffolk,  Old 
Cromwell,  Frescos ald,  Seely,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

Crm.  My  noble  lords  of  SuCTolk  and  of  Bed- 
ford, 
Tour  honours  are  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's 

house. 
Whase  is  my  father!  nay,  he  covered,  father; 
Although  that  duty  to  these  noblemen 
Doth  challenge  it,  yet  111  make  bold  with  them. 
Your  head  doth  b^  the  calendar  of  care. 
What !  Cromwell  covered,  and  bis  father  bare  ? 
It  must  not  be. — Now,  sir,  to  you :  is  not 
Your  name  Frescobakl,  and  a  Florentine  ? 

Fres.  My  name  was  Frescobald,  till  cruel  fate 
J>id  rob  me  of  my  name,  and  of  my  state. 

Crom.  What  fortune  brought  you  to  this  coun- 

*try  now? 
Fres.  All  other  parts  have  left  me  soocoorless. 
Save  oaly  this.    Because  of  debts  I  have^ 
I  hope  to  ^n  for  to  relieve  my  want. 

Croilk  Did  you  not  onoe  upon  your  Florence 
bri4|^ 
Help  a  distressed  man,  robb'd  by  the  banditti  ? 
His  name  was  Cromwell. 

•  fret.  I  ne'er  made  my  brain 
A  calendar  of  any  good  I  did ; 
I  always  loved  tins  nation  with  my  heart 

Crom.  I  am  that  Cromvtell  that  you  there  re- 
lieved ^ 
Siiteen  ducats  you  gave  me  for  to  clothe  me,- 
Sixtfen  to  bear  my  charges  by  the  way, 
And  siiteen  more  I  had  for  my  horse-hire. 
There  be  those  several  sums  justly  returned ; 
Yet  it  injustice  were,  that  serving  at 
My  need,  to  re|>ay  thee  without  interest : "     ^ 
Therefore  receive  of  me  four  several  bags ; 
la  each  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  marks  i 
And  bring  to  me  the  names  of' all  your  debtors ; 


And  if  they  will  not  see  y6a  paid,  T  will. 

0  God  forbid  that  I  should  see  hira  faU, 
That  helped  me  in  my  greatest  need  of  all ! 
Here  stands  my  father,  that  first  ^ve  me  life ; 
Alas,  what  duly  is  ti^o  much  for  him? 

This  man  in  time  of  need  did  save  my  life; 

1  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 
By  this  old  man  I  oftentimes  was  fed. 
Else  might  I  have  gone  supperless  to  bed. 
Such  kindness  have  I  had  of  these  three  men, 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  again. 
Now  in  to  dbner,  for  we  stay  too  long ; 
And  to  good  stomachs  is  no  greater  wrong. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.^The  same.^A  Room  in  the  Bishop 
^Wimchestbr's  House. 

Enter  Gardiver  and  a  SertanL 

Gard.  Sirrah,  where  be  those  men  I  caused 

to  stay  ? 
Ser.  They  do  attend  your  pleasure,  sir,  within* 
Gard.  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  stay  you  with- 
out;  [Exit  Servant. 

For  by  those  men  the  fox  of  this  same  land, 
That  makes  a  goose  of  better  than  himself, 
Must  worried  be  unto  his  latest  home; 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent* 
As  for  the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
Whom  I  have  sent  for  to  come  speak  with  me ; 
Howsoever  outwardly  they  shadow  it. 
Yet  in  their  hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not. 
As  for  the  earl  of  Bedford,  he  s  but  one, 
^nd  dares  not  gainsay  what  we  do  set  down. 

Enter  the  two  Witnesses, 

Now  my  ^ood  friends,  you  know  I  saved  your 

lives. 
When  by  the  law  you  had  deserved  death ; 
And  then  you  promised  me,  upon  your  oathsy 
To  venture  both  your  lives  to  do  ine  good. 
Both  Wit.  We  swore  no  more  than  that  w^  will 

perform. 

Gard.  I  take  your  words ;  and  that  which  yoil 

>  must  oo. 

Is  service  for  your  God,  and  for  your  king ; 
To  root  a  rebel  from  this  flourishing  laud. 
One  that's  an  enemy  unto  the  church ; 
And  therefore  must  you  take  your  solemn  nalhs, 
I  That  you  heard  Cromwell,  the  lordycbancellor,  '* 


"  2V  repay  thu  without  interett, — The  old  copies  read  uaiotellif  ibly : 

Tet  It  iiynstlce  were  that  serviiig  at  my  need 
For  to  repay  themy  &c. 
Serving  is,  I  think,  osed  for  service.    Malorb. 

**  J%mt  you  heard  CromweUy  the  lord  cbaocellor.— Cronwell  was  never  lord  chaaeeKor.  He  fo  before, 
with  equal  impropriety,  called  lord  keeper,  and  introduced  with  the  mace  carried  befers  him.  The  an- 
ther of  this  piece  confbnnded  the  great  and  the  prtov  seal. — The  story  of  bis  wiehmg  4  dagger  in  the  king*9 
heart  is  an  invention  of  the  poet's.— Though  the  bishop  of  Winchester  was  bis  enemy,  and  contributed  as 
■MKh  as  he  could  to  bis  dowofiOl,  be  was  not  the  jpciocipal  ageni  in  that  basiaess.    It  ii  «eU  known  that 


d66 


tORD  CROMWELL. 


tANOttTMOVI. 


Did  wish  a  dagger  at  king  Henry's  heart. 
Fear  not  to  swear  it,  for  I  heard  him  speak  it ; 
Therefore  we'll  shield  you  from  ensuing  harms. 

2  Wit.  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  de^  k  good, 
We*ll  undertake  it. 

Card.  Kneel  down,  and  I  will  here  absolve 
you  botli : 
This  cruciQx  '^  I  lay  upon  your  heads, 
And  sprinkle  holy  water  on  your  brows. 
The  deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do. 
And  by  it  shall  you  purchase  grace  from  heaven. 

1  Wit.  Now,  sir,  we^ll  undertake  it,  by  our  souls. 

S  Wit,  For  Cromwell  never  loved  norte  of  our 
sort. 

Card,  I  know  he  doth  not ;  and  for  both  of 
you, 
I  will  prefer  you  to  some  place  of  worth. 
Now  get  you  in,  until  I  call  for  you. 
For  presently  the  dukes  mean  to  be  here. 

[Exeunt  Witnetui, 
Cromwell,  sit  fast ;  thy  time's  not  long  to  reign. 
The  abbeys  that  were  puU'd  down  by  thy  means 
Is  now  a  mean  fur  me  to  pull  thee  down. 
Thy  pride  also  thy  own  head  lights  upouy 
For  thou  art  he  bath  changed  religion  :— 
But  now  no  more,  for  here  the  dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  Bedford. 

Suf.  Good  even  to  my  lord  bishop. 

Aor.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  what,  are  you  all 

alone  ? 
Gard.  No,  not  alone,  my  lords;  my  mind  is 
troubled. 
I  know  your  honours  muse  wherefore  I  tent. 
And  in  such  haste.    What,  came  you  from  the 
king? 
Nor,  We  md,  and  left  none  but  lord  Cromwell 

with  him. 
Gard,  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we 
live  in ! 
There's  Thomas  Wolsey,  he's  already  gone. 
And  Thomas  More,  he  foUow'd  after  him ; 
Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain. 
That  is  far  worse  than  either  of  thf>se  twain ; 
And  if  with  speed,  my  lords,  we  not  pursue  it, 
I  fear  the  king  and  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 
Bed.  Another  Thomas?  pray  God,  it  be  not 

CromwelL 
Gard,  My  lord  of  Bedford,  it  is  that  traitor 

Cromwell. 
Bed,  Is  Cromwell  false  ?  my  heart  will  never 
think  it. 


Suf,  My  lord  of  Winchester,  what  likefihood, 
Or  proof,  have  you  of  ibis  Ins  treachery? 
Gard,  My  lord,  too  much ;  call  iu  the  met 
within. 

Enter  the  WUneuei.' 

These  men,  my  lord,  upon  thdr  oaths  affirm. 
That  they  did  hear  lord  Cromwell  in  his  ganka 
Wishing  a  dagger  sticking  at  the  heart 
Of  our  king  Henry;  what  is  this  but  treason? 
Bed.  If  it  be  so,  my  heart  doth  bleed  with 

sorrow. 
•   Suf,  How  sav  you,  friends?  What,  did  jotf 

hear  these  words  ? 

1  Wit,  We  did,  an't  like  your  grace. 

Nor,  In  what  place  was  lord  Cromwell  wfaevhe 
spake  them  ? 

2  Wit.  In  his  garden;  where  we  did  attend  s 

suit. 
Which  we  had  waited  for  two  yean  and  more, 
Suf.  How  long  is't  since  you  beard  him  spesk 

these  words? 
8  Wit,  Some  half  year  siace. 
Bed.  How  chance  that  yon  concealed  itali  tliii 

time  ? 
1  Wit.  His  greatnets  made  as  (ear;  that  waitbe 

cause. 
Gard.  Ay,  ay,  his  greatoeifl^  that's  the  casst 
indeed. 
And,  to  make  his  treason  here  more  manifest^ 
He  calls  bis  servants  to  him  round  about. 
Tells  them  of  Wolsey's  life,  and  of  bis  &U; 
Says,  that  himself  had  many  enemies. 
And  fives  to  some  of  them  a  park,  or  manor. 
To  others  leases,  lands  to  other  soow ; 
What  need  he  do  thus  in  his  prime  of  life, 
An  if  be  were  not  fearful  of  his  death  ? 
Suf,  My  lord,  tliese  likelihoods  are  very  ptat 
Bed,  Pardon  me,  lords,  for  I  most  needs  deptrt; 
Their  proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  heart 

risM^BRDFOItD. 

Nor,  My  frieriOs,  take  heed  of  that  which  yoi^ 
have  said ; 
Your  souls  must  answer  what  your  tongues  report; 
Therefore  take  heed ;  be  wary  what  you  da 

S  Wit.  My  lord,  we  speak  no  more  but  troth. 

Nor,  Let  them 
Depart,  my  lord  of  Winchester^  and  let 
These  men  be  close  kept  till  the  day  of  trial. 

Gard,  They  shall,  luy  lord ;  ho,  take  in  these 
two  men.  [Exeunt  WitneueSf^t, 

My  lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  public  trial, 


the  immediate  cause  of  Cromwell's  ruio  (added  to  the  jealousy  of  the  nobility,  and  the  hatred  of  the 
common  people  on  acconnt  of  the  subversion  of  the  monasteries)  was  Henry's  aversion  to  Asoe  of  Ckvcs, 
and  his  desire  to  marry  Catharine  Howard,  niece  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk, -Cromwell's  chief  eoesy.  By 
him  be  was  accused  of  high  treason,  and  attainted,  unheard,  in  parliament,  in  the  absence  of  Craomer,  the 
only  person  wbe  had  spirit  and  honesty  enough  to  remonstrate  with  the  kiog  on  the  iiyottice  of  this  pro- 
ceeding.    Ma  LONE. 

*'  Tkit  cnic(/fjr.— Before  the  Refi»rmatioo,  the  English  bishops  probably  wore  a  small  crucifix  kufr 
lug  oa  their. outward  garment ;  as  In  popish  countries  the  bishops  do  at  this  day.    Malozii. 
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That  which  we  do,  b  void,  hy  his  denial ; 
You  know  the  king  will  credit  none  but  him. 

Nor,  Tis  true ;  he  rules  the  king  even  as  he 
pleases. 

Suf.  How  shall  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ? 

Gm'tL  Marry,  thus,  my  lords;  by  an  act  he 
made  himself, 
With  an  intent  to  entrap  some  of  our  lives ; 
And  this  it  is:  Ifantf  countellor 
Be  comvkted  qfhigk  treatant  he  ikall 
Be  executed  withmtt  public  trial : 
This  act,  my  lerds,  he  caused  the  king  to  make. 

Suf.  He  did  indeed,  and  I  reroemto  it ; 
And  now  'tis  like  to  fall  upon  himself. 

Nor,  Let  us  not  slack  it;^tis  for  £ngland's  gpod : 


We  must  be  wary,  else  hell  go  beyond  us. 
Gard,  Well  hath  your  grace  said,  my  good  lord 
of  Norfolk : 
Therefore  let  us  go  presently  to  Lambeth ; 
Thither  comes  Cromwell  from  the  court  to-night 
Let  us  arrest  him ;  send  him  to  the  Tower ; 
And  in  the  morning  cut  off  the  traitor's  head. 
Nor,  Come  then,  about  it;  let  us  guard  the 
town,: 
This  is  the  day  that  Cromwell  must  go  down. 
Gard.  Along,  my  lords.  Well,  Cromwell  is  half 
dead; 
He  shaked  my  heart,  but  I  will  shave  his  head. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L— il  Street  in  Londom 
Mnter  Bedford. 


Bed.  My  soul  is  like  a  water  troubled ; 
And  Gardiner  is  the  man  that  makes  it  so. 
O,  Cromwell,  I  do  fear  thy  end  is  near ! 
Yet  ni  pmreot  their  malice  if  I  can : 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  the  roan  doth  come. 
Who  litUe  knows  howiiear's  his  day  of  doom. 

Enter  Ciomwell,  with  hit  TVotii.  Bedford 
makes  a$  though  he  would  tpeakfo  hinu  Crom- 
well goei  on. 

Crom,  You're  wejlenooimteredy  my  good  Iprd 
of  Bedford. 
I  see  your  honour  is  addressed  to  talk. 
Pray  pardon  me ;  I  am  sent  for  to  the  king, 
A^  do  not  know  the  lousiness  yet  myself: 
So  fare  you  w,ell,  for  I  must  needs  be  gone. 

[t^it  CnoupfELj^  l^e. 

Bed.  You  must ;  well,  what  remedy  ? 
I  fear  top  soon  yon  must  be  gone  indeed*. 
The  king  hath  business ;  but  little  dost  thoq  know, 
Who's  busy  for  thy  life;  thou  think'st  not  so. 

Re-enter  Cromwell,  attended. 

Crom.  The  second  time  well  met  my  lord  q( 
Bedford : 
I  am  very  sorry  that  my  haste  is  such. 
L/>rd  marquis  Dorset  being  sick  to  death, 
I  must  receive  of  him  the  privy-seal. 
At  Lambeth  soon,  my  lord,  we  II  talk  our  fill. 

[Exit, 
Bed.  How  smooth  wa4  easy  is  the  wny  to  death ! 

Enter  a  Meuenger, 

Ifle$.  Mv  lord,  the  dukes  of  Norfolk  and  of 
Suflblk, 
Accompanied  with  the  bishop  of  Winchester, 
Entreat  you  to  come  presently  to  Lambeth, 
On  /earnest  matjters  that  concern  the  state. 
Bed.  To  Lambeth !  so :  go  fetch  me  pen  and 
ink; 
I  and  lord  Cromwell  there  shall  talk  eooogh: 


Ay,  and  oar  last,  I  fear,  an  if  he  come.   \Writeu 
Here,  take  this  letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Crom- 
well ; 
Bid  him  read  it ;  say  it  concerns  him  near : 
Away,  be  gone,  make  all  the  haste  you  can. 
To  Lambeth  do  I  go,  a  woeful  man.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL— il  Street  near  the  Thamet. 

Enter  C  romwell,  attended. 

Crom,  Is  the  barge  ready?  I  will  straight  to 
Lambeth: 
And,  if  this  one  day*s  business  once  were  past| 
I'd  take  my  ease  to-morrow  after  trouble. 

Enter  Mettenger. 

How  now,  my  friend,  wouldest  thou  speak  with 
mer 
Mei.  Sir,  here's  a  letter  from  my  lord  of  Bed* 
ford. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter,    Cromwell  putt 
it  in  his  pocket. 
Crom.  O  good  my  friend,  commend  me  to  thy 
lord : 
Hold,  take  those  angels ;  drink  them  for  thy  pwnsl 

Mes.  He  doth  desire  your  grace  to  read  it, 
Because  he  says  it  doth  ooncern  you  near. 

Crom.  Bid  him  assure  himself  of  that  Farewell. 
To-morrow,  tell  him,  he  shall  hear  from  me. 
Set  on  before  there,  and  away  to  Lambeth. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE  lU.-^Lttmbeth. 

£n^er  Gardiner,  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  Bedford^ 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower^  a  Serjeant  at  Arms^ 
a  Heraldf  and  Ualberts, 

Gar(/.Halberts, stand  close  unto  the  water-side; 
Serjeant  at  arms,  be  you  bold  in  your  office ; 
Herald,  deliver  your  proclamation. 

Her,  **  This  is  to  y^ve  notice  to  all  the  king's 
I  subjects,  the  late  loid  Cromwell,  lord  chancellor 
I  of  England,  vicar-general  over  the  realm,  him  to 
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hold  and  efteetn  as  a  traitor  agaiDst  the  crown  and 
iif^ity  of  Boglaod.    So  God  save  the  king." 

Gard.  Amen. 

BeeL  Amen,  and  root  tbet  from  the  land  ! 
For  whilst  thon  livettythe  troth  cannot  8tand.[if  im^. 

Nor,  Make  a  lane  there,  the  traitor  is  at  hand. 
Keep  back  Cromwell's  men ;  drown  them,  if  tliey 

.come  on. 
Serjeant,  jrour  office. 

EtUer  Cromwell,  attended,    ITie  Halhert'men 

make  a  lane, 

Crom,  What  means  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  by 
.  these  words  ? 
Sirs,  come  along. 

Gard,  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 
Ser.  Lord  Thomas  Cromwell,  in  king  Henry's 
name, 
I  do  arrest  your  honour  of  high  treason. 
Cram,  Serjeant,  me  of  treason  ? 

[Cromwell's  Attendants  offer  to  dram, 
Suf,  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  sword. 
Crom.  Hold;  1  charge  you,  ad  yoa  lore  me, 
draw  not  a  sword. 
Who  dares  accuse  Cromwell  of  treason  now. 

Gard,  This  is  no  place  to  reckon  up  your  crime ; 
Your  dove-like  looks  were  viewed  with  serpents' 
eyes. 
Crom.  With  serpents'  eyes  indeed,  by  thine 
they  were. 
But,  Gardiner,  do  thy  worst ;  I  fear  thee  not. 
My  fakh  compared  with  thine,  as  much  shall  pass, 
As  doth  the  diamond  eicel  the  glass^ 
Attached  of  treason,  no  accusers  by  ! 
Indeed  !  What  tongue  dares  speak  so  fool  a  lie  ? 
Nor.  My  lord,  my  lord,  matters  are  too  well 
known ; 
And  it  is  time  the  king  had  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  king !  let  me  go  to  him  face  to  face ; 
No  better  trial  I  desire  than  that. 
Let  him  but  say,  that  Cromwell's  futh  was  feigned. 
Then  let  my  honour  and  my  name  be  stained. 
If  e'er  my  heart  against  the  king  was  set, 
O  let  my  sonl  in  judgment  answer  it ! 
Then  if  my  faith  s  con6rmed  with  his  reason, 
'Gainst  whom  hath  Cromwell  then  committed 
treason  ? 
Suf,  My  lord,  my  lord,  your  matter  shall  be 
tried; 
Meantime  with  patience  content  yourself. 

Crom,  Perforce  I  roust  with  patience  be  con- 
tent :— 
O  dear  friend,  Bedford,  dost  thou  stand  so  near? 
Cmmijrell  rejoiceth  one  friend  sheds  a  tear. 
And  whither  is't?  Which  way  most  Cromwell 
now? 
Gard.  My  lord,  you  must  unto  the  Tower.  Lieu- 
tenant, 
Take  him  unto  your  char^. 

Crom.  Well,  where  you  please :  but  yet  before 
I  part, 


I  Let  me  confer  a  little  with  my  men. 
Gardl  Av,  as  you  go  bj|r  water,  so  yon  Ml. 
Crom.  I  nave  some  i^osiness  present  to  impiit 
Nor,  Yon  may  not  suy :  lieotenant,  take  joar 

chai^. 
CV^sni.  Well,  well,  m^  lord,  yoa  second  Ou* 
diner's  text. 
Norfolk,  farewell !  thy  torn  will  be  the  ntst. 

[Eaeeunt  Cromwell  ami  LUmieitenti 
Gard,  His  guilty  eoosdence  makes  him  rars^ 

my  lord. 
Nor.  Ay,  let  him  talk ;  his  time  is  short  enoeglk 
Gatid.  My  lord  of  Bedford,  come ;  you  weep 
for  him, 
Thar  would  not  shed  even  half  a  tear  for  yna. 
Bed.  It  grieves  me  for  to  see  his  sodden  fall. 
Gardi  Snch  success  wish  I  unto  traitors  all 

[EremU. 

8CBNB  IV.— londbii.    A  Sireei. 
Enter  two  Citixen$, 

1  Cit,  Why,  can  this  news  be  true  ?  fs*t  possible^ 
The  great  lord  Cromwell  arrested  npon  tresioa? 
I  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  so. 

3  Cit.  It  is  too  true,  sir.  Would  it  were  odlc^ 
wise, 
Condition  I  spent  half  dw  wealth  I  have ! 
I  was  at  Lambeth,  saw  him  there  arrested, 
And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

1  Cit.  What,  was^t  for  treason  that  he  was  com- 
mitted ? 

8  Cit.  Kind,  noble  gentlisinan !  I  may  roe  tbt 
time: 
All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him ; 
And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  state  is  gone, 

1  Cit,  It  may  be  hoped  that  be  shall  not  die, 
Because  the  king  did  favour  him  so  much. 

S  Cit,  O  sir, yoa  are  deceived  in  thinking  so: 
The  grace  and  favour  he  had  witfi  the  king. 
Hath  caused  him  have  so  many  enemies. 
He  that  in  court  secure  will  keep  himself. 
Must  not  be  great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at 
The  shrub  is  safe,  when  as  the  cedar  shakes; 
For  where  the  king  doth  love  above  compare, 
Of  others  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 

1  Cit.  rris  pity  that  this  nobleman  sboold  foil, 
He  did  so  many  charitable  deeds. 

S  Cit,  ^s  true ;  and  yet  yon  see  in  each  estttt 
There's  none  so  good,  but  some  bne  doth  hifli 

hate ; 
And  they  before  would  smile  him  in  the  face, 
Will  be  th^  foremost  to  do  him  di^race. 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  tlie  court  ? 

1  Cit.  I  care  not  if  f  do,  and  hear  the  ne«vs» 
How  men  will  judge  ^hat  sliall  become  of  him. 

8  Cit.  Some  will  speak  hardly,  some  will  speak 
in  pity. 
Go  yon  to  the  court;  III  go  into  the  city : 
There  I  am  sure  to  bear  more  news  than  yoo. 
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Why  then  soon  will  wc  meet  again : 
aditu !  '♦  [Ejieunt. 

ENE  V.-^A  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Enter  Cromwell. 

Now,  Cromwell,  hast  thou  time  to  me- 
ditate, 

ik  upon  thy  state,  and  of  the  time. 
|urs  came  unsought, ay, and  unlooked  for; 
is  sudden,  and  unlooked  f()r  too. 
»ry  was  in  Eni^land  that  I  had  not  ? 
this  land  commanded  more  than  Crom- 
well ? 

be  king,  who  greater  than  myself? 
I  see  what  after  ages  shall ; 
ter  men,  more  sudden  is  their  fall. 
IT  I  do  rememjber,  the  earl  of  Bedford 
f  desirous  for  to  speak  to  me ; 
rward  sent  unto  me  a  letter* 
:;h  1  think  I  still  have  in  my  pocket, 
y  I  read  it,  for  1  now  have  leisure ; 
I  take  it  is.  [  Reads. 

lord,  come  not  tliis  night  to  Lamtiieth, 
you  do,  your  state  is  overthrown ; 
inch  I  douht  your  life,  an  if  you  come : 
f  you  love  yourself,  stay  where  you  are.** 
)  God  !  had  I  hut  read  this  letter, 
1  r  b<  en  free  from  the  lion's  paw  : 
^  this  to  read  until  to-morrow, 
i  at  joy,  and  did  embrace  my  sonow. 

Ueulenani  of  the  Tozcer^  Officers,  Sfc, 

ster  lieutenant,  when*8  this  day  of  death  ? 

Mas,  my  lord,  would  I  might  never  see  it ! 
the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk, 

ter,  Bedford,  and  sir  Richard  Radcliffe, 

ers ;  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 

No  matter  wherefore.  Cromwelt  is  pre- 
pared, 

liner  has  my  life  and  state  ensnared. 

k  come  in,  or  you  shall  do  them  wrong, 

stands  he  who  some  think  lives  too  long, 
kills  learning,  and,  instead  of  ink 

s pen, Cromwell's  hear^ blood  doth  drink. 

e  DuA:e«49^SuFFOLKan(i Norfolk;  the 
/" Bedford,  G kkhivi.^  Bishop  of  Win' 
',  Sir  Richard  Radcliff,  071.4  Sir 
i  Sadler. 

jrood  morrowi  Cromwell*    What,  alone 
so  sad  ? 

One  good  among  you,  nope.pf  you.  are 

bad. 

mrt,  it  best  fits  me  be  alone ; 
with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 
the  king  acquainted  with  my  cause } 


Nor.  He  is;  and  he  hath  answered  us,  my  lonL 

Crom,  How  shall  I  come  to  speak  with  him  my- 
self? 

Gard,  The  king  is  so  advertised  of  your  guilt, 
He'll  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  presence. 

Crotn,  No  way  admit  me  !  am  I  so  soon  forgot  ? 
Did  he  but  yesterday  embrace  my  neck* 
And  said  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  himself  ? 
And  are  his  princely  ears  so  much  bewitched 
With    scandalous    ignominy,    and    slanderous 

speeches, 
That  now  he  doth  deny  to  look  on  me  ? 
Well,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  no  doubt  but  you 
Are  much  in  favour  with  his  majest]|r ; 
Will  you  bear  a  letter  from  me  to  his  grace  ? 

Gard,  Pardon  me ;  I  will  bear  no  traitor's  let- 
ters. 

Crom.  Ha  !— Will  you  do  this  kindness  then  ? 
tell  him 
By  word  of  mouth  what  I  shall  say  to  you  f 

Gard.  That  will  I. 

Crom.  But,  on  your  honour  will  you  ? 

Gard.  Ay,  on  my  honour. 

Crom.  Bear  witness,  lords,— Tell  him,  when  he 
bath  known  you, 
And  tried  your  faith  but  half  so  much  as  mine, 
He'll  find  you  to  be  the  falsest-hearted  man 
In  England :  pray,  tell  him  this. 

Bed.  Be  patient,  goqd  ipy  lord,  in  these  ex- 
tremes. 

Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  lord  of  Bedford, 
I  know  your  honour  always  loved  me  well : 
But,  pardon  me,  this  still  shall  be  my  theme ; 
Gardiner's  the  cause  makes  (Cromwell  so  extreme. 
Sir  Ralph  Sadler,  1  pray  a  word  with  you ; 
You  were  ipy  man,  and  all  that  you  possess 
Came  by  my  means :  sir,  to  requite  all  this, 
Say  will  you  take  this  letter  here  of  me, 
And  give  it  witl\  your  own  hands  to  the  king  } 

Sad.  I  kiss  your  hand,  and, never  will  I  rest 
Ere  to  the  king  this  be  delivered.  [Exit  Sadler. 

Croni,  Why  tlien  y^t  Cromwell  hath  one  friend 
in  store. 

Gard,  But  all  the  haste  he  makes  shall  be  but 
vain. 
Here  is  a  discharge  for  your  prisoner, 
To  see  him  executed  presently : 

[To  the  Lieutenant, 
My  lord,  you  hear  the  tenure  of  your  life. 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it ;  welcome  my  last  date. 
And  of  this  glistering  world  I  take  last  leave : 
And,  noble  lords,  I  uke  my  leave  of  you^ 
As  willingly  I  ^o  to  meet  with  death. 
As  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  breath. 
From  treason  is  my  heart  as  white  as  snow ; 
My  death  procured  only  by  my  foe. 
I  pray  commend  me  to  my  soverei^  king^ 


iy  then  soon  will  we  mut  again :  adieu  /—The  concludiog  word  of  this  Use  hfw  bMS  fvpplied  by 
reoi.    A  rhyme  was  probably  intended.— M ALONE. 
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And  tell  him  in  what  sort  his  Cromwell  died. 
To  lose  his  head  before  his  cause  was  tried  ; '' 
But  let  his  j^race,  when  he  shall  hear  my  uamey 
Say  only  this;  Gardiner  procured  the  same. 

Enter  Young  Cromwell. 

Lieu,  Here  is  your  son,  sir,  come  to  take  his 

leave. 
Crom.  To  take  his  leave  }  Come  hither,  liarry 
CromwelL 
Mark,  boy,  the  last  words  that  I  speak  to  thee :  '^ 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her ; 
Gape  not  for  state,  yet  lose  no  spark  of  honour ; 
Anibition,  like  the  plague,  see  thou  eschew  it ; 
I  die  for  treason,  boy,  and  never  knew  it. 
Yet  let  thy  faith  as  spotless  be  as  mine. 
And  Cromweirs  virtues  in  thy  face  shall  shine : 
Come,  go  along,  and  see  me  leave  my  breath. 
And  ni  leave  thee  upon  the  floor  of  death. 

Son,  O  father,  I  shall  die  to  see  that  wound  ! 
Your  blood  being  spilt  will  make  my  heart  to 
swound. 
Crom.  How,  hoy,  not  dare  to  look  upon  the  axe  ? 
How  shall  I  do  then  to  have  my  head  struck  off  ? 
Come  on,  my  child,  and  see  the  end  of  all ; 
And  after  say,  that  Gardiner  was  my  fall. 

Gard,  My  lord,  you  speak  it  of  an  envious  heart ; 
I  have  done  no  more  than  law  and  equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  forbear : 
It  would  have  better  seemed  you  to  have  been 

absent. 
Than  with  your  words  disturb  a  d^nng  man. 
Crom,  Who  me,  my  lord  ?  no :  he  disturbs  not 
me. 
My  mind  he  stirs  not,  though  his  mighty  shock 
Hath  brought  more  peers^  heads  down  unto  the 

block. 
Farewell,  my  boy !  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath, — 
My  hear^  blessing : — so  I  take  my  leave. 

Exec,  I  am  your  death's-mau ;  pray,  my  lord, 

forgive  me, 
Crom,  Even  with  iny  touL    Why  man,  thou 
art  my  doctor, 
And  bring*st  me  precious  physic  for  my  soul. 


My  lord  of  Bedford,  T  desire  of  yoa 
Before  my  death,  a  corporal  embraca 
Farewell,  great  lord ;  my  love  1  do  commend, 
My  heart  to  yoa ;  my  soul  to  heaven  I  send. 
This  is  my  joy,  that,  ere  my  body  fleet. 
Your  honoured  arms  are  my  true  wiDding-sbeet 
Farewell,  dear  Bedford;  my  peace  b  made  is 

heaven. 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell,  a  poor  ell  in  length, 
To  rise  to  unmeasured  b«ght,  winged  with  oew 

strength. 
The  land  of  worms,  which  dying  men  discover: 
My  soul  b  shrined  with  heaven  s  celestial  cover. 
[Exeunt  Cromwell,  OficerifSfc 
Bed,  Well,  farewell  Cromwell !  sore  the  tnest 

friend 
That  ever  Bedford  shall  possess  again.— 
Well,  lords,  I  fear  that  when  this  man  is  dead, 
You'll  wish  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  head. 

Enter  an  Officer  with  Cromwell's  fleadl 

OffL  Here  b  the  head  of  the  deceased  Croa- 

well. 
Bed.  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  hb  besd 
away 
Unto  hb  body;  inter  them  both  in  day. 

[Exit  Oficff* 

Enter  Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sad,  How  now,  my  lords  f  What,  b  lord  Croin- 

well  deaa  ? 
Bed.  Lord  Cromwell's  body  now  doth  want  s 

head. 
Sad.  O  God !  a  little  speed  had  saved  his  Hfe. 
Here  is  a  kind  reprieve  come  from  the  king,'^ 
To  bring  him  straight  unto  his  majesty. 

Suf,  Ay,  ay,  sir  Ralph,  reprieves  come  now  too 

late. 
Gard.  My  conscience  now  telb  me  thb  deed 
was  ill. 
Would  Christ  that  Cromwell  were  alive  again ! 

Nor,  Come  let  us  to  the  king,  who,  well  I  know, 
.Wilt  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  his  death  was  »> 

[Exeunt  omut, 


*s  To  lM9  his  head  before  hie  comm  wot  tried ;^Speed  b  the  only  historian  (that  I  have  seen)  who  asKrts 
that  the  bill  of  attainder  against  Cromwell  did  not  pass  till  after  hb  death.  In  one  sense  indeed  be  nifkt 
be  said  to  be  executed  before  his  cause  was  tried^  for  it  was  never  fairiy  tried ;  bot  the  act  of  parliaoicst 
by  which  he  suffered,  received  the  royal  assent  four  days  before  hb  eJiecation. — Malon b. 

■^  JfarAr,  boy,  the  last  words  that  I  speak  to  thee :— The  author  has  here  departed  from  bbtortcal  tratfc. 
The  earl  of  Bssex's  son  was  arrived  to  manhopd  some  time  before  the  execution  of  his  father ;  and  hsd 
heen  called  op  by  summons  to  the  house  of  peers,  four  years  before  that  event,  by  the  title  of  baroa 
Clromwell,  of  Wimbleton,  in  the  couoty  of  Surry. — Malone. 

■'  Here  is  a  kind  reprieve  amefrom  the  Irtiif .— No  reprieve  was  at  any  time  sent  for  CromwelL  Toe 
unfortooate  statesman,  dariog  hb  coafipienient  in  the  Tower,  wrote  a  pathetic  letter  to  Henry,  wkici 
brooght  tears  into  the  eyes  of  that  san^inary  tyrant,  but  produced  no  other  efiect.«-MALOiis. 
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Flowcbdalb  Senior,  a  Merchant. 
Matthew  Flowerdale,  hi^  Son. 
Flowerdale  Junior,  Brother  to  the  Merchant. 
Sir  Lavcelot  SpuRcoct. 
Sir  Arthur  Greehshield,  a    ">  .     t^  ^;,» 
MiUtary  Officer,  9tnlaoewUh 


J 


Oliver,  a  Hevonshire  Clothier,y 
VfKATREKcoc%,a parasite  to  iSir Lancelot  Spur* 

COCK. 

Civet,  in  lave  toith  Frances. 
A  Citizen* 


Daffodil,     )  Servants  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spur* 
Artichoke,   S  cock. 

Dick  and  Ralph,  two  cheating  Gamesteri. 
Ruffian,  a  Pander, 

Frances    >  J^f^^ghten  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spur* 

Luce,     'S  ^«^^ 

Citizen's  Wife. 

Sheriff  and  Officers;  Lieutenant  and  SoMers; 
Drawers,  and  other  Attendants, 


SCINZ^London,  and  the  parts  adjacent. 


ACTL 


SCENE  L— 'Loftdbn.   A  Koom  in  Flowerdale 

Junior^s  House, 

Enter  Flowerdale  Senior,  and  Flowerdale 

Junior, 

^law.  Sen,  Brother,  from  Venice,  beipg  thus 
disguised, 
I  come  to  prove  the*  homoars  of  my  son. 


How  hath  he  home  himself  since  my  departure, 
I  leaving  you  his  patron  and  his  guide  ? 

Flow,  Jun,  rfaith,  brother,  so  as  you  will  grieve 
to  hear, 
And  I  almost  ashamed  to  report  it 

Flow,  Sen,  Why,  how  is't,  brother?  What, doth 
he  spend  beyond  the  allowance  I  left  him  ? 

Flow,  Jun,  How !  beyond  that?  and  far  more. 


'  Concerning  the  origin  of  this  play  having  been  ever  ascribed  to  Shakespeare,  I  have  not  been  able  to  form 
any  pf^bable  hypothesis.  It  was  not  entered  on  the  Stationers*  Books,  bat  was  published  in  1 605,  an  it 
has  ptaide  by  the  King's  majestie's  sertMmts,  and  is  said  in  the  title-page  to  be  written  by  WUliam  Shakes- 
pcare.  It  was  printed  by  T.  C.  (Thomas  Creede)  for  Nathanid  Butter,  who  three  years  afterwards 
pabiisbed  King  Lear, 

One  knows  not  which  most  to  admire,  the  Impudeact  of  tiie  printer,  in  offiRing  oor  great  poet's  name 
to  a  eooedy  pabllcly  acted  at  his  own  theatre,  of  which  it  is  very  improbable  that  he  skunki  have  writ- 
ten a  tingle  line,  or  Shakespeare's  negligence  of  fame  in  sufi^ring  such  a  piece  to  be  impnted  to  him  with- 
out taking  the  least  notice  of  it. 

It  appean  from  a  passage  in  the  first  act,  that  this  play  was  written  either  in  the  year  1603,  or  |60l. 

IfAIfOJl* 
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Why,  your  exhibition  is  nothing:  He  hath  spent 
thnty  and  since  hath  borrowed :  protested  with 
oaths,  alleged  kindred,  to  wring  money  from 
me,—**  by  the  love  I  bore  his  father,— by  the 
fortunes  might  fall  upon  himself,'^— to  furnish  his 
wants :  that  done,  I  have  had  since  his  bond,  his 
friend  and  friend's  bond.  Although  I  know  that 
be  sfjends  is  yours,  yet  it  grieves  me  to  see  the 
unbridled  wildness  that  reigns  over  him. 

Flow,  Sen,  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his 
life  ?  .how  is  the  name  of  his  offences  ?  If  they  do 
not  relish  altogether  of  damnation,  his  youth  may 
privilege  his  wantonness.  I  myself  ran  an  un- 
oridled  course  till  thirty,  nay  almost  till  forty : — 
well,  ^ou  see  how  I  am.  For  vice  once  looked 
into  with  the  eyes  of  discretion,  iind  well  balan- 
ced with  the  weights  of  reason,  the  course  past 
seems  so  abominable,  that  the  landlord  of  him- 
self, which  is  the  heart  of  his  body,  will  rather  en- 
tomb himself  in  the  earth,  or  seek  a  new  tenant 
to  remain  in  him ;  which  once  settled,  how  much 
better  are  they  that  in  their  youth  have  known 
all  these  vices,  and  left  them,  than  those  that 
knew  little,  and  in  their  age  run  into  them  ?  Be- 
lieve me,  brother,  they  that  die  most  virtuous, 
have  in  their  youth  lived  most  vicious ;  and  none 
knows  the  danger  of  the  fire  more  than  he  that 
falls  into  it—  But  say,  how  is  the  course  of  his 
life  ?  let's  hear  his  particulars. 

Flaw,  Jun.  Why,  Til  tell  you,  brother;  he  is  a 
continual  swearer,  and  a  breaker  of  his  oaths; 
which  is  bad. 

Flow.  Sen,  I  grant  indeed  to  swear  is  bad,  but 
not  in  keeping  those  oaths  is  better ;  for  who  will 
set  by  a  bad  thing?  Nay,  by  my  faith,  I  hold  this 
rather  a  virtue  than  a  vice.  Well,  I  pray,  pro- 
ceed. 

Flitw,  Jun.  He  is  a  mighty  brawler,  and  comes 
commonly  by  the  worst. 

Flow,  Sen,  By  my  faith  this  is  none  of  the  worst 
neither ;  for  if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it 
will  in  time  make  him  shun  it ;  for  what  brings 
man  or  child  more  to  virtue  than  correction  ? — 
What  reigns  over  him  else  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  He  is  a  great  drinker,  and  one  that 
will  forget  himself. 

Flow,  Sen,  O  best  of  all !  vice  should  be  for- 
gotten :  let  him  drink  on,  so  he  drink  not  churches. 
Nay,  an  this  be  the  worst,  I  hold  it  rather  a  hap- 
piness in  him,  than  any  iniquity.  Hath  he  any 
more  attendants  ? 

Flow,  Jun,  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow 
of  any  man. 

Flow,  Sen.  Why  you  see,  so  doth  the  sea ;  it 
borrows  of  all  the  small  currents  in  the  world,  to 
increase  himself. 

Flow,  Jun,  Ay 9  but  the  sea  pays  it  ag^n,  and 
80  will  never  your  son. 

Flow.  Sen,  No  more  would  the  sea  neither,  if 
it  were  as  dry  as  my  son. 
Flow,  Jun,  Then,  brother,  I  jice  vou  rather  like 


these  laces  in  your  son^  than  any  way  ooodend 
them. 

Flow,  Sen,  Nay,  mistake  me  not,  brother;  for 
though  I  slur  them  over  now,  as  thin^  slight  and 
nothing,  his  crimes  being  in  the  bud,  it  would  gpH 
my  heart,  they  should  ever  reign  in  him. 

M,  Flow,  [within,'\Ho\  who's  withm,  bo? 

f M.  Flowerdale  knocks  vi/Ais. 

Flow,  Jun,  That's  your  son ;  be  is  come  to  bor- 
row  more  money. 

Flow.  Sen,  For  God's  sake,  give  it  out  I  im 
dead ;  see  how  he'll  take  it.  Say  I  have  brought 
you  news  from  his  father.  I  have  here  drawn  • 
formal  will,  as  it  were  from  myself,  which  Fll 
deliver  him. 

Flew,  Juri,  Go  to,  brother,  no  more :  I  will. 

M,  Flow,  Uncle,  where  are  you,  uncle?  [Withm, 

Flow,  Jun,  Let  my  cousin  m  there. 

Flow,  Sen,  1  am  a  sailor  come  from  Venice, 
and  my  name  is  Christopher. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 


M,  Flow,  By  the  Lord,  in  truth,  uncle ^ 

Flow,  Jun.  In  truth  would  have  served,  couio, 
without  the  Lord. 

M,  Flow,  By  your  leave,  uncle,  the  Lord  is  the 
L/)rd  of  truth.  A  couple  of  rascals  at  the  gite 
set  upon  me  for  my  purse. 

Flow,  Jun,  You'  never  come,  but  you  bring  t 
brawl  in  your  mouth. 

M,  Flow,  By  toy  truth,  uncle,  you  must  seeds 
lend  me  ten  pound. 

Flow,  Jun,  Give  my  cousin  some  small  beer 
here. 

M,  Flow,  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  jest 
now.  By  this  light,  I  should  ride  to  Crojdoa 
Fair,  to  meet  sir  Lancelot  Spurcock ;  I  should  hare 
his  daughter  Luce :  and  for  scurvy  ten  pooncl, 
a  man  shall  lose  nine  hundred  three  score  and 
odd  pounds,  and  a  daily  friend  beside !  By  this 
hand,  uncle,  'tis  true. 

Flow,  Jun,  Why,  hny  thing  is  true  for  aught  I 
know; 

M,  Flow,  To  see  now !— why  you  sliall  hare 
my  bond,  uncle,  or  Tom  While's,  James  Brock's, 
or  Nick  Hall's;  as  good  rapier^and- dagger-men, 
as  any  be  in  England  ;  let's  be  damned  if  we  <lo 
not  pay  you  :  the  worst  of  us  all  will  not  damn 
ourselves  for  ten  pound.    A  pox  of  ten  pound. 

Flow.  Jun,  Cousin,  this  is  not  the  first  time  I 
have  believed  you. 

M,  Flow,  Why,  trust  me  now,  you  know  not 
what  may  fall.  If  one  thing  were  but  true,  1 
would  not  greatly  care ;  I  should  not  need  ten 
pound ; — but  when  a  man  cannot  be  believed, 
there's  it. 

Flow,  Jun,  Why,  what  is  it,  cousin  ? 

M,  Flow,  Marry,  this,  uncle.  Can  you  t^  me 
if  the  Catharine  and  Hugh  be  come  home  or  no? 

Flow,  Jun.  Ay,  marry,  is't. 

M,  Flow.  By  God,  I  thank  you  for  that  neirs. 
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What,  is't  in  the  Pool,  can  yoa  tell? 

Flow.  Jun,  It  is ;  what  of  that? 

Id»  Flow,  What  ?  why  then  I  have  six  pieces 

of  velvet  sent  me ;  I'll  give  you  a  piece,  uncle : 

'for  thus  said  the  letter; — A  piece  of  ash-colour, 

a  three-piled  b'ack,  a  colour  de  roy,  a  crimson, 

a  sad  green,  and  a  purple :  yes,  i'faith. 

Flow.  Jun,  From  whom  should  you  receive  this  ? 

M,  Flow,  From  whom  ?  why  from  my  father ; 
with  commendations  to  you,  uncle ;  and  thus  he 
writes.  I  know,  (saith  be,)  thou  hast  much  troub- 
led thy  kind  uncle,  whom,  Grod  willing,  at  my  re- 
turn I  will  see  amply  satisfied ;  amply,  I  remem- 
ber was  the  very  word :  so  Ood  help  me. 

Flow.  Jun.  Have  you  the  letter  here  ? 

M.  Flow.  Yes,  I  have  the  letter  here,  here  is 
the  letter :  no, — yes — no  ; — let  me  see ;  what 
breeches  wore  1  o'  Saturday?  Let  me  see:  o' 
Tuesday,  my  calamanco;  o'  Wednesday,  roy 
peach-colour  sattin;  o*  Thursday,  roy  velure;  o' 
Jpriday,  roy  calamanco  again ;  o'  Saturday, — let 
me  sec, — o'  Saturday, — for  in  those  breeches  I 
wore  o*  Saturday  is  the  letter — O,  my  riding 
breeches,  untie,  those  that  you  thought  had  been 
velvety  in  those  very  breeches  is  the  letter. 

Flow.  Jun.  When  should  it  be  dated  ? 

M,  Flow.  Marry,  deciroo  tertio  Septembris — 
no,  no ;  decimo  tertio  Octobris ;  ay,  Octobris,  so 
it  is. 

Flow,  Jun.  Oecimo  tertio  Octobris !  and  here 
receive  I  a  letter  that  your  father  died  in  June. 
How  say  you,  Kester  ? 

Flow. Sen.  Yes  truly,  sir,  your  father  is  dead; 
these  hands  of  mine  holp  to  wind  him. 

Jlf.  Flow.  Dead? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  dead. 

Jii.  Flow.  'Sblood,  how  should  my  father  come 
dead? 

Flow,  Sen.  Tfaith,  sir,  according  to  the  old  pro- 
verb: 
The  child  was  bom,  and  cried, 
Became  a  roan,  after  fell  sick,  and  died. 

Flow.  Jun.  Nay,  cousin,  do  not  take  it  so 
heavily. 

JW.  Flow.  Nay,  I  cannot  weep  you  extempore : 
marry,  some  two  or  three  days  hence  I  shall  weep 
without  any  stintance. — But  I  hope  he  died  in 
good  roeroory. 

Flow,  Sen,  Very  well,  sir,  and  set  down  every 


I  thing  in  good  order ;  and  the  Catharine  and  Hugh 
you  talked  of,  I  came  over  in ;  and  I  saw  all  the 


bills  of  lading;  and  the  velvet  that  you  talked  of, 
here  is  no  such  aboard. 

M,  Flow,  By  God,  I  assure  you,  then  there  is 
knavery  abroad. 

Flow.  Sen.  Til  be  sworn' of  that;  there's  kna- 
very abroad,  although  there  were  never  a  piece 
of  velvet  in  Venice. 

M.  Flow.  I  hope  be  died  in  good  estate. 

Flow.  Sen.  To  the  report  of  the  world  he  did; 
and  made  hb  will,  of  which  I  am  an  uiiworthy 
bearer. 

M.  Flow.  His  will !  have  you  his  will  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ye»,  sir,  and  in  the  presence  of  your 
uncle  I  was  will'd  to  deliver  it.  [Delivers  the  WilL 

Flow.  Jun.  I  hope^  cousin,  now  God  hath  bles* 
sed  you  with  wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful 
of  roe. 

M.  Flow,  I'll  do  reason,  uncle  :  yet,  i*faitb,  I 
take  the  denial  of  this  ten  pound  very  hardly. 

Flow.  Jun.  Nay,  I  denied  you  not. 

Jiff.  Flow.  By  God,  you  denied  roe  directly. 

Flow.  Jun,  I'll  be  judged  by  this  good  fellow. 

Flow.  Sen.  Not  directly,  sir, 

M.  Flow.  Why,  he  said  he  would  lend  me 
none,  and  that  had  wont  to  be  a  direct  denial,  if 
the  old  phrase  hold.  Well,  uncle,  come,  we'll 
fall  to  the  legacies.  {rea(/j]  *^  In  the  name  of  God, 
Amen. — Item,  I  bequeath  to  my  bnHher  Flower* 
dale,  three  hundred  pounds,  to  pay  such  trivial 
debts  as  I  owe  in  London. 

"  Item,  to  my  son  Mat,  Flowerdale,  I  beneath 
two  bale  of  false  dice,  videlicet,  high  men  and 
low  men,  fulloms,  stop-cater-traies,  and  other 
bones  of  function."  ^  'Sblood,  what  doth  be  mean 
by  this  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Proceed,  cousin. 

M.  Flow.  *^  These  precepts  I  leave  him :  Let 
him  borrow  of  his  oath ;  for  of  his  word  nobody 
will  trust  him.  Let  him  by  no  means  marry  an 
honest  woman ;  for  the  other  will  keep  herself. 
Let  him  steal  as  much  as  he  can,  that  a  guilty  con- 
science may  bring  him  to  his  destinate  repen- 
tance :^ — I  think  he  means  hanging.  An  this 
were  his  last  will  and  testament,  the  devil  stood 
laughing  at  his  bed's  feet  while  he  made  it.— 
'Sblood,  what  doth  he  think,  to  fob  oif  his  poste- 
rity with  paradoxes? 


*  Two  baU  of  false  dUXf  wiz.  high  men  and  low  men,  fulloms,  stop-cater-traies,  &c.— In  the  English 
Jlogue^P.  1.  p.  SS8  edit.  16.10,  we  are  told,  that  '*  high  fullums,  are  those  dice  which  are  loaded  ia  such 
a  manner  as  seldom  to  run  any  other  chance  than  four,  five,  or  six  ;  low  fullums,  or  low  men,  are  those 
which  osually  run  one,  two,  or  three."  Stop-cater-traies  were  probably  dice  prepared  in  such  a  man- 
ner as  frequently  to  exhibit  a  four  and  a  three.  Pistol  in  one  of  bis  rant9,  in  the  Merrtf  fVives  of  Jf^indsor, 
mentions  some  of  these  bones  of  function : 

**  Let  vultares  gripe  thy  guts  !  for  gourd  anAfuUum  holds, 
**  And  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor.*'— Malon c. 
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Jte.  Sen  Thh  ht  mad^  sir^  yvUh  his  own 
hands. 

'3f.  Flow.  Ay^  weU ;  nay  come,  good  oncle,  ht 
pe  have  this  ten  pound :  imfif^iiie  yon  have  lost 
it,  or  were  robb*d  of  it,  or  misreckoiied  yourself 
30  much ;  any  way  to  make  it  come  easily  oS, 
food  uncle. 

F/aw.  Jun.  Not  a  penny. 

F/ov.  Sen,  Tfaith  lend  it  him^  sir.  I  myself 
bave  an  estate  in  the  city  Viorth  twenty  pound; 
mil  that  V\\  engage  for  him :  he  saith  it  concerns 
Aim  in  a  marriage. 

M,  Flew,  A;^  marry  doth  it.  This  b  a  fellow  of 
tome  sense,  this :  come,  good  unde. 

Flow,  Jun,  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it, 
Kester  ? 

Fltw.  Sen,  I  will,  sir,  willingly. 

Flow,  Jun,  Well,  cousin,  come  to  me  an  hoar 
lienoe,  you  shall  have  it  ready. 

jftf .  Flow.  Shall  I  not  fail  ? 

Flow,  Jun,  You  shall  not :  come  or  send. 

JIf.  Flow,  Nay  I'll  Cfime  myself. 

Flow,  Sen,  By  my  troth,  tvould  I  were  your 
worship's  man. 

M.  Flow,  What?  would'st  thou  ser\'e? 

Flow.  Sen,  Very  willingly,  sir. 

31.  Flow  Why  I'll  tell  thee  what  thou  shalt  do. 
Thou  say'st  thou  hast  twenty  pound :  go  into 
Birchin-Lane.  put  thyself  into  clothes :  thou  slmlt 
ride  with  me  to  Crovdon  fair. 

Flow,  Sen.  1  thank  you,  sir,  I  will  attend  you. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  uncle,  you  will  not  fail  me  an 
'hour  hence  f 

Flow,  Jun  I  will  not,  cousin* 

M.  Flow,  What's  thy  name?  Kester? 

Flow,  Sen.  Ay,  sir. 

M,  Flow.  Well,  provide  thyself:  uncle,  fare- 
well till  anon.  [Exit  M .  Flowerdale. 

Fhw,  Jnn,  Brother,  how  do  you  like  your  son  ? 

Flow.  Sen,  I'faith  brother,  like  a  mad  unbrid- 
led colt. 
Or  as  a  hawk,  that  never  stoop'd  to  lure : 
The  one  must  be  tamed  with  an  iron  bit. 
The  other  must  be  watch'd,  or  still  she's  wild. ' 
Such  is  my  son ;  a  while  let  him  be  so; 
For  counsel  still  is  folly's  deadly  foe. 
Til  serve  his  youth,  for  youth  must  have  his 

course; 
For  being  restrained,  it  makes  him  ten  times 

worse: 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  be  named. 
Time  may  recaliBy  and  all  his  madness  tamec^ 

[Eieunt. 


SCENE  IL'-The  High  Street  in  Cnmdon.  Jk 
Inn  appearing^  with  on  open  driniung  boatk 
before  it. 

"tenter  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock,  WsATtctcoct, 
Daffodil,  Artichoke,  Luce,  and  FravciSi 

Sir  Lane.  Sirrah,  Artichoke,  get  you  hosae  b^ 
fore ; 
And  as  you  proved  yourself  a  calf  in  buyingi 
Drive  home  your  tellow  calves  that  you  hxn 
boimbu 

Art,  Yes,  forsooth :  Shall  not  my  fellow  Da^ 
fodil  go  along  with  me  ? 

Sir  Lane,  No,  sir,  no ;  I  must  have  one  to  wak 
on  me. 

Art.  Daffodil,  farewell,  good  fellow  DallbdiL 

You  may  see^  mistress,  I  am  set  up  by  the  l»Ke«; 

Instead  of  waiting  on  you,  Ian  sent  to  dnre 

home  calves.  [Eat, 

Sir  Lane,  Ffaith,  Franke,  I  must  turn  away  thii 
Dafibdil ; 
He's  grown  a  very  foolish  sawcy  fellow. 

Fran,  Indeed  la,  father,  he  was  so  since  I  bid 
him; 
Before,  he  was  wise  enough  for  a  foolish  serfing 
man. 

Weath.  But  what  say  you  to  me,  sir  Ijincelot^ 

Sir  Lane,  O,  about  my  daughters  ? — well,  I  will 
•  go  forward. 

Here's  two  of  them,  God  save  thefs ;  bat  thetbini^ 
O  she's  a  stranger  in  her  coun»e  of  life : 
She  hath  refused  you,  master  Weathercock. 

Weaih.  Ay  by  the  rood,  sir  Lancelot,  that  sbe 
hath ;  but  had  she  tried  me,  she  should  have  focnd 
a  man  of  me  indeed. 

iSir  Lane.  Nay  be  not  an^ry,  sir,  at  her  denial; 
She  hath  refused  seven  of  the  worshipfull'st 
And  worthiest  house-keepers  this  day  in  Kent; 
Indeed  she  will  not  marry,  I  suppose. 

Weath,  The  more  fool  she. 

Sir  Lane,  What,  is  it  folly  to  love  chastitj? 

Weath,  No,  no,  mistake  me  not,  sir  Lancelot; 
But  'tis  an  old  proverb,  and  you  know  it  well, 
That  women,  dying  maids,  lead  apes  in  bell. 

Sir  Lane,  That  is  a  foolish  proverb  and  a  islse. 
r  Weath,  By  the  mass,  I  thmk  it  be,  and  diere- 
fore  let  it  go :  bat  who  shall  marry  with  mistres 
Frances? 

Fran.  By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  msny 
ing  me,  sister. 

Luce,  Peace,  let  them  talk 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  the?  walk. 

Daf.  Sentences  still,  sweet  mistress  2 


^  »• 


^Ortaa  hawki 


nuut  be  watchM,  or  still  she^s  wild.— See  the  Taming  of  a  Shrew,  Ust  edit  toI  flL  p.  46S. 
STBivaNS. 

No  allusioDS  are  more  frequent  in  the  old  comedies  than  those  referring  to  the  sport  of  bawkhig.  WlM 
hawks  are  tamed  b>  keeping  them  from  sleeping.  The  falconen  sit  up  by  tarns  to  wjitch  then,  or  thry 
wUI  still  continue  wUd.— Percy.  4 
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Yon  hare  a  wit,  in  it  were  your  alalnuter. 
Xace.  rfaitb,  and  thy  tongue  trips  trenchlnore. 
Sir  Lane.  No  of  my  knighthood,  not  a  suitor 
Yet, 
Akiy  God  help  her,  silly  girl,  a  fool,  a  Tery  fool; 
Bat  there's  the  other  bladL-hrows,  a  shrewd-girl| 
She  hath  wit  at  will,  and  suitors  two  or  three; 
Sir  Arthur  Greenshield  one,  a  gallant  knight, 
A  valiant  soldier,  but  his  power  hut  poor : 
iThen  there's  young  Oliver,  the  I>e'nshire  lady 
A  wary  fellow,  marry  full  of  wit, 
And  rich  by  the  rood :  But  there's  a  third,  all  air, 
Light  as  a  featlier,  changing  as  the  wind; 
Yuung  Flowerdale. 

Weath,  Ohe,  sir,  he's  a  desperate  Dick  indeed ; 
Bar  him  your  house.  * 

Sir  Lane,  Fie,  sir,  not  so ;  he's  of  good  pa- 
rentage. 
Weath.  By  my  iky  and  so  he  is,  and  a  proper 

man. 
Sir  Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,  had  he  good  qua- 
lities. 
Weath,  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point,  sir  Lance- 
lot :  for  there's  an  old  saying, 

Be  he  rich,  or  be  he  poor, 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low; 
Be  he  born  in  bam  or  ha])> 
*Tis  manners  makes  the  mail  and  all. 
fUr  Lane,  You  are  in  the  right,  master  Weather- 
cock. 

Enter  Civet. 

Ch.  ^ul,  I  think  I  am  sure  cross'd  or  witch'd 
with  an  owl :  I  have  haunted  them,  inn  after  inn, 
booth  after  booth,  yet  cannot  find  them.  Ha, 
yonder  they  are ;  that's  she.  I  hope  to  God  'tis 
she ;  nay,  I  know  'tis  she  now,  for  she  treads  her 
^hoe  a  little  awry.  '' 

Sir  Lane.  Where  is  this  inn  ?  we  are  past  it, 
Paffixiil. 

Daf,  The  good  sign  is  here,  sir,  but  the  back 
gate  IS  before. 

Civ.  Save  you,  sir.  I  pray,  may  I  borrow  a 
piece  of  a  word  with  you  ? 

Daf.  No  pieces,  sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  the  whole.  I  pray,  sir,  what 
Oiaj  yonder  gentlewoman  be? 

bqf.  They  may  be  ladies,  sir,  if  the  destinie| 
and  mortality  work. 

Civ.  What's  her  name,  sir  ? 

Daf.  Mistress  Frances  Spurcock,  s^*  Lanc^o^ 
^urcock's  daughter. 

Civ.  Is  she  a  maid,  sir  ? 

Daf,  You  may  ask  Pluto  and  dame  P|tMe|rpine 
|bat;  I  would  be  loth  to  be  riddled,  sir. 


Civ.  Is  she  married,  I  mean,  sir  ? 

Daf.  The  Fates  know  not  yet  what  shoe-maker 
shall  make  her  wedding  shoes. 

Civ,  I  pray  where  inn  you,  sir  ?  I  would  be  veij 
glad  to  bestow  the  wme  of  that  gentlewoman. 

Daf.  At  the  George,  sir. 

Civ.  God  save  you,  sir. 

Daf  I  pray  your  name,  sir? 

Civ.  My  name  is  master  Civet,  sir. 

JS>^.  A  sweet  naaoe !  Grod  be  with  yoo,  good 
master  Civet  [^^^  Civet* 

Sir  Lane,  Ha,  have  we  sp/d  you,  stout  St 
George?  For  all 
Your  dragon,  you  had  best  sell  us  good  wine. 
That  needs  no  ivy-buslu    Well,  we  11  not  sit  by  il^ 
As  you  do  on  your  horse :  This  room  shall  serve  :•• 
Drawer. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Let  me  have  sack  for  us  old  men ; 

For  these  girls  and  knaves,  small  winet  are  th# 

A  pint  of  sack,— no  more. 
Draw,  A  quart  of  sack  in  the  Three  Tons. 

[Exii. 
Sir  Lane.  A  pint,  draw  but  a  pint    Daffodil, 
call  for  wine  to  make  yourselves  drink. 

Fran.  And  a  cup  of  small  beer,  and  a  cake^ 
good  Daffodil. 

[Daffodil  goes  into  tke  HouK,andre* 
turns  with  Wine^  &c. 

Enter  Af.FLOWEai>ALE,aii(i  Flowsedale  Senior 

at  hii  Servant, 

M.  Flow.  How  now ! fie, sit  in  the  open  room? 
Now  good  sir  Lancelot,  and  my  kind  friend,  woiw 
shipful  master  Weathercock !  What,  at  your  pint? 
A  quart,  for  shame. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  royster,  by.  your,  leave  we  will 
away. 

M.  Flow.  Come,  give  us  some  music,  well 
go  dauoe.  Be  gone,  sir  Lancelot!  what,  aadt 
Fair  d^  too  ? 

<S»r  Lane.  Twere  foully  done,  to  danoe^  withia 
the  Fair. 

M.  Flow,  Nay  if  you  say  so,  fairest  of  all  Fairs, 
then  ril  not  dance,  A  pox  upon  my  tmlor,  he 
hath  spoil'd  me  a  peach-colour  sattin  suit,  cut 
upon  cloth  of  silver ;  ^  but  if  ever  th^  rap^iU  servtt} 
oie  such  another  trick,  I'll  give  himjeave,  i'f^itl^, 
to  put  me  in  the  calendar,  of  fooU«  apd  ypu,  andi 
>you  sir  Lancelot,  and  master  W.eatherooqk.  My;. 
goldsmith  too  on  t'other  side— I  bespoke  thee^ 
Luce,  a  carcanet  of  gold,^  and*  thoogjit  thou 


^  Cat  upon  clQth  ofsHoer,-:-}.  e  with  cloth  of  silver  placed  under  all  the  eutSt  openings,  or  slashft^io  Jt« 
P  Cloth  of  gold  and  cu<#**  is  mentioned  in  Miicik  Jdoakitut  ffothing,  last  edit.  vol.  ti  p.  32;2. — ^Jf^ijK^, 
^  A  carcanet  of  gold  —A  carcanet  was  an  omamept  for  the  neck  formerly  wi|ro.-^MAi<0|i|^ 
1^  BO tf,fui  the  Coii^ifj/ o/£rror^,  Uvt  edit  vol.  ii.  p.  19^.---3T^ByK7«s» 
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[Anontmous, 


lAould'st  have  had  it  for  a  fairing ;  and  the  rogue 
pats  me  in  rerages  for  orient  pearl;  ^  but  thou 
fthalt  have  it  by  Sunday  night,  wench. 

Rt'Cnter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  here  is  one  hath  sent  you  a  pottle 
of  Rhenish  wine,  brewed  with  rose-water.  ^ 

Jkf.  Flaw,  To  roe  ? 

Draw,  No,  sir;  to  the  knight;  and  desires  his 
more  acquaintance. 

Sir  Lane.  To .  me  ?  what's  he  that  proves  so 
kind? 

Dqf,  I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  name,  sir. 
He  bath  a  month's  mind  ^  here  to  mistress  Fran- 
ces ;  his  name  is  master  Civet 

Sir  Lane  Call  him  in,  Dabbdil. 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

M,  Flaw,  O,  I  know  him,  sir ;  he  is  a  fool,  hut 
reasonable  rich ;  his  father  was  one  of  these  lease 
mongers,  these  corn-mongers, '  thesemoney  mon- 
gers ;  but  he  never  had  the  wit  to  be  a  whore- 
monger. 


Enter  Civet. 

Sir  Lane.  I  promise  you,  sir,  yoa  are  at  too 
much  charge. 

Civ,  The  charge  is  small  charge,  sir ;  I  tbank 
God,  my  father  left  me  wherewithal.  If  it  please 
you,  sir,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  this  gentlewoman 
here,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Sir  Lane,  I  thank  you,  sir.  Please  you  to  come 
to  Lewshara, 
To  my  poor  house  you  shall  be  kindly  welcome. 
I  knew  your  father ;  he  was  a  wary  husband.  *°— 
To  pay  here,  drawer. 

Draw,  All  is  paid,  sir;  this  gentleman  hsth 
paid  all. 

Sir  Lane,  I'faith,  you  do  us  wrong ; 
But  we  shall  live  to  make  amends  ere  long. 
Master  Flowerdale,  is  that  your  man  ? 

M.  Flow,  Yes  Yaith,  a  good  old  knave. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay  then  I  think 
You  will  turn  wise,  nuw  you  take  such  a  servant: 
Come,  you'll  ride  with  us  to  Lewsham;  let*sawaj; 
Tis  scarce  two  hours  to  the  end  of  day. 

[EieunU 


ACTII. 


SCENE  L — A  Road  near  Sir  Lancelot  Spur- 
cock's  HonsCf  in  Kent, 

Enter  I^AhTUVR  Greemsbi  eld,  Oliver,  Lieu- 
tenant, and  Soldiers, 

Sir  Arth,  Lieutenant,  lead  your  soldiers  to  the 
ships. 
There  (et  them  have  their  coats ;  at  their  arrival 


They  shall  have  pay.  Farewell ;  look  to  yoir 
charge. 

Sol.  Ay,  we  are  now  sent  away,  and  dUinot  so 
much  as  speak  with  our  friends. 

OH.  No  man  what  e'er  you  used  azuch  a  fashion, 
thick  you  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreeos. 

Sir  Arth.  Fellow,  no  more :  lieutenant,  lead 
them  oflp. 

Sol.  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  pay  and  my  clothes, 
I'll  venture  a  running  away,  though  I  hang  fori 


*  And  the  rogue  putt  me  in  rerages /or  orient  pearL^-Rerages,  I  suppose,  is  for  arrearages,  wbicb  pro- 
perly signifies  the  remainder  of  an  accoropt  or  sum  of  money  in  the  hands  of  an  accomptant,  [arrierc;o 
Fr.]  and  might  thence  be  applied  to  signify  old  goods  left  behind  or  on  hand  as  unsaleable. — Malohk. 

Perhaps  rerages  has  here  the  same  meaning  as  refuse.  The  rear  of  an  army  is  the  hindmost  division  of 
it.  Rearag«a  therefore  may  signify  such  pearls  as  have  been  left  behind,  after  all  the  better  sort  bad 
been  selected  from  them  — Steevens. 

7  Sir  J  here  is  one  that  hath  tent  you  a  pottle  of  Rhenith  wincy  brewed  with  rose-waier, — It  seems  to  have 
been  formerly  a  very  common  custom  at  taverns,  to  send  presents  of  wine  from  one  room  to  another,  either 
as  a  memorial  of  friendship,  or  (as  in  the  present  instance)  by  way  of  introduction  to  acquaintance.  Of 
the  exbtence  of  this  practice  the  following  anecdote  of  Ben  Jonson  and  the  ingenious  bishop  Corbet 
(which  has  not,  I  believe,  been  printed)  fbmishes  a  proof ;  *^  Ben  Jonson  was  at  a  tavern,  and  in  coma 
bishop  (  orbet  (but  not  so  then)  into  the  neit  room.  Ben  Jonson  calls  for  a  q^uart  of  roto  wine,  and  gives 
it  the  tapster,  hirrab,  (says  he)  carry  this  to  the  gentleman  in  the  next  chamber,  and  tell  him  I  sacri- 
flce  m>  service  to  him.  The  fellow  did ;  and  In  those  words.  Friend,  says  Dr  Corbet,  I  thank  him  for 
his  love;  but  pr*ythee  tell  him  from  me,  be  is  mistaken;  for  sucri/fce*  are  always  ^aml.**  Merry  P«- 
saeet  and  Jeasts,  MSS,  HarL  6895.<^Malone. 

*  A  month*t  mind  — See  note  on  the  Tsdq.  Oent  of  Verona,  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  |S5.-^STBBVBif  $• 

'  Utt  father  was  one  of  thete  lease-mongers,  thete  corn-mongers. — This  should  seem  to  allude  tosMse  - 
particular  traf^cMons;  but  to  what  it  refers,  1  have  not  been  able  to  learn. — Malonb* 

I  believe  he  alludes  to  the  monopoliet  so  much  complained  of  about  the  time  when  this  play  may  be  fvpn 
posed  to  bave  been  written. — hTEEVEins. 

■®  He  was  a  wary  husband  — A  prudent  manager. — Ma  lone. 

The  person  who  manages  the  repairs  and  fittmg  out  of  an  East  India  ship  b  still  called  ber  ibn^ 
5«Nd«-— i^BBVENa. 
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Sir  Arth,  Awty,  mtnih ;  charm  your  tnnsac. " 
[EJteunt  Lieutenani  and  SMiert, 

OIL  Bin  you  a  presser,  sir  ? 

SirArtk  I  am  a  eommander,  sir,aiider  the  king. 

Oii.  ^oot  many  an  yoa  be  ne*er  zuch  a  com- 
mander, shud  'a  spoke  with  oiy  irreeos  before  I 
chid  ^a  gone ;  so  fthud. 

Sir  Artk.  Cootant  yoaraelf,  man ;  my  aathority 
will  stretch  to  press  so  good  a  man  as  you. 

Oli,  Press  me  ?  I  dery;  press  soonndrds,  and 
thy  mesaels.  Press  me  !  che  scorns  thee  i'faith ; 
for  seest  thee,  here's  a  worshipful  knight  knows, 
dMUD  not  to  be  pressed  by  tliee. 

£ii/er  Sir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  M.  Flow- 
ERDALE,  Flowerdale  Scnwr,  Luce,  and 
Frances. 

Sir  Lane.  Sir  Arthur,  welcome  to  Lewsham ; 
welcome  by  my  troth.  What's  the  matter,  man  ? 
why  are  you  Text  ? 

OIL  why,  man,  he  would  press  me. 

Sir  Lane,  O  &€,  sir  Arthur,  press  him  ?  be  is  a 
man  of  reckoning. 

Weatk,  Ay,  that  he  is,  sir  Arthur ;  he  hath  the 
nobles,  the  golden  ruddocks,  he.  '^ 

Sir  Arth,  The  fitter  for  the  wars ;  and  were  he 
not 
In  favour  with  your  worships,  he  should  see 
That  I  have  power  to  press  so  good  as  he. 

Oli.  Chili  stand  to  the  trial,  so  chill. 

If.  Ih».  Ay  manr  shall  he.  Press  cloth  and 
ker^y,  '^  white-pot  '♦  and  drowaen  broth  1 "  tut, 
tut,  he  cannot. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  though  you  see  vlouten  cloth  and 
karsey,  che  'a  zeen  zutch  a  karsev-ooat  wear  out 
the  town  sick  a  silken  jacket  as  thick  as  one  you 


JIT.  Flow.  Well  saici,  vKttan  vlattan.  *^ 

OIL  Ay,  and  well  sed  cocknell,  and  Bow-bell 


.too.  '^    What  do'st  think  dham  ftVeard  of  thy 
,  zilken-coat  ?  no  vear  Tor  tbte. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay  ooroe,  no  more ;  be  all  lovers 
and  friends. 

Weatk,  Ay,  'tis  best  so^  good  master  Oliver. 

M.  Flttw.1%  your  name  master  Oliver,  I  pray  yuu? 

Oli,  What  tit  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  you. 

M  Flow,  No,  but  Vd  giadly  know  if  a  man 
might  not  have  a  foolish  plot  out  of  master  Oliver 
to  work  upon. 

OIL  Work  thy  plots  upon  me !  stand  a»de ; 
work  thy  foolish  plots  upon  me,  chil  so  use  thee, 
thou  wert  never  so  used  since  thy  dame  bound 
thy  head.  Work  upon  me ! 

M  Flaw.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come. 

OIL  Zvrrha,  Zyrrha,  if  it  were  not  vor  shame, 
che  would  'a  given  thee  such  a  whister-poop  un-i 
der  the  ear,  che  would  have  made  thee  a  vanged 
another  at  my  feet.  Stand  aside,  let  ine  loose ; 
cham  all  of  a  vlaming  fire-brand ;  stand  aside. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  I  forbear  you  for  your  friends' 
sake. 

Oli.  A  vig  for  all  my  vreens ;  do'st  than  tell 
me  of  my  vreenv? 

Sir  Lane.  No  more,  good  master  Oliver;  no 
more. 
Sir  Arthur,    And,  maiden,  here  in  the  sight 
Of  all  your  suitors,  every  man  of  worth, 
I'll  tell  YOU  whom  I  fainest  would  prefer 
To  the  hard  bargain  of  your  marriage-bed : 
Shall  I  be  plain  among  you,  geutlemen  ? 

Sir  Arth,  Ay,  sir,  it  is  best 

iStr  Lane,  Then,  sir,  first  to  you. 
I  do  confess  you  a  most  gallant  knight, 
A  worthy  soldier,  and  an  honest  man ; 
But  honesty  maintains  not  a  French-hood ; 
Goes  very  seldom  in  a  chain  of  gold ; 
Keeps  a  small  train  of  servants ;  hatb  few  friends 
And  for  this  wild  oats  here,  young  Flowerdale, 


"  Jwajff  iirrah ;  charm  your  fm^iie.— This  phrase,  which  occurs  firequcntly  In  our  old  dramas,  meaas 
BO  more  than  hold  voar  peace.    So  in  MUng  Henry  VL  P.  IL 
*'  This  band  of  mine  hatb  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
«*  And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongu*.^ 
Again,  in  OtheUo : 

**  With  Canio,  mbtress  t  Go  to  :  charm  your  foR^iie."^MALOVl« 
See  note  on  0/A€//o,  last  edit  Vol.  X  p.  01«.--8TBBVEas. 

'*  Tke  golden  raddocks  Ae.— -The  ruddock  Is  the  red-breast.  This  cant  phrase  for  money  has  already 
occurred  in  Sir  John  Otdcaette: 

'*  Bcshrew  me  but  my  fingen* ends  do  itch 

**  To  be  upon  those  ^>Men  ni(ldeckB.**-~MALOira. 

'3  Ay  marry  ihall  he  Press  cloth  and  keney,— AUoding  to  the  maaafiietare  of  the  OevensMic  clothier. 
Pbbct. 

*^  frAil«-jMf«— This  b a ffavearite  dish  in  Devomhire— Psaoy. 

''  Drowsen  hroth ;  i.  e.  groanda  of  beer  belled  up  with  herbs.  It  is  a  eomraon  beveragife  fisr  servants, 
&c.  in  DevoMhire.^-iiTBBVEifs. 

■6  Well  toid  vlittaa  vlattan. — These  seem  to  be  made  words,  merely  to  ridicule  the  clothier*8  sounding 
an  f.  like  a  v. — MAi.oac. 

'7  Ay,  and  wetlted  cockncl  and  Bow-bell  too.->A  coclbieil  is  in  old  language  what  we  now  call  a 
eoeknty;  a  mere  Londoner,  bora  within  the  sound  of  Boio^cii  Cocktuy  origini^iy  seems  to  have  mearit  a 
fondling ;  one  too  tenderly  and  eflSemlnately  brought  up.  Cotgravc  rfoders  the  word  by  Migaot^  tiiai$* 
Malohb. 
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I  will  not  judge.    Odd  can  work  miracles ; 
But  he  were  better  make  a  hundred  new. 
Than  thee  a  thrifty  and  an  honest  one. 

Weath,  Believe  me,  he  bath  hit  you  there ;  he 
hath  touch'd  you  to  the  quick ;  that  he  bath. 

M,  Fiom,  Woodcock  o  my  side !  Why,  master 
Weathercock,  you  know  I  am  honest,  howsoever 
.Ipifles' — 

Weath.  Now  by^  my  troth  I  know  no  otherwise. 
Of  your  old  mother  was  a  dame  indeed ; 
Heaven  hath  her  soul,  and  my  wife's  too,  I  trust ; 
And  your  good  father,  honest  gentleman, 
JEie  is  gone  a  journey,  as  I  bear,  far  hence. 

M.  Flaw,  Ay,  God  be  praised,  he  is  far  enough ; 
He  is  gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Paradise, 
And  left  me  to  cut  a  caper  against  care. 
Xuce,  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  as  air. 

Luce,  lYaith  I  like  not  shadows,  bubbles,  breath; 
1  hate  a  Light  o'  hve,  as  I  hate  deaths 

Sir  Lane,  Girl,  hold  thee  there :  look  on  this 
De'nshire  lad ; 
Fat,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  purse  and  person. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  hath  made 
me.  You  know  me  well  ivin ;  cha  have  three- 
score pack  of  karsey  at  Blackem-Hall,  '^  and  chief 
credit  beside ;  and  my  fortunes  may  be  so  good 
as  another's,  zo  it  may. 

Luce,  Tis  you  I  love,  whatsoever  others  say. 

Sir  Arth.  Thanks,  fairest. 

M,,Flow,  What,  would'st  thou  have  me  quar- 
i;el  with  him  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  Do  but  say  he  shall  hear  from  you. 

iSir  Lane,  Yet,  gentlemen,  howsoever  I  prefer 
This  De'n^hire  suitor,  Fll  enforce  no  love ; 
My  daughter  shall  have  liberty  to  choose 
Whon)  slie  likes  best.  In  your  love-suit  proceed : 
Not  all  of  you,  but  onl;jf  one  must  speed. 

Weath*  Vou  have  said  well ;  indeed  right  well. 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Art,  Mistress,  here's  one  would  speak  with 
you.  My  fellow  Dafibdil  hath  him  in  the  cellar 
already;  he  knows  him:  he  met  him  at  Crovdon 
fair. 

Sir  Lane,  O I  remember  i  a  little  man« 

Art.  Ay,  a  very  little  man. 

Sir  Lane,  And  yet  a  proper  man. 

Art,  A  very  proper,  very  little  man. 

Sir  Lane,  His  name  is  Monsieur  Civet. 

Art,  The  same,  sir. 

Sir  Lane.  Oome,  gentlemen,  if  other  suitors 
come, 
My  foolish  daughter  will  be  fitted  too  t 
But  Delia,  ray  saint,  no  man  dare  move. 

[Exeunt  all  but  M.  Flowerdale,  Oliver, 

and  Flowerdale  Senior. 

M.  Flow.  Hark  you,  sir,  a  word. 


Oli.  What  han  you  say  to  roe  now  ? 

M,  Flow.  You  shall  hear  from  me,  and  that 
very  shortly. 

OH.  Is  that  all?  vare  thee  well:  cbe  vere  thee 
not  a  vig.  [Exit  Olivek. 

M,  Flow.  What  if  he  should  come  unoref  I  an 
fairly  dress'd. 

Flow,  Sen.  1  do  not  meanr  thai  you  shall  meet 
with  him ; 
But  presently  we'll  go  and  draw  a  willy 
Where  we'll  set  down  land  that  we  never  saw; 
And  we  will  have  it  of  so  large  a  sum, 
Sir  Lancelot  shall  entreat  you  take  his  daughter. 
This  bting  fonn'd,  give  it  master  Weathercock, 
And  make  sir  Lancelot's  daughter  heir  of  all : 
And  make  him  swear  never  to  show  the  will 
To  anv  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
Tliis  done,  ihe  foolish  changing  Weathercock 
Will  straight  dis(:ourse  unto  sir  Lancelot 
The  form  and  tenor  of  your  testamenL 
Ne'er  stand  to  pause  of  it ;  be  ruled  by  me : 
What  will  ensue,  that  shall  you  quickly  see. 

M,  Flow.  Come,  let's  about  it ;  if  that  a  will, 
sweet  Kit, 
Can  set  the  wench,  I  shall  renown  tby  wit. 

[Exenh 

SCENE  II.— J  Room  tn  Sir  LakcelotV  ITowe. 

Enter  Daffodil  and  Luce. 
Daf,  Mistress !  still  froward  ?  No  kind  loob 
unto  your  Dafibdil  ?  Now  by  the  gods — 

Luce,  Away,  vou  foolish  knave ;  let  my  hand  go. 
Daf,  There  »  your  hand ;  but  this  shall  go 
with  me ; 
My  heart  is  thine ;  this  is  my  true  love's  fee. 

[  Takes  of  her  Brecekt, 
Luce.  I'll  have  your  coat  stripp'd  o'er  your  ears 
for  this, 
You  saucy  rascal. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and- Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane.  How  now,  maid  !  what  is  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Luce,  Your  man  is  something  saucy. 

[ JSji^  LrcE. 

Sir  Lane,  Go  to,  sirrah ;  Fll  talk  with  you  anoo. 

Vaf.  Sir,  I  am  a  roan  to  be  talked  withal;  I 
am  no  horse,  I  trow.  I  know  my  strength,  ibco 
no  more  than  so. 

Weath,  Ay,  by  the  makins,  good  sir  Lancelot; 
I  saw  him  tlie  other  day  hold  up  the  bucklers,  ^ 
like  an  Hercules.  Ffaith  God-a-mercy,  lad,  I  like 
thee  well. 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  ay,  like  him  well.    Go  sirrali, 
fetch  me  a  cup  of  wine. 
That,  ere  I  part  with  master  Weathercod^, 


■*  Tkreacore  pach  afkamp  at  BUU!ketn-HaU.-*He  means  Blackmell-HaU,  in  London,  the  great  rfp«* 
sitory  of  woollen  goods.— ^Malo  vs. 
'9  I  saw  him  ihe  other  day  hold  up  the  bucklers.—He  who  was  victorioos  in  mock-combat  was  said  tt 
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We  may  drbk  down  our  fai^well  in  French  wine. 

[Ejnt  Dafpodli.. 

Wcath.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  thank  you,  friendly 

knight 

1*11  come  and  visit  you;  by  the  mouse- foot  I  will:  ^ 

In  the  mean  time,  take  heed  of  cutting  Flovner- 

dale:  " 
He  is  a  desperate  Dick,  I  warrant  you. 

ftt^enter  Daffodil. 

Sir  Lane,  He  is,  he  is.  Fill,  Daffodil,  fill  me 
some  wine.  Ha !  what  wears  he  «n  his  arm  ? — 
My  daughter  Luce's  bracelet  ?  ay,  'tis  the  same. 
Ha*  to  you,  master  Weathercock. 

Weath,  I  thank  you,  air.  Here,  Daffodil ;  an 
lionest  fellow,  and  a  tall  thou  art.  ^*  Well ;  TU 
take  my  leave,  good  knight ;  and  I  hope  to  have 
you  and  all  your  daughters  at  my  poor  house;  in 
^ood  sooth  I  must. 

Sir  Lane,  Thanks,  master  Weathercock;  I 
>^U  be  biild  to  trouble  you,  be  fure. 

Weath*  And  welcome.    Heartily  farewell* 

[Exit  Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane*  Sirrah,  I  saw  my  daughter's  wrong, 
and  withal  her  bracelet  on  your  arm.  Off  with 
it,  and  with  it  my  livery  too.  Have  I  care  to  see 
my  daughter  match'd  with  men  of  worship  ?  and 
are  you  grown  so  bold  ?  Go,  sirrah,  from  my 
bouse,  or  Vi\  whip  you  hence. 

Di^.  ni  not  be  whipp*d,  sir;  there's  your  Jivery : 
This  IS  a  8ervingman*s  reward :  what  care  !•? 
I  have  means  to  U>ust  ^o ;  I  scorn  service,  I. 

[Exit  Daffoml. 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  a  lusty  knave ;  t)ut  I  must  let 
him  go,: 
Qnr  servfints  must  t)e  taught  what  they  should 
know.  [Exit. 

$CEN.?  II.T. — Another  Room  in  the  tame. 
/Enter  Sir  Arthur,  and  Luce. 

Liice.  Sir,  as  I  am  a  maid,  I  do  affect 
You  above  any  suitor  that  I  have ; 
Although  that  soldiers  scarce  know  how  to  love. 

Sir  Arth,  1  am  a  soldier,  and  a  gentleman 
Knows  what  belongs  to  war,  what  to  a  lady. 
.What  man  offends  me,  that  my  swprd  shall  right ; 
'What  woman  loves  me,  Fm  her  faithful  knight. 

Luce.  I  neither  doqbt  your  valour,  nor  your  love. 
But  there  be  some  that  bear  a  soldier's  form. 
That  swear  by  him  they  never  think  iy>on ; 


Go  swaggering  up  and  down  from  house  to  house, 
C tying,  God  payt  alL 

Sir  Arth,  Flaith,  lady,  Y\\  descry  you  such  a 

man. 
Of  them  there  be  many  which  you  have  spoke  of. 
That  bear  the  name  and  shape  of  soldiers. 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  seldom  saw  the  war : 
That  haunt  your  taverns  and  your  ordinaries, 
Your  ale'houses,  sometimes,  *or  all  alike. 
To  uphold  the  brutish  humour  of  their  minds. 
Being  mark'd  down  for  the  bondmen  of  despair : 
Their  mirth  begins  in  wine,  but  ends  in  blood ; 
Their  drink  is  clear,  hut  fheir  conceits  are  mud. 

Luce.  Yet  these  are  great  gentlemen  soldiers. 

Sir  Arth.  No,  they  are  wretched  slaves. 
Whose  desperate  lives  doth  bring  them  timeless 
graves. 

Luce.  Both  foryourself,  and  for  your  form  of  life,. 
If  I  may  choose,  FU  be  a  soldier's  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TV. ^Another  Room  in  the  tame. 
Enter  Sir  Lancelot  4In<2  Oliver. 

.  ■      * 

OH.  And  tyt  trust  to  k,  so  then. 

Sir  Lane.  Assure  yourself 
You  shall  be  married  with  all  speed  we  ma)  ; 
One  day  shall  serve  for  frances  and  for  Luce. 

OiL  Why  che  wou*d  vain  know  the  time,  for 
providing  Redding  raiments. 

Sir  Lane.  Why  no  morb  but  this.  First  get 
your  as^virance '  made  touching  my  daughter's 
jointure;  that  dispatcb'd,  we  will  in  two  days 
make  provision. 

on.  Why  man,  cliill  have  the  writings  made  by 
to-morrow. 

Sir  Lane.  To-morrow  be  it  then :  lpt3s  meet  at 
the  King's  Head  in  Fish-street. 

Oli.  No,  fie  man,  no :  let's  njieet  at  the  Rose  at 
Temple-Bar;  that  will  be  nearer  your  counsellor 
and  mine. 

Sir  Lane.  M  the  Rose4ie  it  then,  the  hour  nine: 
He  that  comes  last  forfeits  a  pint  of  wine. 

Oli.  A  pint  is  no  payment ;  let  it  be  a  whole 
quart,  or  ^orbing. 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Art,  Master,  here  is  a  man  wpuld  speak  with 
Master  Oliver;  be  comes  from  young  Master 
Flowerdale. 

OIL  Why,  chil  speak  with  him,  chil  speak  with 

him. 


gain  the  hucklen.    So  ^k  Ch^ipm^n^s  ^ag^tqf^  Gl  1 : 

**  fi^t  now  I'll  lay  the  buckUrt  at  yoor  feet*' 
Again,  in  Every  Woman  in  her  Humour ^  1609  : 

" — If  you  lay  down  the  bueklerSf  you  lose  the  ▼ictory."— Malohk. 

See  note  on  JfucA  Jdo^  &c.  vol.  il.  p.  d&4. — Stbevens. 

'°  By  the  mouserfoot  I  will  .—So  in  5o(tfiiaii  and  Peneda,  IW9  :  "  By  cock  and  pic  and  mome/ooi."— 
Stbevbns. 

*'  In  the  mean  time  take  heed  of  cutting  Flowerdale.-^ K  cutter  in  old  language  meant  a  ewaggereTf, 
Hence  the  title  of  Cowley's  play — The  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street. — M  alone. 

^*  Jn  hontet  fellow,  and  g  tall  thou  art.^A  tail  fellow.  In  old  language,  is  a  itout  maB.*— Malomk^ 
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Sir  Zanc.  Nay,  son  OKver,  I  will  surely  see      | 
What  young  Flowerdale  hath  sent  unto  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  qnarrel. 

Oli.  Why  man,  if  he  quarrel  with  me,  chil  give 
him  his  hands  full. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Smior, 

Flow.  Sen.  God  save  you,  good  sir  Lancelot. 

Sir  fMnc,  Welcome,  h.>nest  friend. 

Flow,  Sen  To  you  and  yours  my  master  wish- 
eth  health ; 
But  unto  you,  sir,  this,  and  this  be  sends : 
There  is  the  length,  sir,  of  his  rapier ; 
And  in  that  paper  shall  you  kuow  bis  mind. 

[DeUvers  a  Letter. 

OIL  Here  ?  chil  meet  him,  my  vhend,  chil  meet 
liim. 

Sir  Lane*  Meet  him !  yon  shall  not  meet  the 
ruffian,  fie. 

OIL  An  1  do  not  meet  him,  chil  give  you  leave 
to  call  me  cut.  Where  is*t,  sirrah?  where  is^t  ? 
where  is*t  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  The  letter  sboweth  both  the  time  and 
place; 
And  if  you  be  a  man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Sir  Lane.  Sir,  he  shall  not  keep  his  word  ;  he 
shall  not  meet 

Flow.  Sen.  Why.  iet  him  choose ;  he'll  be  the 
better  known 
For  a  base  rascal,  and  reputed  so. 

OIL  Zirrah,  sirrah,  an  'twere  not  an  old  fellow, 
and  bent  after  an  errant,  chid  give  thee  some- 
thing, but  chud  be  no  money:  but  hold  thee,  for 
I  see  thou  art  somewhat  testeni ;  hold  thee ; 
there's  vorty  shillings  :  bring  tliy  master  a-veeld, 
chil  fi\e  iliee  vorty  more.  |icx>k  thou  bring  him : 
chil  maul  him,  tell  him ;  cliil  mar  his  dancing 
tressels;  chil  use  him,  he  was  neVr  so  used  since 
his  dame  bound  his  head ;  chil  mar  him  for  caper- 
ing any  more,  che  vore  thee. 

Flow,  Sen.  You  seem  a  man,  sir,  stout,  and 
resolute ; 
And  I  will  so  report,  whatever  befall. 

Sir  Lane.  And  fall  out  ill,  assure  thv  master 
this, 
ril  make  him  fly  the  land,  or  use  bin  worae. 

Flow.  Sen.  My  master,  sir,  deserves  not  this  of 
jou; 
And  that  you'll  shortly  find. 

Sir  Lane.  Thy  master  is  an  unthrifty  yon  a 
knave, 
And  I'll  attach  you  first,  next  dap  him  up ; 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  behaviour. 

Oli.  I  would  you  were  a  sprite,  if  you  do  bim 
any  harm  for  this.  An  you  do,  chil  nere  see  you, 
nor  any  of  yours,  while  chil  have  eyes  open,  what 
do  you  think,  chil  be  abafleled  up  md  down  the 


town  for  ii  messel,  and  a  sooimdrel  ?  no  cbe  loit 
you.  Zirrah,  chil  come ;  zay  no  more :  diil  oodc, 
tell  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  Well,  sir,  my  master  deserves  not 
this  of  you. 
And  that  youll  shortly  find. 

OIL  No  matter,  he's  an  unthrift ;  I  defy  him. 

[£jrtl  Flowerdale  Senior. 

Sir  Lane.  Now,  gentle  son,  let  me  know  tbe 
place. 

Oli.  Nc^  che  vore  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Let  me  see  the  note. 

on.  Nay,  chil  watch  jou  for  such  a  trick.  But 
if  che  meet  him^  to ;  if  not,  so :  chil  make  hisi 
know  me,  or  chil  know  why  I  shall  not ;  chil  rare 
the  worse. 

Sir  Lane.  What !  will  yon  tbeo  neglect  mj 
daugliter*s  k>ve? 
Venture  your  state  and  her's  for  a  loose  brawl? 

OIL  Why  man,  chil  not  kill  him  s  many  chil 
veeae  him  too  and  again;  *'  and  eo  God  be  with 
you,  vatber.  What,  man  !  we  shall  meet  to-mor- 
row. [Exit. 

Sir  Lane.  Who  would  have  thought  bie  hsd 
lieen  so  desperate  ? 
Come  forth,  my  honest  servant  Artichoke. 

Mnttr  Artichoke. 

ArtL  Now  what's  the  matter  ?  some  brawl  to- 
ward, I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  get  me  thy  sword  bright  sooirer- 
ed,  thy  buckler  mended,  t)  for  that  knayei  dist 
villain  Dafibdil  would  have  done  good  service. 
But  to  thee — 

ArtL  Ay,  this  is  the  tricks  of  all  you  gentle- 
men, when  you  stand  in  need  of  a  good  fellow. 
Ofor  that  Daffodil !  O,  where  ts  Ae  f  But  if  JOQ 
be  angry^  an  it  be  but  for  tbe  wagging  of  a  straw 
then;— Ot/^  o*  doort  with  the  knave ;  turn  the  coat 
over  his  ears.    This  is  the  buroonr  oi  you  all 

Sir  Lane.  O  for  that  knave,  that  lusty  DafibcQ ! 

ArtL  Why  there  'tis  now  •  our  year's  wsgei 
and  our  vails  will  scarce  pay  for  broken  swords 
and  bucklers  that  we  use  in  your  quarrels.  Bat 
I'll  not  fight  if  Dafibdil  be  o'  t'other  side,  dat'i 
flat. 

&r  Lane.   Tis  no  such  matter,  man.     Get 
weapons  ready, 
And  be  at  Loudon  ere  the  break  of  day  : 
Watch  near  the  lodging  of  the  De'hshire  yonll^ 
But  be  unleen ;  and  as  be  goeth  out. 
As  he  will  go  out,  and  tlwt  very  early  widioiiC 
doubt— 

ArtL  What,  would  you  have  me  draw  spoa 
him,  as  he  goes  in  the  street  ? 

iSir  Lane.  Not  for  a  world,  man. 
fnto  th^ fields;  for  to  the fiekl  he  gqes^ 


^3  Marry  chil  veeze  him  t0o  and  of  oia— He  means  to  say  that  be  will  feoto  him.  To  pheete  or /mm  ii  ts 
separate  a  twist  into  single  threads*  Sly  uses  the  same  cant  term  in  tbe  Indvctlon  to  tbe  Tuning  #/« 
Shrew  :^**  I'll  phoe%e  yon  in  faith/'    See  pole  there>  vql.  iv.  p.  395^  edit.  1778.--Malori^ 
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There  to  meet  the  desperate  Flowerdale. 
Take  thoa  the  part  of  Oliver  mj  son. 
For  he  shall  be  my  um,  aod  marry  Luce  t~ 
Dost  understaod  me,  knave  ? 

Arti.  Ajf  m,  1  do  understaod  you ;  but  my 
^oong  mistress  might  be  better  provided  in  match- 
up with  my  fellow  Daffodil. 

Sir  Lane  No  more ;  Daffodil  is  a  knave.  That 
Dafibdil  i#  a  most  notorious  knave. 

[Exii  ARTicnoK£. 

Enter  Weatbbboocx« 

Master  Weathercock,  yon  come  in  happy  time ; 
the  desperate  Flowerdale  hath  writ  a  challenge ; 
and  who  think  you  mast  answer  it,  but  the  De- 
vonshire man,  my  son  Oliver  ? 

Weath  .Marry,  I  am  sorry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lan- 
celot. But  if  you  will  be  ruled  by  me,  we'll  stay 
their  fury. 

Sir  Lane,  As  how,  I  pray  } 

Weath,  Marry,  Til  tell  yno ;  by  promising  young 
Flowerdale  the  red-lipped  Loce. 

Sir  Lane.  V\{  rather  follow  her  onto  her  grave. 

Weath,  Ay,  sir  Lancelot,  I  would  havq  thought 
so  too; 
But  you  and  I  have  been  deceived  in  him. 
Cuaie  read  this  wiU^or  deed,  or  what  you  call  it, 
I  know  not :  come,  come,  your  spectacles,  1  pray. 

[Givei  kirn  the  WilL 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  I  thank  Uod,  1  see  very  well. 

Weath,  Marry,  Ood  bless  ymir  eyes  %  mine  have 
bMo  dim  almobt  these  thirty  years. 

Sir  Lane.  Ua !  wliat  is  this?  what  is  this? 

[lUadt. 

Weaik,  Nay,  there's  true  love  indeed : 
He  gisve  it  to  me  but  thb  very  mom, 
And  bade  me  keep  it  unseen  from  any  one. 
Good  yooth !  to  see  how  men  may  be  deceived  I 

Sir  Lane.  Pessiooofme, 
What  a  wretch  am  I  to  bate  thb  loving  youth ! 
He  hath  made  me,  together  wi^  my  Luce 


He  loves  so  dear,  execotors  of  all 
Ilis  wealth. 

Weath.  All,  all,  good  man,  he  hath  given  you  alK 

Sir  tunc  Three  ships  now  ia  the  Straits  and 
homeward-bound ; 
Two  lordships  of  two  huudred  pound  a  year, 
The  one  in  Wales,  the  other  Gloucesterbbire  : 
Debts  and  accounts  are  thirty  thousand  pound; 
Plate,  money,  jewels,  sixteen  thousand  more ; 
Two  housen  furnished  well  in  Culeman-street; 
Beside  whatsoe'er  his  uncie  leaves  to  him. 
Being  of  great  domains  and  wealth  at  Peckhanu 

Weath.  How  like  you  this,  good  knight?  How 
like  you  this  ? 

Sir  Lane.  I  have  done  him  wrong,  but  now  ni 
make  amends ; 
The  De'nshire  man  shall  whistle  for  a  wife. 
He  marry  Luce !  Ituce  shall  be  Flowerdale*s. 

Weath.  Why  that  is  friendly  said.    Let's  ride 
to  London, 
And  straight  prevent  their  match,  by  promising 
Your  daughter  to  that  lovely  lad. 

Sir  Lane.   Well  ride  to  London :— K>r  it  shall 
not  need ; 
Well  cross  to  Deptford-strand,  and  take  a  boaC 
Where  be  these  knaves  ?  what.  Artichoke  !  what^ 
fop! 

inter  Artichoke. 

Art.  Here  be  the  very  knaves,  but  not  the 
merry  knaves. 

iStr  Lane*  Here,  take  my  cloak :  FU  have  a  wal|( 
to  Deptford. 

Art.  Sir,  we  have  been  scouring  of  our  swordf 
and  bucklers  for  your  defence. 

Sir  Lane.  Defence  me  no  defence ;  let  vour 
swords  rust,  FU  have  no  6gliting :  ay,  let  blows 
alone.  Bid  Delia  see  all  things  be  in  readiness 
against  the  wedding :  we'll  have  two  at  once,  and 
that  will  save  charges,  master  Weathercock. 

Art,  Well,  we  will  do  it,  sir.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  Xr^A  Walk  before  Sir  Lavcilot's  Hmue. 

Enter  Civet,  Frances,  and  Delia. 

Civ.  By  my  truth  this  is  good  luck  ;  I  thank 
God  for  this.  In  good  sooui  I  have  even  my 
heart's  desire.  Sister  Delia — now  I  may  boldly 
call  you  sov  for  your  father  hath  frank  and  freely 
gjken  roe  his  daughter  Franke.  ^ 

Dran.  Ay,  bj  mv  troth,  Tom,  thou  hast  my 
good  will  too;  for  I  thank  Ood  I  longed  for  a 


husband ;  and,  would  I  mig^t  never  stir,  for  one 
whose  name  was  Tom. 

DeL  Why,  sister,  now  you  have  your  wish. 

Civ.  You  say  verv  true,  sister  Delia;  and  I 
pr*ydiee  call  me  nothinr  but  Tom,  and  Fll  call 
thee  sweetheart,  and  Franke.  Will  it  not  do 
well,  sister  Delia  ? 

Dei  It  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 

Fran,  Bqt  Toss,  must  I  go  as  I  do  now,  wbea 
I  am  married? 


i^i^ 


^  His  daaghter  Franke.'^Tht  dhnlnutive  of  Franees. 
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Civ.  No,  Fraajte ;  ni  have  thee  go  like  a  citi- 
cQD,  io  a  guarded  gown  and  a  French  hood.  *^ 

Fran.  By  my  trodi,  that  will  be  excellent  indeed. 

DeL  Brother,  maintun  your  wife  to  your  estate. 
Apparel  you  yourself  like  to  your  father, 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  ancient  mother: 
He,  sparine,  got  his  wealth,  left  it  to  you. 
Brother,  take  heed  of  pride ;  it  soon  bids  thrift 
adieu. 

Civ,  So  as  tny  father  and  my  mother  went  f 
that's  a  j^  indeed.     Why  she  went  in  a  fringed 

?;ow^,  a  single  ruff,  and  a  white  cap;  and  my 
Rther  in  «  mocado  coat,  *^  a  pair  of  red  sattin 
sleeves,  and  a  canvas  back. 

DcL  And  yet  his  wealth  was  ati  as  much  as 
yours. 

Civ.  My  estate,  my  estate,  I  thank  God,  is 
forty  pound  a  year  jn -good  leases  and  tenements; 
Besides  twenty  mark  a  year  at  Cuckolds^haven; 
and  that  comes  to  us  all  by  inheritance. 

*  DeL  That  may  indeed ;  'lis  very  fitly  plied. 
I  know  not  how  it  comes,  but  so  it  falls  out, 
lliat  those  whose  fathers  have  died  wond'rous  rich, 
And  took  no  pleasure  but  to  gather  wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind 
For  them  they  hope  will  be  of  their  like  mind^<- 
But  it  falls  out  contrary :  forty  years*  sparing 
Is  scarce  three  seven  years  spending;  never  caring 
What  will  en^ue,  when  all  their  coin  is  gone. 
And,  all  too  late,  when  thrift  is  thought 'upon. 
Ott  have  I  heard  that  Pride  and  Riot  kissed,  ^^ 
And  then  Repentaboe  cries-^or  had  I  witt. 

Civ,  You  say  well,  sister  Delia,  you  say  well ; 
Imt  I  mean  to  live  within  mv  bounds:  for  look 
you,  I  have  set  down  my  rest  thus  far,  but  to  main- 
tain my  wife  in  her  French-hood  and  her  coach, 
keep  a  ebu|>le  of  geldings  and  a  brace  of  grey« 
hotlnds ;  and  this  is  all  I'll  do. 
'    DeL  And  you'll  do  this  with  forty  pounds  a>year  ? 

Civ.  Ay,  and  a  better  penny,  eister.j 

'IVafi.  Sister,  you  forget  that  at  Cuckolds- 
haven. 

Civ.  By  my  troth,  well  remembered,  Franke ; 
yn  give  thee  that  to  buy  thee  pins. 
/    JDe/l  Keep  you  therest  for  points.  Alas  the  day! 
foolsshall  have  wealth  thoughall  the  world  say  nay. 


Come,  brother,  will  yon  in?  dinner  stays  for  us. 

Civ.  Ay,  good  sister,  with  all  my  heart 

Fran.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  Tom,  for  I  hare  a 
good  stomach. 

Civ.  And  I  the  Uke,  sweet  Franke.  No^  sster, 
,do  not  think  I'll  go  beyond  my  bounds. 

X>.eL  God  grant  you  may  not.  [ExemU. 

SCENE  lL^L(mdm.    The  Street  before  ymtg 

FiX>WERDALE*S  HoUMC, 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale,  and  Flowerdale 

Senior. 

Flow.  Sirrah,  Kit,  tarry  thou  there ;  I  have 
spied  sir  Lancelot  and  old  Weathercock  coming 
this  way :  they  are  hard  at  hand ;  I  will  by  no 
means  be  spoken  withaL 

Flow,  Sen,  1*11  warrant  you :  go,  get  you  in. 

[Exit  M.  Flowerdale. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane.  Now,  my  honest  friend,  thoa  dost 
belong  to  Mr  Flowerdale  ? 

Flow.  §en.  I  do,  sir. 

Sir  Lane.  Is  he  within,  my  good  felUiw  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  No,  sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Sir  Lane.  I  pr'ythee,  if  he  be  within,  let  me 
speak  with  him. 

Fhw,  Sen.  Sir,  to  tell  you  true,  my  master  b 
widiin,  but  indeed  would  not  be  spoke  witfaal 
There  be  some  tenns  that  stand  upoti  his  repeta- 
tion ;  therefore  he  will  not  admit  any  coofereooe 
till  he  hath  shook  them  o£ 

Sir  Lane,  I  pr'ythee  tell  him,  bis  very  good 
friend,  sir  Lancelot  Spuroock,  entreats  to  spesk 
witli  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  By  my  troth,  sir,  if  you  come  to  tske 
np  the  matter  between  my  master  and  the  De- 
vonshire man,  you  do  but  beguile  your  bopei^and 
lose  your  labour; 

Sir  Lane.  Honest  frien^,  I  have  not  any  soch 
thing  to  him.  I  pome  to  speak  with  him  about 
other  matters. 

Flow,  Sen.  For  my  master,  sir,  hath  set  down  his 
resolution,  either  to  redeem  bis  honour,  or  Icsre 
his  life  behind  him. 


^'  rU  hmff  thee  go  like  a  ciliten^  ts  a  guarded  gown  and  a  Freoch  hood, — A  gown  with  gnaitls  or  faciJigi 
4q  it  seems  to  have  been  the  best  dress  of  a  city-lady  in  the  ear^y  part  of  the  last  centary.  isio  in  IC  Umry 
jy,  F,  I.  Hotspur  requests  that  lady  Percy  will 


■*<  leave  In  sooth 


"  And  such  protests  of  pepper  ginger-bread, 

**  To  velvet  guardf,  and  Sun^y  cii^'zetM p-r-M^LONf  • . 

^  A  mocado  coat.— This  staff  is  mentioned  in  several  of  the  old  plays.  So  in  .the  DeviTt  Chartoft  IGOT: 
^  Varlct  of  velvet,  old  heart  of  daraoce,  moccddo  Villain,  &c. — Stbbvevs. 

*7  But  had  I  wist  before  I  kisned. 

That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win, 
I  had  locked  my  heart  in  a  kist  of  gold, 

^od  pin'd  It  with  a  silver  pin. 

See  the  old  Scottish  song  entitled  ^^fValy  FTaly.*' 
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iSir  Lane  My  friend,  I  do  not  know  any  quar- 
rel touching  thy  roaster  or  any  other  person.  My 
business  is  of  a  difiereut  nature  to  him ;  and  I 
pr\thee  so  tell  him. 

Flow,  Sen.  For  howsoever  the  Devonshire  man 
is,  my  master's  mind  is  bloody.  That's  a  round 
O ;  '  and  therefore,  sir,  entreaty  is  but  vain. 

Sir  Lane,  I  have  no  such  thing  to  him,  I  tell  thee 
once  again. 

Flow.  Sen,  I  will  then  so  signify  to  him. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Senior, 

Sir  Lane.  A  sirrah  !  I  see  this  matter  is  hotly 
carried  ;  but  I'll  labour  to  dissuade  him  from  it. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale,  and  Flowerdale 

Senior. 

Good  morrow,  Mr  Flowerdale. 

Jf.  Flow.  Good  morrow,  good  sir  Lancelot ; 
good  morrow,  master  Weathercock.  By  my  troth, 
gentlemen,  I  have  been  reading  over  Nick  Machi- 
avel ;  1  find  him  good  to  be  known,  not  to  be  fol- 
lowed. A  pestilent  human  fellow  !  I  have  made 
certain  annotations  on  him,  such  as  they  be.  And 
howis*t,sir  Lancelot  ?  ha !  how  is't?  A  mad  world! 
men  cannot  live  quiet  iu  it. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  I  do  understand 
there  is  some  jar  between  the  Devonshire  man 
and  you. 

Flow.  Sen,  Thcyi  sir  ?  they  are  as  good  friends 
as  can  be. 

JH  Flow.  Who,  master  Oliver  and  I  ?  as  good 
friends  as  can  be. 

Sir  Lane,  It  is  a  kind  of  safety  in  you  to  deny 
it,  and  a  generous  silence,  which  too  few  are  en- 
dued withal :  but  sir,  such  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise. 

M.  Flow.  No  9uch  thing,  sir  Lancelot,  on  my 
reputation ;  as  I  am  an  honest  man. 

Sir  Lane.  Now  I  do  believe  you  then,  if  you 
do  engage  your  reputation  there  is  none. 

M,  Flow.  Nay  I  do  not  engage  my  reputation 
there  is  not  You  shall  not  bmd  me  to  any  con- 
dition of  hardness;  but  if  diere  be  any  thing  be- 
tween us,  then  there  is ;  if  there  be  not,  then 
there  is  not    Be  or  be  not,  all  is  one. 

Sir  Lane.  I  do  perceive  by  this,  that  there  is 
something  between  you ;  and  I  am  very  sorry  for 
it 

M.  Flow.  You  may  be  deceived,  sir  Lancelot 
The  Italian  hath  a  pretty  saying.  Quesio^l  have 
forgot  it  too ;  'tis  out  of  my  head :  but  in  my 
translation,  if  it  hold,  thus :  If  thou  hast  a  friend, 
keep  him ;  if  a  foe,  trip  him. 

Sir  Lane.  Come,  I  do  see  by  this  there  is 
somewhat  between  you;  and,  before  God,  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise. 


M,  Flow.  Well,  what  b  between  U8>  can  hardly 
be  altered.  Sir  Lancelot,  I  am  to  ride  forth  to- 
morrow. That  way  which  I  must  ride,  no  man 
must  deny  me  the  sun  :  I  would  not,  by  any  par- 
ticular man,  be  denied  common  and  general  pas- 
sage. If  any  one  saith,»  Flowerdale,  thou  passest 
not  this  way ;  my  answer  is,  I  must  either  on,  or 
return ;  but  return  is  not  my  word ;  I  must  on : 
if  I  cannot  then  make  my  way,  nature  hath  done 
the  last  for  me  ;  and  there's  the  fine. 

Sir  Lane.  Master  Flowerdale,  every  man  hath 
one  tongue,  and  two- ears.  Nature  in  her  building, 
is  a  most  curious  work-master. 

M,  Flow.  Tliat  is  as  much  as  to  say,  a  man 
should  hear  more  than  he  should  speak. 

Sir  Lane.  You  say  true ;  and  indeed  I  have 
heard  more  than  at  this  time  I  will  speak. 

M.  Flow.  You  say  well. 

Sir  Lane  Slanders  are  more  common  tbao 
truths.  Master  Flowerdale;  but  proof  is  the  rale 
for  both. 

M.  Flow,  You  say  true.  What-do-you-call-hini 
hath  it  there  in  his  third  canton.  ^ 

Sir  Lane,  I  have  heard  yon  have  been  wild ; 
I  have  believed  it 

M.  Flow.  Twas  fit,  'twas  necessary. 

Sir  Lane.  But  I  have  seen  somewhat  of  late 
in  you,  that  hath  confirmed  in  me  an  opinion  of 
goodness  toward  you. 

M.  Flow.  I'faith,  sir,  I'm  sure  I  never  did  you 
harm: 
Some  good  I  have  done,  either  to  you  or  your's, 
I  am  sure  you  know  not;  neither  is  it  my  will 
You  should. 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  your  will,  sir. 

M.  Flow.  Ay,  my  will,  sir  !<— *'Sfoot,  do  you 
know  aught  of  my  will  i  By  God,  an  you  do,  sir^ 
I  am  abused. 

Sir  Lane.  Go,  master  Flowerdale;  what  I' 
know,  I  know  :  and  know  you  thus  much  out. of 
my  knowledf^e,  that  I  truly  love  >ou.  For  my 
daughter,  she's  yours.  And  if  you  like  a  marriage 
better  than  a  brawl,  all  quirks  of  reputation  set 
aside,  go  with  me  presently;  and  where  you 
should  fi|;ht  a  bloody  battle,  you  sludl  be  married 
to  a  lovely  lady. 

M.  Flow,  Nay  but,  sir  Lancelot — »- 

Sir  Lane.  If  you  will  not  embrace  my  offer, 
yet  assure  yourself  thus  much ;  I  will  have  order 
to  hinder  your  encounter. 

M.  Flow.  Nay,  but  hear  me,  sir  Lancelot. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  stand  not  you  upon  imputative 
honour.  'I'is  merely  unsound,  unprofitable,  and 
idle  inference.  Your  business  is  to  wed  my 
daughter;  therefore  give  me  your  present  word 
to  do  it  ril  go  and  provide  the  maid;  therefore 


^*  A  round  troth. 

^  In  his  third  canton. — In  bis  third  canto, — Malonb. 

1  suppose  he  means  the  third  Canto  of  rhe  first  Book  of  Spenser*8  Faerji  Queen,  in  which ^^estailaaden 
the  lady  Una. — Stbkvbms. 
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pyt  me  yoor  present  retolation ;  either  now  or 
never. 

M.  Flea.  Will  yon  so  put  me  to  it  ? 

Sir  Lane  Ay,  nfbre  God,  either  take  me  notr, 
or  take  me  never.  Else  what  I  thought  should 
be  onr  match,  shall  be  our  parting :  so  fare  you 
well  for  ever. 

Jf.  Flow.  Stay;  fall  out  what  may  fall,  my 
love  19  above  all  t  I  will  come. 

Sir  Lane,  I  expect  you ;  and  so  fare  yon  well. 
[Exeunt  Sir  Lakcelot  and  Weathebcock. 

F&i»:  Sen,  Nowy  sir,  how  shall  we  do  for  wed^ 
ding  apparel  ? 

M,  Flaw.  By  the  mass,  that's  true.  Now  help, 
Kit :  the  marriage  ended,  we'll  make  amends  for 
all. 

Flow,  Sen.  Well,  well,  no  more;  prepare  yon 
for  your  bride : 
We  will  not  want  for  clothes,  whate'er  betide. 

M,  Flow.  And  thou  shalt  see,  when  once  I 
have  my  dower. 
In  mirth  we^ll  spend  full  many  a  merry  hour : 
As  for  this  wench,  I  not  regard  a  pin ; 
It  is  her  gold  must  brin^  my  pleasures  in.  [Exit. 

Flow,  Sen,  Is't  possible  he  hath  his  second 
living }  »«* 
Forsaking  Ood,  himself  to  the  devil  giving? 
But  that  I  knew  his  mother  6rm  and  chaste. 
My  heart  would  say,  my  head  she  had  disgraced ; 
Else  would  I  swfsar,  he  never  was  my  son : 
But  her  fair  mind  so  foul  a  deed  did  shun. 

Enier  Flowerdale  Junior, 

Flow,  Jun,  How  now,  brother !  how  do  you 
find  your  son  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  O,  brother,  heedless  as  a  libertine ; 
Even  grown  a  master  :n  the  school  of  vice : 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  deceit; 
For  all  the  day  he  humours  up  and  down, 
How  he  the  next  day  might  deceive  his  friend, 
lie  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  present  time. 
For  one  groat  ready  down,  he'll  pay  a  shilling ; 
But  then  the  lender  must  needs  stay  for  it 
When  I  was  youngs  I  had  the  scope  of  youth. 
Both  wild  and  wanton,  careless  and  desperate ; 
But  such  mad  strains  as  he's  possessed  withal 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Flow,  Jun,  I  told  you  so,  but  you  would  not 
believe  it. 

Flow,  Sen,  Well,  I  have  found  its  but  one 
thing  comforts  me. 
Brother,  UMnorrow  be  is  to  be  married 


To   beauteous  I^ice,  «r   Lancelot   Spurcock'f 
daughter. 

Flow,  Jun,  Is't  possible? 

Flow.  Sen,  Tis  true,  and  thus  I  mean  to  cqi% 
him. 
This  dav,  brother,  I  will  yon  shall  arrest  ffnms 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  most  be  that; 
For  he  is  rank  in  mischief,  chained  to  a  life 
That  will  increase  his  shame,  and  kill  hb  wife. 

Flow,  Jun,  What,  arrest  htm  on  his  wedding 
day?  That 
Were  an  unchristian,  and  inhnman  part. 
How  many  couple,  even  for  that  very  day. 
Have  purchased  seven  years'  sorrow  afterward ! 
Forbear  it  then  to-day ;  do  it  to-morrow ; 
And  this  day  mingle  not  his  joy  with  sorrow. 

Flow,  Sen.  Brother,  I'll  have  it  done  this  very 
day. 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  comes  from  drarch. 
Do  but  observe  the  course  that  he  will  take; 
Upon  my  life  he  will  forswear  the  debt. 
And,  for  well  have  the  sum  shall  not  be  slight, 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thousand  pmd: 
Good  brother,  let  it  be  done  immediately. 

Flow.  Jun.  Well,  seeing  you  will  have  it  so^ 
Brother,  I'll  do*t,  and  straight  provide  the  shrieve. 

Flow.  Sen.  So,  brother,  by  this  means  shall  we 
perceive 
What  sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do^ 
And  how  his  wife  doth  stand  afiected  to  him, 
THer  love  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermost) 
And  all  the  rest  of  them.  Brother,  what  I  will  do^ 
Shall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  him  too. 

[Exent. 

SCENE  III.— il  Highroad  near  London, 
Enter  Oliver  ;  aflerwardt  Sir  Abthuk  Gexxi- 

SBIELO. 

Oli.  Cham  assured  thick  be  the  place  ttiat  die 
scoundrel  appointed  to  meet  me.  If 'a  come,»: 
if  'a  come  not,  zo.  And  che  were  avise  he  woold 
make  a  coystrel  on  us,  ^  ched  veese  him,  and  cbed 
vang  him  ra  hand ;  che  would  hoyst  him,  and  give 
it  him  to  and  again,  zo  chud.  Who  been  'a  there? 
sir  Arthur  ?  chil  stay  aside*  [Ooet  mk. 

Sir  Arth.  I  have  dog'd  the  DeVxshire  man  into 
the  field. 
For  fear  of  any  harm  that  should  befal  him. 
I  had  an  inkling  of  that  yesternight, 
That  Flowerdale  and  he  should  meet  tins  mom* 
ing. 


3^  hUpouible  kehaih  hU  second  living  ?— Is  it  possible  that  hb  fellow,  one  equally  abandooed,  Is  ta  k 
fbond  on  earth  ? — M  a  lo  n  B. 

3'  And  che  were  avise  he  would  make  m  coystrel  on  u». — If  I  were  aware,  if  I  thought,  that  he  iotrnded  Is 
treat  me  lilie  a  mean  ponon. — *M  for  of.  A  coifi(trel  or  cuxtreU  (Cousti/Zter,  Fr.)  Is  properly  the  servast 
of  a  man  at  arms,  or  life-guard  of  a  prince  Each  of  the  iife-goards  of  K^  Henry  Vlil.  had  a  eufnC 
thai  attsadod  upsu  him.   Hence  it  caoie  to  signify  a  low  mean  man« 
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Though,  of  my  soul,  Oliver  fears  him  not, 
Yet  for  Fd  see  fair  play  on  either  side, 
Made  me  to  come,  to  see  their  valours  tried. — 
Good  morrow  to  master  Oliver. 

on.  God  and  good  morrow. 

Sir  Arth.  What,  master  Oliver,  are  you  angry  ? 

on.  What  an  it  be,  tyt  and  grieven  you  ? 

Sir  Arth.  Not  me  at  all,  sir;  but  I  imagine  by 
Your  being  here  thus  armed,  you  stay  for  some 
That  you  should  fight  withal. 

Oli,  Why  an  he  do  ?  che  would  not  denre  you 
to  take  his  part. 

Sir  Arth,  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need 
it  not; 
For  he  you  look  for,  I  think,  means  not  to  come. 

Oli.  No !  an  che  were  assure  of  that,  ched 
Teeze  him  in  another  place. 

Unter  Daffodil. 

Daffi  O,  sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  ah  me ! 
Your  love,  and  your's,  and  mine,  sweet  mistress 

Luce, 
This  morn  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale. 

Sir  Arth,  Married  co  Flowerdale !  'tis  impos- 
sible. 

Oli,  Married,  man }  che  hope  thou  dost  but 
jc^t,  to  make  a  vlowten  merriment  o{  it. 

Daffl  O  'tis  too  true !  here  comes  bis  uncle. 

flnter  Flowehdale  Junior,  with  Sheriff"  and 

Officers, 

Flow,  Jun.  Good  morrow,  sir  Arthur;  good 
morrow,  master  Oliver. 

Oli»  God  and  good  room,  master  Flowerdale. 
I  pray  you  tellen  us,  is  your  scoundrel  kinsman 
married  ? 

Flaw,  Jun,  Master  Oliver,  call  him  what  you 
will,  but  he  is  married  to  sir  Lancelot's  daughter 
here. 

Sir  Arth,  Unto  ber? 

Oli.  Ay,  ha*  the  old  vellow  zen^ed  me  thick  a 
trick  ?  why  man,  he  was  a  promise,  chil  chud  *a 
had  her :  is  'a  zutch  a  vox  ?  chil  look  to  his  water, 
che  vore  him. 

Flow,  Jun,  The  music  plays ;  they  are  coming 
from  the  church. 
Sheriff,  do  your  oihce :  fellows,  stand  stoutly  to  it. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock,M. Flowerdale, 
Weathercock, Civet,  Luce,  Frances, Flow- 
erdale Senior,  and  Attendants, 

Oli,  God  give  you  joy,  as  the  old  zaid  proverb 
is,  and  some  zorrow  among.  You  met  us  well, 
did  you  uot? 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir ;  tlie  fault  is 
in  me.  1  have  done  all  the  wrong;  kept  him  from 
coming  to  the  field  to  you,  as  I  might,  sir  ;  for  1 
am  a  justice,  and  sworn  to  keep  the  peace. 

Weath,  Ay,  marry,  is  he,  sir,  a  very  justice,  and 
sworn  to  keep  the  peace  :  you  must  not  disturb 
the  weddings. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  never  frowti  nor  storm,  sir ;  if 
you  do,  I'll  have  an  order  taken  fpr  you. 


Oli.  Well,  well,  chil  be  quiet. 
Weath.  Master  Flowerdale,  sir  Lancelot ;  look 
you  who  here  is  ?  master  Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane.  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  with 
all  my  heart. 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  she,  iTaith.— Master 
Under-sheriff,  arrest  me  r  At  whose  suit  ? — Draw, 
Kit. 

Flow.  Jun,  At  my  suit,  sir. 
Sir   Lane.  Why,  what's   the  matter,  master 
Flowerdale  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  This  is  the  matter,  sir.  This  un- 
thrift  here  hath  cozened  you,  and  hath  had  of 
me,  in  several  sums,  three  thousand  pound. 
Af.  Flow,  Why,  uncle,  uncle. 
Flow.  Jun.  Cousin,  cousin,  you  have  uncled 
me ;  and  if  you  be  not  staid,  you'll  prove  a  co«> 
zener  unto  all  that  know  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Why,  sir,  suppose  he  be  to  you  in 
debt 
Ten  thousand  pound,  his  state  to  me  appears 
To  be  at  least  three  thousand  by  the  year. 

Flow,  Jun,  O,  sir,  I  was  too  late  infoi*med  of 
that  plot ; 
IIow  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  yoU| 
And  formed  a  will,  and  sent  it 
To  your  good  friend  there,  master  Weathercock, 
In  which  v^as  nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 
Sir  Lane,  Ha !  hath   he  not  such   lordships 

lands,  and  ships? 
Flow.  Jun.  Not  worth  a  groat,  aot  worth  a 

half- penny,  he. 
Sir  Lane,  1  pray  tell  us  true ;  be  plain,  young 

Flowerdale. 
M,  Flow,  My  uncle  here's  mad,  and  disposed 
to  do  me  wrong ;  but  here's  my  man,  an  honest 
fellow  by  the  Lord,  and  of  good  credit,  knows  all 
is  true. 

Flow,  Sen.  Not  I,  sir;  I  am  too  old  to  lie<    I 
rather  know 
You  forged  a  will,  where  every  line  you  writ. 
You  studied  where  to  quote  your  lands  might  lie. 
Weath,  And,  I  pr'ythee,  where  be  they,  honest 
friend  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  I'faith  no  where,  sir,  for  he  hath 

none  at  all. 
Weath.  Benedicite!   We  ai[e  o'cr-ret^ched,  I 

believe. 
Sir  Lane  I  am  cozened,  and  my  liopefullest 

child  undone. 
M,  Flow,  You  are  not  cozeued,  nor  is  she  un- 
done. 
Tliey  slander  me ;  by  this  light,  they  slander  me. 
Look  you,  my  uncle  here's  an  usurer, 
And  would  undo  me;  but  I'll  stand  in  law; 
Do  you  but  bail  me,  you  shall  do  no  more  : 
You,  brother  Civet,  and  master  Weathercock,  da 

but  bail  me. 
And  let  me  have  my  marriage  money  paid  mc, 
And  we'll  ride  down,  and  your  own  eyes  shall  see 
How  my  poor  tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
You  shall  but  bail  me,  you  shall  do  no  more: — 
And  you,  you  greedy  gnat,  their  bajl  vill  se]*\'«  ^ 
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Fhw.  Jun,  Ay,  sir.  Til  ask  no  better  bail. 

iStr  Lane,  No,  sir,  you  shall  not  take  my  bail, 
nor  his, 
Nor  my  son  Civet's :  V\\  not  be  cheated,  I. 
Shrieve,  take  your  prisoner ;  Til  not  deal  with  him. 
Let  his  uncle  make  false  dice  with  his  false  bones ; 
I  will  not  have  to  do  with  bim  :  mocked,  gulled, 

and  wronged ! 
Come,  girl,  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well ; 
Thou  sbalt  not  live  with  him  in  beggar's  hell. 

Luce,  He  is  my  husband,  and  high  heaven  doth 
know 
With  what  unwillingness  I  went  to  church  ; 
But  you  enforced  me,  you  compelled  me  to  it. 
The  holy  church-man  pronounced  these  words 

but  now, 
^  I  must  not  leave  my  husbnnd  in  distress :" 
Now  I  must  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 

Sir  Lane,  Comfort  a  cozener!  on  my  curse 
forsake  him. 

Luce.  This  day  ^ou  caused  me  ou  your  curse 
to  take  him. 
Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  soul  oppress : 
God  knows,  my  heart  doth  bleed  at  his  distress. 

Sir  Lane.  O,  master  Weathercock, 
I  must  confess  I  forced  her  to  this  match, 
Led  with  opinion  his  false  will  was  true. 

Weath,  Ah,  he  hath  o'er-reached  me  too. 

Sir  Lane,  She  might  have  lived 
Like  Delia,  in  a  happy  virgin's  state. 

Del,  Father,  be  patient :  sorrow  comes  too  late. 

Sir  Lane,  And  on  her  knees  she  begged. and 
did  entreat. 
If  she  must  needs  taste  a  sad  marriage  life. 
She  craved  to  be  sir  Arthur  Greenshield's  wife. 

Sir  Arth.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the 
greater  wrong. 

Sir  Lane,  O,  take  her  yet. 

Sir  Arth.  Not  I. 

Sir  Lane.  Or,  master  Oliver,  accept  my  child. 
And  half  my  wealth  is  yours. 

OIL  No,  sir,  chil  break  no  laws. 

Luce.  Never  fear,  she  will  not  trouble  yoo, 

DeL  Yet,  sister,  in  this  passion 
Do  not  run  headlong  to  confusion? 
You  may  affect  him,  though  not  follow  him. 

Fran.  Do,  sister ;  hang  him,  let  him  go. 

Weath.  Do  'faith,  mistress  Luce ;  leave  him. 

Luce,  You  are  three  gross  fools ;  pray  let  me 
alone : 
I  swear,  I'll  live  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 

on.  But  an  he  have  his  legs  at  liberty, 
Chnm  avcard  he  will  never  live  with  you. 

Sir  Arth.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  huckster's  hand- 
ling for  running  away.  '* 


Sir  Lane.  Huswife,  yoa  bear  how  yoo  and  I 
are  wronged, 
And  if  you  will  redress  it  yet,  you  may : 
But  if  you  stand  ou  terms  to  follow  him» 
Never  come  near  my  sight,  nor  look  on  me ; 
Call  me  not  father,  look  not  for  a  groat; 
For  alt  thy  portion  I  will  this  day  give 
Unto  thy  sistej*  Frances. 

Fran.  How  say  you  to  tha^  Tom  ?  [to  Civet] 
I  shall  have  a  good  deal :  besides,  I'll  be  a  good 
wife ;  and  a  good  'wife  is  a  good  things  I  can  tell 

Civ,  Peace,  Franke.  1  would  be  sorry  to  sec 
thy  sister  cast  away,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Sir  Lane,  What,  are  vou  yet  resolved  ? 

Luce,  Yes,  I  am  resolved. 

Sir  Lane,  Come  then  away ;  or  now,  or  nerer 
come. 

Luce,  This  way  I  turn ;  go  you  unto  your  fcart; 
And  I  to  weep,  that  am  with  grief  opprest 

Sir  Lane.  For  ever  fly  my  sight :  Come,  gentle- 
men. 
Let's  in ;  I'll  help  you  to  far  better  wives  than 

her. 
Delia,  upon  my  blessing  talk  not  to  her. 
Base  baggage,  in  such  haste  to  beggary  ! 

Fiow.  Jun.  Slieriff,  take  your  prisoner  to  jour 
charge. 

M.  Flow,  Uncle,  by  God,  you  HaTe  used  aw 
very  hardly,  by  my  troth,  upon  my  wedding-daj. 

[Ejpefin<  5ir  LanceloTjCivet,  Weathercoci, 
Frances,  Delia,  and  their  Attendantt. 

Luce.  O,  master  Fiowerdale,  but  hear  me  speak. 

[To  F1.0WERDALE  Junwr. 
Stay  but  a  little  while,  good  master  sheriff; 
If  not  for  him,  for  my  nke  pity  hinn. 
Good  sir,  stop  not  your  ears  at  my  complaint; 
My  voice  grows  weak,  for  women's  words  are 
fainL 

M,  Flow,  Look  you,  ancle,  she  kneels  to  yoo* 

Flow,  Jun.  Fair  maid,  for  yoa,  I  love  you  with 
my  heart. 
And  grieve,  sweet  soul,  thy  fortaoe  is  so  bad. 
That  thoo  shoald'st  match  with  such  a  gracdesi 

youth. 
Go  to  thy  father,  think  not  apoo  him. 
Whom  hell  hath  marked  to  be  the  too  of  shsiae. 

Luce,  Impute  his  wildneas,  sir,  onto  his  jpooth, 
And  think  that  now's  the  time  he  doth  repent. 
Alas,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive. 
To  imprison  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay  ? 
And  ivhere  nought  is,  the  king  doth  lose  hbdue: 
O  pity  him,  as  God  shall  pity  you. 

Flow,  Jun.  Lady,  I  know  his  bamoon  all  toa 
well ; 
And  nothing  in  the  world  can  do  him  good, 


^*  In  hackster*8  handling.^^ Hucksters  being  petty  tradesmen,  and  conseqaently  tenacious  of  their  en- 
toners,  their  prices,  and  their  gains,  fn  that  point  of  yiew  resemble  bailiflfs,  who  hold  fast  the  pevwa 
whom  they  have  seized.  For  running  away,  has  the  same  meauing  as  from  ranniog  away.  In  cant  lan- 
guage, a  person  in  confinement  is  still  said  to  be  spoiled  for  a  runner.  Some  acquaintance  with  the  vulvar 
tongue  is  necessary  towards  the  explanation  of  this  play. — Stesve.^s. 
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But  misery  itself  to  chain  him  with. 

Luce,  Say  that  your  debt  were  paid,  then  is  he 

free? 
Flow,  Jun.  Ay,  ▼irgio;  that  being  answered,  I 
have  done. 
But  to  him  that  is  all  as  impossible^ 
As  I  to  scale  the  high  pyramids. 
Sherifl^  take  your  prisoner:  maiden,  fare  thee 
well. 
Luce.  O,  go  not  yet,  good  master  Flowerdale : 
Take  my  word  for  the  debt,  my  word,  my  bond. 
M.  Flow,  Ay,  by  God,  uncle,  and  my  bond  too. 
Luce.  Alas,  I  ne'er  ought  nothing  but  I  paid  it ; 
And  I  can  work  :  alas,  he  can  do  nothing. 
I  have  some  friends  perhaps  will  pity  me : 
His  chiefest  friends  do  seek  his  misery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive, 
Shall  be  fbr  you.    O  do  not  turn  away : 
Methinks,  within,  a  face  so  reverend. 
So  well  experienced  in  this  tottering  world. 
Should  have  some  feeling  of  a  maiden's  grief: 
For  my  sake,  his  father's  and  your  brother's  sake, 
A.y,  for  your  soul's  sake,  that  doth  hope  for  joy, 
Pity  my  state ;  do  not  two  souls  destroy. 

Flow,  Jun,  Fair  maid,  stand  up  :  not  in  regard 
of  him, 
But  in  pity  of  thy  hapless  choice,  I 
Do  release  him. — Master  sheriff,  I  thank  you  ;^ 
And,  officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. — 
Here,  maid,  take  this  money ;  there  is  a  hundred 

angels  :— 
And,  for  I  will  be  sure  he  shall  not  have  it. 
Here,  Kester,  take  it  you,  and  use  it  sparingly ; 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. — 
Dry  your  eyes,  niece ;  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  him,  whose  life  hath  been  in  riot  spent; 
If  well  he  useth  thee,  he  gets  him  friends. 
If  ill,  a  shameful  end  on  him  depends. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Junior. 
M.  Flow.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  for^ 
nicator ! — Come,  Kit,  the  money ;  come,  honest 
Kit. 

Flow,  Sen,  Nay,  by  my  faith,  sir,  you  shall  par- 
don me. 
M,  Flow,  And  why,  sir,  pardon  you  ?  Give  me 
the  money,  you  old  rascal,  or  I  will  make  you. 

iMce,  rray  hold  your  bands;— give  it  him,  ho- 
nest friend. 

Flow.  Sen.  If  you  be  so  content,  with  all  my 
heart.  [Gives  the  Money, 

M,  Flow.  Content,  sir?  'sbiood  she  shall  be 
content,  whether  she  will  or  no.  A  rattle-baby 
come  to  follow  me !  Go,  get  you  gone  to  the 
greasy  chuff  your  father :  bring  me  your  dowry, 
or  never  look  on  me. 

Flaw.  Sen,  Sir,  she  hath  forsook  her  father,  and 
all  her  friends,  for  you. 

M.  Flow,  Hang  thee,  her  friends,  and  father, 
all  together ! 

Fhw,  Sen,  Yet  part  with  something  to  proride 
her  lodging. 


M,  Flow,  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and 
you ;  but  if  I  part  with  one  angel,  hang  me  at  a 

r>st,    I'll  rather  throw  them  at  a  cast  of  dice,  as 
have  done  a  thousand  of  their  fellows. 
Flow.  Sen.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain :  degene- 
rate boy. 
Thou  hadst  a  father  would  have  been  ashamed-— 
M.  Flow,  My  father  was  an  ass,  an  old  ass. 
Flow,  Sen.  Thy  father  ?  thou  proud  licentious 
villain  f — 
What,  are  you  at  your  foils  ?  I'll  foil  with  you. 
Luce.  Good  sir,  forl>ear  him. 
Flow.  Sen,  Did  not  this  whining  woman  hang 
on  me, 
I'd  teach  thee  what  it  was  to  abuse  thy  father. 
Go  hang,  beg,  starve,  dice,  game ;  that  when  all's 

gone, 
Thou  may'st  af^er  despair,  and  hang  thyself. 
Luce.  O,  do  not  curse  him  ! 
Flow.  Sen.  I  do  not  curse  him ;  and  to  pray  for 
him  were  vain : 
It  grieves  me  that  he  bears  his  father's  name. 

iif.  Flow.  Well,  you  old  rascal,  I  shall  meet 
with  you.  Sirrah,  get  you  gone ;  I  will  not  strip 
the  livery  over  your  ears,  because  you  paid  for  it: 
but  do  not  use  my  name,  sirrah,  do  you  hear? 
Look  you,  do  not  use  my  name,  you  were  best. 

Flow.  Sen.  Pay  ine  the  twenty  pound  then  that 
1  lent  you,  or  give  me  security  when  I  may  have 
it. 

M.  Flow,  I'll  pay  thee  not  a  penny. 
And  for  security  1*11  give  thee  none. — 
M inckins,  look  you  do  not  follow  me ;  look  you 

do  not : 
If  you  do,  beggar,  I  shall  slit  your  nose. 
Luce.  AlasT  what  shall  I  du  ? 
AI.  Flaw.  Why,  turn  whore:  that's  a  good  trade ; 
And  so  perhaps  I'll  see  thee  now  and  then. 

[Exit  M.  Flowerdale. 
Luce,  Alas  the  day  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 
Flow,  Sen.  Sweet  mistress,  do  not  weep ;  I'll 

stick  to  you. 
Luce.  Alas,  my  friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do. 
My  father  and  my  friends,  they  have  despised  me; 
And  I  a  wretched  maid,  thus  cast  away, 
Know  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  say. 
Flow,  Sen.  It  grieves  me  at  the  soul,  to  see  her 
tears 
Thot  stain  the  crimson  roses  of  her  cheeks.-— 
Lady,  take  comfort;  do  not  mourn  in  vain. 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  town, 
The  which,  I  think,  comes  to  a  hundred  pound; 
All  that  and  more  shall  be  at  your  dispose. 
I'll  straight  go  help  you  to  some  strange  disguise^ 
And  place  you  in  a  service  in  this  town. 
Where  you  shall  know  all,  yet  yourself  unknown. 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be 

had  ; 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  worse  than  bad. 
Luce,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

lExeunt* 
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ACT  iV. 


SCENE  I.— -4  Room  in  Sir  Lancelot  Spur- 
cock's  House  in  Kent. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Sir  Arthur,  Oliver, 
Weathercock,  Civet,  Frances,  and  Delia. 

OH.  Well,  cha  'a  bin  zarved  many  a  sluttish 
trick,  but  such  a  lerripoop  as  thick  ych  was  ne'er 
yzarved. 

Sir  Lane.  Son  Civet,  daughter  Frances,  bear 
with  me: 
You  see  how  Tm  pressed  down  with  inward  grief 
About  that  luckless  girl,  your  sister  Luce. 
But  'tis  fallen  out 

With  me,  as  with  many  families  beside ; 
^hey  are  most  unhappy,  that  are  most  beloved. 

Civ.  Father,  'tis  so,  'tis  even  fallen  out  so. 
But  what  remedy  ?  set  hand  to  your  heart. 
And  let  it  pass.    Here  is  your  daughter  Frances 
And  I;  and  we'll  not  say,* we  will  bring  forth 
As  witty  children,  but  as  pretty  children 
As  ever  she  was,  though  she  had  the  prick 
Ahd  praiste  for  a  pretty  wench :  ^^  But  father, 
Dun  is  the  mouse ;  ^*  you'll  come  ? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  son  Civet,  I'll  come. 

Civ.  And  you,  master  Oliver? 

Oli.  Ay,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veast,  chil  see  if 
»  gan  make  a  better  veast  there. 

Civ.  And  you.  Sir  Arthur  ? 

Sir  Arth,  Ay,  sir,  although  my  heart  be  full, 
ni  be  a  partner  at  your  wedding  feast. 

Civ.  And  welcome  all  indeed,  and  welcome. — 
Come,  Franke,  are  you  ready  ? 

Fran.  Jesu,  how  hasty  these  husbands  are  ! — 
I  pray,  father,  pray  to  God  to  bless  me. 

Sir  Lane.  God  bless  thee!   and  I  do.    God 
make  thee  wise ! 
Send  you  both  joy  !  I  wish  it  with  wet  eyes. 

Fran.  But,  father,  shall  not  my  sister  Delia  go 
along  with  us  ?  sh6  is  excellent  good  at  cookery, 
and  such  things. 

Sir  Lane.  Yes,  marry  shall  shfe :— Delia,  make 
you  ready. 


Del.  I  am  ready,  sir.  I  will  first  go  to  Green- 
wich ;  from  thence  to  my  cousin  Chesterfield's, 
and  so  to  London. 

Civ.  It  shall  suffice,  good  sister  Delia,  it  shall 
suffice ;  but  fail  us  not,  good  sister  :  give  order  to 
cooks  and  others ;  for  I  would  not  have  my  sweet 
Franke  to  soil  her  fingers. 

Fran.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  I.  A  gentlewo* 
man,  and  a  married  gentlewoman  too,  to  be  com- 
panion to  cooks  and  kitchen-boys !  Not  I,  i'fiutfa; 
I  scorn  that 

Civ.  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thoa  shalt,  sweet- 
heart; thou  seest  I  do  not  go  about  iL  Well, 
farewell  to  you. — God's  pity,  master  Weather- 
cock !  we  shall  have  your  company  too  ? 

Weath.  With  all  my  heart,  for  I  love  good 
cheer. 

Ci».  Well,  God  be  with  you  all. — Come,  Franke. 

Fran.  God  be  with  you,  father;  God  be  with 
you. — Sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  and  master  Wea- 
thercock, sister,  God  be  with  you  all:  God  be 
with  you,  father ;  God  be  with  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Civet  and  Frances. 

Weath.  Why,  how  now.  Sir  Arthur  ?  ail  a-mort? 
Master  Oliver,  how  now,  man  ? 
Cheerly,  Sir  Lancelot ;  and  merrily  say, 
Who  can  hold  that  will  away? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  she  is  gone  indeed,  poor  girl,  un- 
done; 
Bnt  when   they'll  be   self-willed,  children  most 
smart. 

Sir  Arth.  But,  sir. 
That  she  is  wronged,  you  are  the  chiefest  caase ; 
Therefore,  'tis  reason  you  redress  her  wrong. 

Weath.   Indeed   you  must.  Sir  Lancelot,  joo 
must. 

Sir  Lane.  Must  ?  Who  can  compel  me,  master 
Weathercock  ?  I  hope  1  may  do  what  I  list. 

Weath.  1  grant  you  may ;  you  may  do  what  joo 
list. 

Oli.  Nay,  but  an  you  be  well  arisen,  itwereooC 

good,  by  this  vrampolness  and  vrowardness,  to 

I  cast  away  aS  pretty  a  Dowsabel  as  an  cfaould 


in  J  JitTaJsJi'  ***''  "^  ^"""^  ^"'^  praise  for  a  pretty  ir«c*.^Thoiigb  she  was  marktd  a.  a  pretty  girt.  Se 

••  These  many  then  shall  die ;  their  naoiej  are  pricked.    Malon e. 

AmiTBuncn"'*  **^  ^^^^^  ""^  praise— This  alliterative  expreasioo  ocean  in  Ulpian  FolwcU's  poem  « 

"  Whose  princely  praise  bath  pierced  the  pricke 
And  price  of  endless  fame." 

To  have  the  prick,  was  to  pin  the  prize  in  archery.    The  pricfc  was  the  marlt  shot  nt .     Stee v  ehs. 
meo  und'julil/  ■^•^"■^*"**  proverbud  eipression  fiequently  occurs  in  our  ancient  dramas.    So  in  K*- 

"  Tut !  dun's  the  mouse  ;  the  constable'^  otvn  Word."    Malone. 
lUmeo  and  Juliet,  last  edit.  p.  34.    Steeveits. 
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chance  to  see  in  a  summer's  day.  Chil  tell  you 
what  chall  do;  chill  go  spy  up  and  down  the  town, 
and  see  if  I  can  hear  any  tale  or  tydings  of  her, 
and  take  her  away  from  thick  a  messel ;  vor  cham 
assured,  he'll  but  bring  her  to  the  spoH ;  and  so 
▼are  you  well.  We  shall  meet  at  your  son  el- 
Tec's. 

Sir  Lane,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  take  it  very  kind- 

Sir  Arth.  To  find  her  out,  1*11  spend  my  dearest 
blood; 
So  well  I  loved  her,  to  affect  her  good. 

[Exeunt  Civet  and  Sir  Arthur. 
Sir  Lane,  O  master  Weathercock,  what  hap 
had  I 
To  force  my  daughter  from  master  Oliver, 
And  this  good  knight,  to  one  that  hath  no  good- 
ness 
In  his  thought ! 

Weath.  In  luck:  but  what  remedy  ? 
Sir  Lane,  Yes,  I  have  almost  devised  a  remedy : 
Young  Flowerdale  is  sure  a  prisoner. 
Weath.  Sure ;  nothing  more  sure. 
Sir  Lane.  And  yet  perhaps  his  uncle  hath  re- 
leased him. 
Weath,  It  may  be  very  like;  no  doubt  he  hath. 
Sir  Lane,  Well,  if  he  be  in  prison,  Til  have  war- 
rants 
To  'tach  my  daughter  till  the  law  be  tried ; 
For  I  will  sue  him  upon  cozenage. 

Weath,  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 
Sir  Lane,  Nay,  that's  not  so ;  I  may  chance  to 
be  scoffed. 
And  sentence  past  with  him. 

Weath,  Believe  me,  so  it  may ;  therefore  take 

heed. 
Sir  Lane.  Well  howsoever,  yet  I  will  have  war- 
rants; 
In  piison,  or  at  liberty,  all's  one : 
You  will  help  to  serve  them,  master  Weathercock  ? 

[JEjretin^ 

SCENE  IL— -4  Street  in  London. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 

M.  Flaw,  A  plague  of  the  devil !  the  devil  take 
ibe  dice  !  the  dice  and  the  devil  and  his  dam  go 
together!  Of  all  my  hundred  golden  angels,  I 
have  not  left  me  one  denier.  A  pox  of  come,  a 
five !  ^'  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  can  borrow  no  more 
of  my  credit :  there's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance, 


man  nor  boy,  but  I  have  borrowed  more  or  less 
of.  I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  purse, 
and  go  clear  away ;  by  this  light  I'll  venture  for 
It. — God's-lid,  my  sister  Delia !  I'll  rob  her,  by 
this  hand. 

Enter  Delia  and  AnTtcnoKZ, 

DeL  I  pr'ythee,  Artichoke,  go  not  so  fast ; 
The  weather's  hot,  and  I  am  something  weary. 

Art,  Nay,  I  warrant  you,  mistress  Delia,  I'll  not 
tire  you  with  leading ;  we'll  go  an  extreme  mode- 
rate pace. 

M.  Flow,  Stand ;  deliver  your  purse. 

Art,  O  lord,  thieves,  thieves ! 

[Elxit  ARTfCfiOKE, 

M,  Flaw,  Come,  come^  your  purse;  lady,  your 

purse. 
Del.  That  voice  1  have  lieard  often  before  this 
time. — 
What,  brother  Flowerdale  become  a  thief! 
M,  Flow,  Ay,  plague  on't,  I  thank  your  father; 
but,  sister. 
Come,  your  money,  come.    What ! 
The  world  must  find  me  ;  I  am  born  to  lire; 
'TIS  not  a  sin  to  steal  where  none  will  give. 
Del.  O  God,  is  all  grace  banished  from  thy 
heart ! 
Think  of  the  shame  that  doth  attend  this  fact. 
M,  Flow.  Shame  me  no  shames.    Come,  give 
me  your  purse; 
ril  bind  you,  sister,  lest  I  fare  the  worse. 

Del.  No,  bind  me  not:  hold,  there  is  all  I 
have; 
And  would  that  money  would  redeem  thy  shame. 

JSn/^r  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  and  Akticuoke. 

Art,  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves ! 

Oli.  Thieves!  where,  man? — why,  how  now, 
mistress  Delia !  Ha*  you  y liked  to  befen  yrobb'd  ? 

Del.  No,  master  Oliver;  'tis  master  Flower- 
dale; he  did  but  jest  with  me. 

Oli,  How,  Flowerdale !  that  scoundrel  ?  Sirrah, 
you  meten  us  well ;  vang  thee  that.  '^ 

[Striket  him, 

M,  Flow,  Well,  sir,  I'll  not  meddle  with  you, 
because  I  have  a  charge. 

Del.  Here,  brother  Flowerdale,  I'll  lend  yoa 
this  same  money. 

M.  Flow.  1  thank  you,  sister. 

Oli.  I  wad  you  were  ysplit,  ^^  an  you  let  the 
messel  have  a  penny ;  but  since  you  cannot  keep 
it,  chil  keep  it  myself. 


3'  J  pox  of  come,  a  five  I— At  hazard,  tbe  players  frequently,  as  they  are  casting,  invocate  the  dice.— 
Malohe. 

^  Vang  thee  that, — To  vang^  in  the  Devonshire  Jargon,  is  to  take  or  receive. — Ma  lone. 

37  IfDodyouvere  ysplit.— In  tbe  Western  dialect  y  w  frequently  preaxed  to  participles  passive,  as 
ybeeo,  ydone,  &c.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Tale  of  a  Tub, 

'*  There  is  John  Clay  who  is  j(/"t«iid  already." 
See  Junii  £r^/roMetter  Y.— Malone. 
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Sir  Arih,  ^is  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  sort. 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  life  his  daily  sport. 

DeL  Brother,  you  see  how  all  men  censure  you. 
Farewell ;  and  1  pray  God  amend  your  life. 

on.  Come,  chii  bring  you  along,  and  you,  safe 

enough  from  twenty  such  scoundrels  as  thick  a 

one  is.    Farewell,  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I 

think  so  thou  wilt  he  shortly.    Come,  sir  Arthur. 

[Exeunt  all  but  M.  Flower  dale. 

M,  Flow,  A  plague  go  with  your  for  a  kersey 
rascal  1 
This  D*enshire  man,  I  think,  is  made  all  of  pork : 
His  hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  packs; 
His  heart  as  fat  and  big  as  is  his  face ; 
As  diflR'ring  far  from  all  brave  gallant  minds, 
As  I  to  serve  the  hogs,  and  drink  with  hinds ; 
As  I  am  very  near  now.    Well,  what  remedy  ? 
When  money,  means,  and  friends^  do  grow  so 

small. 
Then  farewell  life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  UL^Another  Street.    Before  Civet's 

House, 

Enter  Flowerdale  SenioTy  Luce  like  a  Dutch 
Frow,  Civet,  and  Frances. 

Civ.  By  my  troth,  God-a-mercy  for  this,  good 
Christopher !  I  thank  thee  for  my  maid ;  I  like 
her  very  well.    How  dost  thou  hke  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  In  good  sadness,  Tom,  very  well,  excel- 
lent  well ;  she  speaks  so  prettily  : — I  pray  what's 
your  name  ? 

Luce.  My  name,  forsooth,  be  called  Tanikin. 

Fran,  By  my  troth,  a  fine  name.  O  Tanikin, 
you  are  excellent  for  dressing  one's  head  a  new 
fashion. 

Luce.  Me  sail  do  every  ting  about  de  head. 

Civ.  What  countrywoman  is  she,  Kester? 

Flow.  Sen.  A  Dutch  woman,  sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  she  is  outlandish,  is  she  not  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  she  is. 

Fran.  O  then  thou  canst  tell  how  to  help  me 
to  cheeks  and  ears.  ^^ 

Luce.  Yes,  mistress,  very  well. 

Flow.  Sen.  Cheeks  and  ears !  why,  mistress 
Frances,  want  you  cheeks  and  ears?  methinks 
you  have  very  fair  ones. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a  fool  indeed.  Tom,  thou 
knowest  what  I  mean. 

Civ.  Ay,  ay,  Kester ;  'tis  such  as  they  wear  a' 
their  heads.  I  pry*thee,  Kit,  have  her  in,  and 
shew  her  my  house. 

Flow.  Sen.  I  will,  sir.    Come,  Tanikin. 

Fran.  O  Tom,  you  have  not  bussed  me  to-day, 
Tom. 


Civ.  No,  Frances,  we  must  not  kiss  afore  fblk% 
God  save  me,  Franke!  See  yonder;  my  nster 
Delia  is  come. 

Enter  Delia  and  A&tichokb. 

Welcome,  good  sister. 

Fran.  Welcome,  good  sister.  How  do  jou  like 
the  tire  of  my  head  r 

DeL  Very  well,  sister. 

dv.  I  am  glad  you're  comie,  sister  Delia,  to 
give  order  for  supper :  they  will  be  here  soon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  lock  had  not  served,  she 
had  not  been  here  now.  Filching  Flowerdale  bad 
like  to  have  pepper'd  us;  but  for  master  Oliver, 
we  had  been  robb'd. 

DeL  Peace,  sirrah,  no  more. 

Flow.  Sen.  Robb'd  !  by  whom  ? 

Art.  Marry,  by  done  but  by  Flowerdale ;  be  is 
turned  thief. 

Civ.  By  my  faith  but  that  is  not  well;  bot 
God  be  praised  for  your  escape.  Will  you  draw 
near,  sister  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Sirrah,  come  hither.  Would  Flow- 
erdale, he  that  was  my  master,  have  robbed  you? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  roe  true. 

Art.  Yes,  i'faith,  even  that  Flowerdale  that  wis 
thy  master. 

Flow.  Sen.  Hold  thee ;  there  is  a  French  crown, 
and  speak  no  more  of  this.  [Atide. 

Art.  Not  I,  not  a  word. — Now  do  I  smell  knt- 
very :  in  every  purse  Flowerdale  takes,  he  b 
half;  and  gives  roe  this  to  keep  couDsel :— not  a 
word,  I. 

Flow.  Sen.  Why,  God-a-mercy. 

Fran.  Sister,  look  here ;  1  have  a  new  Dotcfa 
roaid,  and  she  speaks  so  tine,  it  would  do  jour 
heart  good. 

Civ.  How  do  you  like  her,  sister  ? 

DeL  I  like  your  maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  sister,  will  vou  draw  near,  and 
give  directions  for  supper  ?  Guests  will  be  here 
presently. 

DeL  Yes,  brother;  lead  the  way,  HI  follow 
you.  [Exeunt  all  but  Delia  and  Luce 

Hark  you,  Dutch  frow,  a  word. 

Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 

DeL  Sister  Luoe,)'ti8  not  your  broken  language, 
Nor  this  same  habit,  can  disguise  your  face 
From  I  that  know  you.  Pray  tell  me,  what  vacua 
this? 

Luce,  Sister,  I  see  you  know  me ;  yet  be  secrrt. 
This  borrowed  shape  that  I  have  ta'en  upon  me, 
Is  but  to  keep  myself  a  space  unknown. 
Both  from  my  father,  and  my  nearest  friends; 
Until  I  see  how  time  will  bring  to  pass 
The  desperate  course  of  master  Flowerdale. 


3^  Thou  camt  tell  how  to  help  mt  to  cheeks  and  ears. — Probably  the  name  of  a  head.dren  thea  won* 
— Malons« 
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0  be  is  worse  than  bad;  I  pr'ytbee  leave 
him; 

;  not  oooe  thy  heart  to  think  on  him. 

.  Do  not  persuade  me  once  to  such  a 

thought. 
i  yet  that  he  is  worse  than  naught; 
i  hour's  time  may  all  that  ill  undo 

1  his  former  life  did  run  into : 


Therefore, kind  sister,  do  not  disclose  mv  estate; 
If  e'er  his  heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 
DeL  Weil,  seeing  no  counsel  can  remove  your 
mind, 
111  not  disclose  you  that  are  wilful  blind. 

Luce,  Delia,  I  thank  you.    I  now  must  please 
her  eyes. 
My  sister  Frances'  neither  fair  nor  wise.  [Exeiinf  • 


ACT  V. 


iNE  L^Street  before  Civet"^  Haute. 

Enter  M.  Flow£Rdale. 

Ytra?.  On  goes  he  tliat  knows  no  end  of 
ney.  I  have  pass'd  the  very  utmost  bounds 
ing;  I  have  no  course  now  but  to  hang 
I  have  lived  since  yesterday  two  o'clock 
Mce-cake  I  had  at  a  burial ;  ^^  and  for 
got  it  at  an  ale-house  among  porters,  such 
bear  out  a  man  if  he  have  no  money  in- 
[  mean — out  of  their  companies,  for  they 
I  of  good  carriage.  ^  Wno  comes  here  ? 
coney-catchers  that  won  all  my  money  of 
1  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

Enter  Dick  and  Ralph. 

naster  Richard,  how  do  you  ?  How  dost 
^Iph?  By  God,  gentlemen,  the  world 
are  with  me;  will  yon  do  as  much  as 

an  angel  between  you  both  ?  You  know, 
I  a  hundred  of  me  the  other  day. 
k.  How  !  an  an^el !  God  damn  us  if  we 

every  penny  within  an  hour  after  thou 
le. 

hw.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  so  mnch  as  will 
my  supper :  I'll  pay  you  again,  as  I  am  a 
an. 
k.  Ffaith,  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a 

mite, 
r  at  it,  master  Flowerdale, 
I  so  carelessly  undo  yourself. 
»u  will  lose  more  money  in  an  honry 
y  honest  man  spends  in  a  year, 
ne,  betake  you  to  some  honest  trad^ 
I  not  thus  so  like  a  vagabond. 

[Exeunt  Dick  and  Ralph. 


M,  Flow,  A  vagabond  indeed ;  more  viUaint 
you: 
They  give  me  counsel  that  first  cozen'd  me. 
Those  devils  first  brought  me  to  this  I  am, 
And  being  thus,  the  first  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  I  have  one  friend  left  me  in  store. 
Not  far  from  hence  there  dwells  a  cockatrice,^ 
One  that  I  first  put  in  a  sattin  gown ; 
And  not  a  tooth  that  dwells  within  her  head, 
But  stands  me  at  the  least  in  twenty  pound. 
Her  will  I  visit  now  my  coin  is  gone ; 
And  as  I  take  it,  here  dwells  the  gentlewomaiu 

{Knocks 
What  ho,  is  mistress  Apricock  within  ? 

Enter  Ruffian, 

Ruf,  What  saucy  rascal's  that  which  knocks  so 
bold? 
O,  is  it  you,  old  spend-thrift?  Are  you  here? 
One  that  is  turned  cozener  'bout  the  town  ? 
My  mistress  saw  you,  and  sends  this  word  by  me; 
Either  by  packing  quickly  from  the  door, 
Or  you  shall  have  such  a  greeting  sent  you  straight 
As  you  will  little  like  on ;  you  had  best  be  gone. 

[Exit. 
M,  Flow,  Why  so,  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  being 
poor. 
Thus  art  thou  served  by  a  vile  painted  whore. 
Well,  since  thy  damned  crew  do  so  abuse  thee^ 
I'll  try  of  honest  men,  how  they  will  use  me. 

Enter  an  ancient  Citizen, 

Sir,  I  beseech  you  to  take  compassion  of  a 
man ;  one  whose  fortunes  have  been  better  thai\ 
at  this  instant  they  seem  to  be :  but  if  I  might 
crave  of  you  so  much  little  portion  as  would  bring 


pice- cake  I  had  at  a  burial. — The  usual  entertainment  at  ancient  funerals —Rich  cakes  wera 
the  mourners,  poorer  ones  distributed  to  the  populace,  among  whom  the  Prodigal  appears  to^ 
1  one. — Steevbhs. 
thtif  art  men  of  good  carriage  — A  quibble  between  earrifing  burdent,  and  demeanour, — Ma^ 

far  from  hence  there  dwetb  a  cockatrice.— -A  harlot.  So  in  the  OuVt  Hornbook^  by  Decker, 
-**  provide  yourself  a  lodging  by  (he  water-side ;  for  above  the  convenience  that  it  brings  to 
Ider-dapping,  and  to  ship  away  your  cocliatrice  betimes  in  the  morning,  it  adds,  Ac.  Cotgrave^ 
le  word  by  Futainc, — Ma  lone. 
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me  to  my  friends,  I  would  rest  thankfal  until  I 
bad  requited  so  great  a  courtesy. 

Cit.  Fie,  fie,  young  man !  this  course  is  very 
bad. 
Too  many  such  have  we  about  this  city ; 
Yet  for  1  have  not  seen  you  in  this  sort, 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  common  beggar, 
Hold;    there's  an  angel  to  bear  your  charges 

dowD. 
Go  to  your  friends ;  do  not  on  this  depend ; 
Such  bad  beginnings  oft  have  worser  end. 

[Exit  Citizen. 

M,  Flaw,  Worser  end !  nay,  if  it  fall  out  no 
worse  than  in  old  angels,  I  care  not.  Nay,  now 
I  have  had  such  a  fortunate  beginning.  Til  not 
let  a  sixpenny  purse  escape  me ; — By  the  mass 
here  comes  another. 

Enter  a  CitizerCs  Wife  and  a  Servant^  toith  a 
torch  before  her, 

God  ^less  you,  fair  mistress.  Now  would  it 
please  you,  gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the  wants 
of  a  poor  gentleman,  a  younger  brother,  I  doubt 
not  but  God  will  treble  restore  it  back  again ; 
one  that  never  before  this  time  demanded  penny, 
half-penny,  nor  fartliing* 

Cit,  Wife.  Stay,  Alexander.  Now  by  my  troth 
a  very  proper  man ;  and  'tis  great  pity.  Hold, 
my  friend ;  there's  all  the  money  I  have  alK}ut 
me,  a  couple  of  shillings;  and  God  bless  thee. 

M,  Flow,  Now  God  thank  you,  sweet  lady. — 
If  you  have  any  friend  or  garden-house  **  where 
you  may  employ  a  poor  gentleman  as  your  friend, 
1  am  yours  to  command  in  all  secret  service. 

Cit,  Wife.  I  thank  you,  good  friend :  I  pry*thee 
let  me  see  that  again  I  gave  tliee ;  there  is  one  of 
them  a  brass  shilling :  give  me  them,  and  here  is 
half  a  crown  in  gold.  [He  givet  ^he  money  to 
her^  Now  out  upon  thee,  rascal ;  secret  ser- 
vice !  what  dost  thou  make  of  me  P  It  were  a 
good  deed  to  have  thee  whipp'd :  Now  I  have  my 
money  again,  I'll  see  thee  hang'd  before  I  give 
thee  a  penny.  Secret  service  ! — On,  good  Alex- 
ander. 

[Exeunt  Cttizen^t  Wife  and  Servant. 

M.  Flow,  This  is  villainpus  luck ;  I  perceive 
dislionesty  will  not  thrive.  Here  comes  more. 
God  foruive  ine,  sir  Arthur  and  master  Oliver  I 
Afore  God  Fll  speak  to  tb^m. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Oliver. 

God  save  you,  sir  Arthur.;  God  save  you,  master 
Oliver. 

Oii,  Reen  you  there,  zirrah  ?  coqne,  will  you 

y taken  your&elf  to  your  tools,  coybtrcl  .^ 


M,  Flow.  Nay,  master  Oliver,  HI  not  fight 
with  you. 
Alas,  sir,  you  know  it  was  not  my  doings ; 
It  was  only  a  plot  to  get  sir  Lancelot's  daughter: 
By  God,  I  never  meant  you  harm. 

on.  And  where  is  the  gentlewoman  thy  wife, 
roezel  .^  where  is  she,  zirrah,  ba? 

M.  Flow,  By  my  troth,  master  Oliver,  sick, 
very  sick :  and  God  is  my  judge,  I  know  not  what 
means  to  make  for  her,  good  gentlewoman. 

Oli,  Tell  me  true ;  is  she  sick  ?  tell  me  tree, 
ich  'vise  thee. 

AL  Flow,  Yes  'faith,  I  tell  ypu  tfiic*  master 
Oliver:  if  you  would  do  me  the  small  kindness 
but  to  lend  me  forty  shillings,  so  God  help  roe,  I 
will  pay  you  so  soon  as  my  ability  shall  make  me 
able ; — as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Oli,  Well,  thou  zaist  thy  wife  is  ^ck;  hold, 
there's  vorty  shillings ;  give  it  to  thy  wife.  Look 
thou  give  it  her,  or  I  shall  zo  vee^e  thee,  thoa 
wert  not  zo  veezed  this  zeven  yeux ;  look  to  it. 

Sir  Arth,  I'faitli,  master  Oliver, 'tis  in  vain 
To  give  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

Oli,  Well,  would  clie  could  yvind  it. 

M.  Flow,  I  tell  you  true,  sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a 
gentlenaan. 

Oli.  Well,  farewell  zirrah  :  come,  sir  Arthur. 
[Exeunt  Sir  Arthur  and  Oliver: 

M,  Flow,  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent ; 
Five  golden  angels  compassed  in  an  hour : 
If  this  trade  hold,  I'll  never  seek  a  new. 
Welcome,  sw^et  gold,  and,  beggary,  adieu. 

JEnfer  Flowerdale  Junior,  and  FlowerdaU 

Senior, 

Flow.  Jun.  See,  Kester,  if  you  can  find  the 
bouse. 

M.  Flow,  Who's  here  ?  My  uncle,  and  my  man 
Kester?  Bv  the  mass 'ti^  they.  How  clu  you  uncle? 
how  dost  thou,  Kester  ?  By  my  troth,  uncle,  you 
must  needs  lend  me  some  money.  The  poor  ge"" 
tlewoman  my  wife,  so  God  help  me,  is  very  sick: 
I  was  robb*d  of  the  hundred  angels  you  gave  me; 
they  are  gone. 

Flow,  Jun,  Ay»  they  ai;e  gone  indeed.  Cpaie, 
Kester,  away. 

M,  Flow.  Nay,  uncle ;  do  you  hear,  good  uncle  I 

Flow,  Jun,  Out,  hypocrite,  1  w\ll  not  hear  thee 
speak :  come,  leave  ^im,  Kester. 

M.  Flow,  Kester,  honest  Kester  ! 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  I  have  nought  to  say  to  yoo. 
Open  the  door  to  me,  'Kin :  thou  had*st  best  lock 
it  fast,  for  there's  a  false  knave  without. 

[Flowerdale  Senior  and  Flqweaoaie 
Junior  go  in. 


^^  Or  garden-house. — So  in  Greene  in  Conceipty  I59B  : *'  a  garden-houie  having  round  about  it  maay 

l(«)wers  and  niuch  deflowering.*'    Nany  of  the  iilicit  meetings  between  the  sfixjes  in  former  times  a|>p^K 


to  have  happened  in  these  receptacles.— Steky ens. 
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w.  Yoa  we  an  old  1  jiof;  rascal,  so  yoQ  are.  | 
'Hter,from  Civet'i  Houte^  Luce: 

Vat  is  de  matter  ?  Vat  be  yoOyjonker  ? 
tw.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  frow ;  they  say 
called  kind.    By  this  light,  1*11  try  her. 
Vat  bin  you,  yonker?  fvhy  do  you  not 

w.  By  my  troth,  sweetheart,  a  poor  gen- 
lat  would  desire  of  yoa,  if  it  stand  wiUi 
3g,  the  bounty  of  your  purse. 

Re-enter  Flowerdale  Senior, 

O  hear  God !  so  young  an  armin !  ^' 
w.  Armin,  sweetheart  ?  I  know  not  what 
n  by  that;  but  I  am  almost  a  beggar. 
Are  you  not  a  married  man  ?  vere  bin 
?  Here  is  all  I  have ;  take  dis. 
NP.   What,  gold !  young  frow  ?  this  is 

Sen.  If  he  have  any  grace,  he'll  now  re> 

Whyspeak  you  not?  vere  be^urvife? 

0».  Dead,  dead ;  she^s  dead,  'tis  she  hath 

ne.  Spent  me  all  I  had,  and  kept  rascals 

J  nose  to  brave  me. 

Did  you  use  her  veil  ? 

OK.  Use  her !  there's  never  a  gentlewo- 

^Qgland  could  be  better  used  than  I  did 

sottld  but  coach  her;  her  diet  stood  me 

Muod  a  month :  but  she  is  dead ;  and  in 

e  rov  cares  are  buried. 

Indeed  dat  vas  not  scone.^ 

Sen,  He  is  turned  more  devil  than  he  was 

ME.  Thou  dost  belong  to  master  Civet 
It  thou  not  ? 
Yes,  me  do. 

ow.  Why  there's  it !  there's  not  a  hand* 
ale  but  belongs  to  me.  God's  my  judge, 
such  a  wench  as  thou  art,  there's  never  a 
^gland  woold  make  more  of  her,  than  I 
0— so  she  had  any  stock. 

[Within^  O, why Tanikin ! 
Stay;  one  doth  call;  I  shall  come  by 
tgain.  [Exit, 

'ow.  By  this  hand,  this  Dutch  wench  is  in 
li  me.  Were  it  not  admirable  to  make  her 
Civet's  plate,  and  run  away  ? 
Sen.  It  were  beastly.    O  master  Flower- 
iale, 

•u  no  fear  of  God,  nor  conscience  ? 
3  you  mean  by  thb  vile  coarse  you  take  ? 


M.  Flow,  What  do  I  mean  ?  why,  to  live ;  that 
I  mean. 

Flow,  Sen,  To  live  in  this  sort  ?  Fie  upon  the 
course  : 
Yottr  life  doth  show  yoa  are  a  very  coward. 
M.  Flow,  A  coward  !  I  pray  in  what  ? 
Flow,  Sen,  Why,  you  will  borrow  sixpence  of  a 

boy. 
M,  Fkio,  'Snails,  is  there  such  cowardice  in 
that  ?  I  dare  borrow  it  of  a  man,  ay,  and  of  the 
tallest  man  in  England, — if  he  will  lend  it  me: 
let  me  borrow  it  how  I  can,  and  let  them  come 
by  it  how  they  dare.  And  it  is  well  known,  I 
migh(  have  rid  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would,  so 
I  mi((ht. 

FUrtf.  Sen,  It  was  not  want  of  will,  but  cowai^ 
dioei 
There  is  none  that  lends  to  you^  but  know  they 

gain: 
And  what  is  that  but  only  stealth  in  you  ? 
Delia  might  hang  you  now,  did  not  her  heart 
Take  pity  of  you  for  her  aster's  sake. 
Go  get  yon  hience,  lest  ling'ring  here  your  stay. 
You  fall  into  their  hands  you  look  not  for. 

M,  Flow,  I'll  tarry  here,  till  the  Dutch  frow 
comes^  if  all  the  devils  in  hell  were  here. 

\Fu}yrEiLi}ALz  Senior  goes  in  to  Civet's 
'    HouMe, 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Matter  WEATHEacocx, 
and  Abtichokb. 

Sir  Lane,  Where  is  the  door  ?  are  we  not  past 
it.  Artichoke? 

Art^  By  the  mass  here's  one ;  Fll  ask  bras.  Do 
you  hear,  sir?  What,  are  you  so  proud  ?  Do  you 
hear  ?  Which  is  the  way  to  Master  Civet's  house  f 
What,  will  yoo  not  spesik  ?  O  me !  this  is  filching 
Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane,  O  Wonderful !  is  tliis  lewd  vilkin 
here? 
O  yon  cheating  rogue,  yoa  cut-purse,  coney*cat- 

cher ! 
What  ditch,  you  villain,  is  my  daughter's  grave  ? 
A  cozening  rascal,  that  must  make  a  will. 
Take  on  him  that  strict  habit,  very  that. 
When  he  should  turn  to  angel ;  a  dyinp  grace. 
I'll  father-in-law  yoii,  sir,  Tii  make  a  will ; 
Speak,  villain,  wliere'i  my  daughter  ? 
Poisoned,  I  warrant  you,  or  knocked  o'the  head ; 
And  to  abuse  good  Master  Weathercock, 
With  his  forged  will,  and  Master  Weathercock, 
To  make  my  i^rounded  resolution ; 
Then  to  abuse  the  De'nshire  gentleman : 


yotmg  an  armin !— i.  e.  a  beggan    Jrm,  hi  Dtftch,  signlftes  poor  and  needy.    So  arm-wortkn  ta 
or — arm^maken  to  impoverish,— >Stbev ens. 
'M  tchoon — Kot  handsome. 
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Oo ;  away  with  him  to  piisoo. 
3f.  jP/tNv.  Wherefore  to  prison  ?  sir,  I  will  not  go. 

JB»/^ Civet  and  hit  WtfCf  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur, 
Flowerdale  Senior,  FhovfEBDALZ  Junior,  and 
Delia. 

Sir  Lane,  O  here's  his  uncle;  welcome,  gentle- 
men, welcome  all.  Such  a  cozener,  gentlemen,  a 
murderer  too,  for  any  thins  I  know  !  My  daugh- 
ter is  missing ;  hath  been  looked  for;  cannot  be 
found.     A  vild  upon  thee  ! 

Flow,  Jun.  He  is  my  kinsman^  ihougli  his  Kfe  be 
vile : 
Therefore,  in  God's  name,  do  with  him  what  you 
will. 

Sir  Lane,  Marry  to  prison. 

M,  Flow,  Wherefore  to  prison  ?  snick  up.**  I 
Owe  you  nothing. 

Sir  Lane,  Bring  forth  my  daughter  then :  Away 
With  him. 

M,  Flow.  Go  seek  your  daughter.  What  do 
you  lay  to  my  charge  ? 

Sir  Lane  Suspicion  of  murder.  Go,  away  with 
him. 

M,  Flow,  Murder  your  dogs !  I  murder  your 
daughter  ?  Come,  cousin,  I  know  you'll  bail  me. 

Flow.  Jun.  Not  I,  were  there  no  more  than  I 
the  gaoler,  thou  the  prisoner. 

Sir  Lane.  Go;  away  with  him. 

Enter  Lvct.. 

fsuce.  O*  my  life  hear :  where  will  you  ha'  de 
roan? 
Vat  ha'  de  yonker  done  ? 

Weath,  Woman,  he  hath  killed  his  wife. 
Luce,  His  wife !  dat  is  not  good ;  dat  is  not 


seen. 


46 


Sir  Lane,  Hang  not  upon  him,  huswife ;  if  you 
do, 
ril  lay  you  by  him. 

Luce.  Have  me  no  oder  way  dan  you  have  him  ? 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  me  heartily. 

Fran.  Lead  away  my  maid  to  prison !  why, 
Tom,  will  you  suffer  that  ? 

Civ.  No,  by  your  leave,  father,  she  is  no  va- 
grant :  she  is  my  wife's  chamber-maid,  and  as  true 
as  the  skin  between  any  man's  brows  here. 

Sir  Lane,  Go  to,  you're  both  fools. 
Son  Civet,  of  my  life  this  is  a  plot ; 
Some  straggling  counterfeit  preferred  to  you. 
No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  plate  and  jewels  : — 
I'il  have  you  led  away  to  prison,  trull. 

Luce,  I  am  no  trull,  neither  outlandish  frow  : 
Nor  he  nor  I  shall  to  the  prison  go. 
Know  you  me  now  ?  nay,  never  stand  amazed. 

[Throws  off  her  Dutch  drest. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you ; 
And  though  that  duty  wills  me  bend  my  knees 


To  you  in  dnty  and  obediencei 

Yet  this  way  do  I  t^m,  and  to  him  yield 

My  love,  my  duty,  and  my  humbleness. 

Sir  Lane.  Bastard  in  nature  !  kneel  to  sudi  a 
slave  ? 

Luce.  O  Master  Flowerdale,  if  too  much  grief 
Have  not  stopp'd  up  the  organs  of  your  vuiee, 
Then  speak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithtui  wife! 
Or  doth  contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  tongue? 
Turn  not  away ;  1  am  no  iCthiop, 
No  wanton  Cre^sid,  nor  a  changing  Helen; 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thy  loss. 
What!  turn'st  thou  still  from  me?  O  then 
I  guess  thee  wofull'st  among  hapleM  men. 

M.  Flow,  i  am  indeed,  wife,  iionder  amoog 
wives  ? 
Thy  chastity  and  virtue  hath  infused 
Another  soul  in  me,  red  with  defame. 
For  in  my  blushing  cheeks  is  seen  my  shame. 

Sir  Lane.  Out,  hypocrite !  I  cliarge  thee  trut 
him  not. 

Luce.  Not  trust  him  ?  By  the  hopes  of  after* 
bliss,  I  know  no  sorrow  can  be  compared  to  his. 

Sir  Lane.  Well,  since  thou  wert  ordained  to 
beggarv, 
Follow  thy  fortune :  I  defy  thee,  I.— 

Oli.  I  wood  che  were  so  well  ydouased  as  w« 
ever  white  cloth  in  a  tockiug  mill,  an  che  ha'  not 
made  me  weep. 

Flow,  Sen.  If  he  hath  any  grace,  hell  now  re- 
pent. 

Sir  Arth.  It  moves  my  heart. 

Weath,  By  my  troth  I  must  weep,  I  caoooC 
choose. 

Flow,  Jun.  None  but  a  beast  would  such  > 
maid  misuse. 

M.  Flow,  Content  thyself,  I  hope  to  wb  bi) 
favour, 
And  to  redeem  my  reputation  lost : 
And,  gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you, 
I  hope  your  eyes  shall  behold  such  a  change 
As  shall  deceive  your  expectation. 

OU.  I  would  che  were  ysplit  noW|  but  che  be* 
lieve  him. 

^r  Lane.  How  !  believe  him  ! 

Weath,  By  the  mackins,  I  do. 

Sir  Lane,  What,  do  you  think  that  e'er  he  viD 
have  grace  ? 

Weath,  By  my  faith  it  will  go  hard. 

OIL  Well,  che  vor  ye,  he  is  changed:  And, 
master  Flowerdale,  in  hope  ye  been  so,  bold, 
there's  vorty  pound  toward  your  setting  up.  What! 
be  not  ashamed ;  vang  it,  man,  vang  it :  be  a  good 
husband,  loven  to  your  wife ;  and  you  shall  not 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vore  thee. 

Sir  Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  youll  fol* 
low  me, 
I  will  instruct  you  in  my  ablest  power : 


^'  Snich-up,  seems  to  be  tynonymoos  to  the  modem  ezpreasioDi  go  and  hmig  yoiinel^.^— Malohb. 
^  fligkt  MckiMfn,  vide  supra. 
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But  to  yoiir  wife  I  ^ive  this  dtamond, 

And  prove  true  diaiilohd-fair  in  alt  your  life. 

M,   Flow,  Thanks,  good  sir  Arthur :  master 
Oliver, 
You  being  ray  enemy,  and  glx)wn  so  kind. 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  restore — 

Oli.  What !  restore  me  no  restorings,  man ;  I 
have  vorty  pound  Miore  For  Luce  here  ;  WUi^  it : 
zouth  chil  devy  Londoki  else.  What,  db  you  think 
me  a  mezel  or  a  scoundrel,  to  throw  away  my 
money  ?  Che  have  an  hundred  pound  more  to  pace 
of  any  good  spotation.  I  hope  your  under  and 
your  uncle  will  vol  low  my  zamples. 

Flow,  Jan.  You  have  guessed  right  of  me ;  if 
he  leave  o6P  this  course  of  life,  he  shall  be  mine 
heir. 

Sir  Lane.  But  he  shall  never  get  a  groat  of  me. 
A  cozener,  a  deceiver,  one  that  killed 
His  painful  father,  honest  gentleman, 
That  passed  the  fearful  danger  of  the  sea, 
To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  brave. 

Wealh,  What  hath  he  killed  his  father  ? 

Sir  Lane,  Ay,  sir,  with   conceit  of  his  vile 
courses. 

Flow,  Sen,  Sir,  you  are  misinformed. 

Sir  Lane,  Why,  thou  old  knave,  thou  told'st 
me  -so  thyself. 

Flow,  Sen,  I  wronged  him  then :  and  towards 
my  master's  stock 
There's  twenty  nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

M,  Flow,  No,  Kester,  I  have  troubled  thee, 
and  wronged  thee  more ; 
What  thou  in  love  giv'st,  I  in  love  restore. 

Fran,  Ha,  ha,  sister  I  there  you  played  ho-peep 
with  Tom.  What  shall  I  give  her  toward  house- 
hold ?  sister  Delia,  shall  I  give  her  my  fan  ? 

Del,  You  were  best  ask  your  husband. 

Fran,  Shall  I,  Tom  ? 

Civ.  Ay,  do,  Franke ;  Til  buy  thee  a  new  one 
with  a  longer  handle.  ^^ 

Fran*  A  russet  one,  Tom  ? 

Civ,  Ay,  with  russet  feathers. 

Fran,  Here,  sister;  there's  my  fan  toward 
household,  to  keep  you  warm. 

Luce,  I  thank  you,  sister. 

Weath,  Why,  this  is  well;  and,  toward  fair 
Luce's  stock, 
Here's  forty  shillings:  and  forty  good  shillings  more, 
ril  give  her,  marry.    Come,  sir  Lancelot, 
I  must  have  you  friends. 

Sir  Lane,  Not  I :  all  this  is  counterfeit;  he 
will  consume  it  were  it  a  million. 

Flow,  Sen,  Sir,  what  is  your  daughter's  dower 
worth  ? 

Sir  Lane,  Had  she  been  married  to  an  honest 


man. 


It  had  been  better  than  a  tboMSond  pound. 


Fhw,  Sen.  Pay  it  to  him/  and  Fir  give  you  my 
bond 
To  make  her  joifilure  better  worth  than  three. 

Sir  Lane.  Your  bond,  si^  !  v^hy,  what  arc  you  ? 

Floti,  Sen,  One  whose  word  in  London^  though 
I  I  say  it. 

Will  pass  there  fbr  as  much<  sks  yours. 

Sir  Lane  Wert  not  thoa  hit»  that  cmthrift's 
serving^man?  , 

FUm,  Sen,  Look  on  mie  better^  now  niy  scar  i$ 
off: 
Ne'er  muse,  man,  at  this  metamorphosy. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale  ! 

M,  Flow,  My  father !  O,  I  shame  to  look  on  him. 
Pardon,  dear  father,  the  follies  that  are  past.    . 

Flow,  Sen,  Son,  son,  I  do ;  and  joy  at  this  thy 
change. 
And  applaud  thy  fortune  in  this  virtuous  maid, 
Whom  heaven  hath  sent  to  thee  to  save  thy  soul. 

Luce,  This  addeth  joy  to  joy;  high  heaven  be 
praised. 

Wealh,  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  from 
death,  good  master  Flowerdale.  Twas  said  so 
here,  'twas  said  so  here,  good  faith. 

Flow,  Sen,  I  caused  that  rumour  to  be  spread 
myself. 
Because  I'd  see  the  humours  of  ray  soUt 
Which  to  relate  the  circumstance  is  needless. 
And,  sirrah,  see 

You  run  no  more  into  that  same  disease : 
For  he  that's  once  cured  of  that  malady, 
Of  riot,  swearing,  drunkenness,  and  pride. 
And  falls  again  into  the  like  distress, 
That  fever's  deadly,  doth  till  death  endure  : 
Such  men  die  mad,  as  of  a  calenture. 

M.  Flow.  Heaven  helping  me,  I'll  hate  the 
course  as  hell. 

Flow,  Jan.  Say  it,  and  do  it,  cousin,  all  is  well. 

Sir  Lane,  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  an 
honest  man, 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.    Brother  Flowerdale, 
Welcome  with  all  my  heart :  I  see  your  care 
Hath  brought  these  acts  to  this  conclusion. 
And  I  am  glad  of  it.    Come,  let's  in,  and  feast, 

Oli,  Nay  zoft  yoq  a  while.  You  promised  to 
make  sir  Arthur  and  me  amends :  here  is  your 
wisest  daughter ;  see  which  on  us  she'll  have. 

Sir  Lane,  A  God's  nan^e,  you  have  my  good 
will ;  get  hers. 

Oli.  How  say  you  then,  damsel  ? 

Del,  I,  sir,  am  yours. 

OIL  Why,  then  send  for  a  vicar,  and  chil  havq 
it  dispatched  in  a  trice  ;  so  chil. 

DeL  Pardon  me,  sir ;  I  mean  that  I  am  your^ 
In  love,  in  duty,  and  affection ; 
But  not  to  love  as  wife :  it  shall  ne'er  be  saidi 
*  Delia  was  buried  married,  but  ^  m^\^ 


♦7  Jy^  dOf  Franke;  VU  buy  thee  a  new  one  with  a  longer  /itfud/c— Fant,  in  the  age  of  Qnecn  Elisabeth, 
bad  frequently  silver  handles,  and  other  valuable  oroameiits.  The  u^ipcr  part  of  them  was  composed  Qf 
Cpatbers. Malove* 
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Sir  Anh.  Do  not  condemn  yourself  for  ever, 
virtuous  fair;  you  were  bom  to  love. 

OU.  Why  you  my  true,  sir  Arthur ;  she  was 
ybore  to  it,  so  well  as  her  mother : — but,  I  pray 
you,  show  us  some  zamples  or  reasons  why  you 
iwiJl  not  marry  } 

DeL  Not  tnat  I  do  condemn  a  married  life, 
(For  'tis  no  doubt  a  sanctimonious  thing,) 
But  for  the  care  and  crosses  of  a  wife ; 
The  trouble  in  this  world  that  children  bring. 


My  vow's  in  heaven,  on  earth  to  live  alone; 
Husbands,  howsoever  goqd,  I  will  have  none. 

OIL  Why  then,  che  will  live  a  bachelor  too. 
Che  set  not  a  vig  by  a  wife,  if  a  wife  zet  not  s 
vig  by  me. — Come,  shall's  go  to  dinner  ? 

Ftom,  Sen,  To-morrow  I  crave  your  conpames 
in  Mark-lane : 
To-night  well  frolic  m  master  Civet's  hoose^ 
And  to  each  health  drmk  down  a  full  caroose. 


^ «%  -v 


m 


THE 


PURITAN, 


OH. 


THE  WIDOW  OF  WATLING  STREET. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


RET  Plus,  Brother-in'kw  to  Up  Widow 
Plus. 

Son  to  the  Widow. 

ER  MucKHiLL,  a  rich  City  Knight^  and 
Suitor  to  the  Widow, 
r  Pbnhtdcb,  a  Country  Knight,  and 
Suitor  to  Mary. 

lEW  Tipstaff,  a  Courtier,  and  Suitor 
to  Frances. 
Pyeboard,  a  Scholar, 
iff  of  London. 
[DLEy  a  Highwaynuin, 


AW, 


I  Sheriff" t  Serjeants. 

4  ■      !  ■  . 


DoosoN,  a  Catchpole. 

Corporal  Oath,  a  vainglorioui  Fellow. 

Nicholas  St  Antlings,    ^  Servanti  to  Lad^ 

Simon  St  Mary  Overies,  >       Plus,  and  Sir 

Frailty,  j       Godfrey. 

Peter  Skirmish,  an  old  Soldier. 

A  Nobl^m^n. 

A  (jentleman  Citizen. 

Lady  Plus,  a  CitixetCs  Widow. 

M  aVy,^'  I  ^  ^  Daughters 

Sheriff's  Qfficfrt,  Keeper  of  the  Marthal$ea  Pri- 
son, Musician^  ^nd  Attendants, 


Scene — London. 


>Jb«  coiled  the  Comedie  of  the  Puritm  Wydome,  was  entered  at  Statiooen*  Hall,  |nrG.  Eld,  Aagut 
and  the  play  was  pablls^  by  him  the  same  year,  with  the  foUowiitt  title :  The  Pi/tritaine,  or 
m  of  Woiytkg  Strtitf.  Acted  fty  the  Children  ofPamles.  fVriiten  hy  W.  8.  T^is  circamstance 
ht  lead  as  to  suspect  that  it  was  not  ^he  composition  of  Shakespeare ;  for  it  does  no^  appear  that 
if  his  pieces  was  acted  by  the  children  of  St  Paafs.  Bat,  withoi^t  havlos  r^OOfse  to  any  ar- 
rthat  kind,  it  may  be  safficient  to  say,  that  there  is  no  authority  wbatsor^er  for'attribating  this 

of  his  plays,  I 


o  him.  The  colour  of  the  st^le  is  entirely  diiTerent  from  th^t 


and  it  was,  as  we  see. 


id  under  his  name  in  his  lifetime :  it  is  n^t  inentio,ned  as  his  prodootion  by  any  contemporary 
or  was  it,  I  belirre,  ever  attribated  to  him  till  Kirkpiap,  a  bookseller,  in  one  of  his  Catalognes, 
interpret  the  letters  W.  8.  to  mean  William  Shakespeare.  The  initial  letters  in  the  title-pages 
ay,  und  the  Ltfe  mid  Death  of  Lord  Crommeii,  so  far  fro^  furnishing  as  with  any  ground  for  sup* 
em  to  be  our  great  poet*s  performances,  afford,  in  my  opinion,  a  very  strong  argument  to  shoif 
were  not  his  compositions.  If  the  bookseller  could  with  truth  have  aiBzed  bhakespeare*s  name 
t  (a  name  that  certainly  would  have  promoted  the  sale  of  his  play,)  what  should  have  prevented 
I  doing  so  ?  or  why  should  he  content  himself  with  anneiing  initial  letters  which  might  beloqc 
as  well  as  to  Shakespeare  ? 

Me  this  piece  to  have  been  written  by  William  Smith,  whose  name  Is  mentioned  in  the  prelimi- 
aratiooB  00  Lockrine,  and  who  was  likewlMP  the  anlhor  of  two  otto  t'^Th  The  Pattgraoo^  or 
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ACT  T. 


SCENE  t—A  Garden  behind  the  WidowU  Hou$e. 

Enter  the  Widow  Plus,  Frances,  Mary,  iSir 
Godfrey,  and  Bdmond,  all  in  mourning ;  the 
latter  in  a  Cyprus  Hat ;  *  the  Widow  wring- 
ing her  handtf  and  bursting  out  intopauion, 
as  newly  come  from  the  burial  of  her  Husband, 

Wid,  O,  that  ever  I  was  bora,  that  ever  I  was 
bom ! 

Sir  God,  Nay,  good  sister,  dear  sister,  sweet 
sister,  be  of  good  comfort ;  show  yourself  a  wo- 
man now  or  never. 

Wid»  O,  I  have  lost  the  dearest  man,  I  have 
buried  the  sweetest  husband,  that  ever  lay  by 
woman. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed 
an  honest,  virtuous,  discreet,  wise  man.  He  was 
my  brother,  as  right  as  right. 

Wid.  O,  I  shall  never  f<irget  him,  never  forget 
him ;  he  was  a  man  so  well  given  to  a  woman. 
Oh! 

Sir  God.  Nay  but,  kind  sistf  r,  I  could  weep  as 
much  as  any  woman ;  but,  alas,  our  tears  cannot 
call  him  again.  Methinks  you  are  well  rend,  sis- 
U;r,  and  know  that  death  is  as  common  as  homo, 
a  common  name  to  all  men.  A  man  shall  be 
taken  when  he's  making  water.  Nay,  did  not  the 
learned  parson,  master  Pigman,  tell  us  even  now, 
— that  all  flesh  is  frail — We  are  bom  to  die —  | 
Man  has  but  a  time— with  such  like  deep  and 


profound  persuasions  ?  as  he  is  a  rare  fellow, 
Know,  and  an  excellent  reader.  And  for  exam 
(as  there  are  examples  abundance,)  did  not 
Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  day?    There's 
lusty  widow !  why  she  cried  not  above  half 
hour.    For  shame,  for  shame ! — Then  foiloti 
him  old  master  Fulsome,  the  usurer:  there's 
wise  widow  ;  why  she  cried  ne'er  a  whit  at  all 

Wid.  O  rank  not  me  with  those  wicked  i 
men ;  I  had  a  husband  outshined  'em  all. 

Sir  God.  Ay  that  he  did,  i'faith ;  he  out-shin 
'em  all. 

Wid.  Dost  thou  stand  there,  and  see  us 
weep,  and  not  once  shed  a  tear  for  thy  fathers 
death  !  oh  thou  ungradaus  son  and  heir,  thoo  I 

Edm.  Troth,  mother,  I  should  not  weep  Fm 
sure.  I  am  past  a  child,  I  hope,  to  make  all  my 
old  school-fellows  lau^h  at  me ;  I  should  be 
mocked,  so  I  should.  Pray  let  one  of  my  sisters 
weep  for  me ;  I'll  laugh  as  much  for  ber  auotLer 
time. 

Wid.  O  th(i»i  past-grace,  thou !  Out  of  mj 
sight,  thou  graceless  imp !  thoo  grievest  me  more 
than  the  death  of  thy  father.  O  thou  stubborn 
only  son  !  Hadst  thou  such  an  honest  man  to  thj 
father — that  would  deceive  all  the  worid  to  fnk 
riches  for  thee,  and  canst  thou  not  aflbrd  a  little 
salt  water  ?  He  that  so  wisely  did  quite  overthroir 
the  right  heir  of  those  lands,  which  now  yon  re- 
spect not :  up  every  morning  betwiit  four  and 


the  Hector  ofOemumy,  priaied  hi  the  year  1615,  and  the  Freemtm's  Bcnow^  a  performance  that  this,  I 
believe,  never  pabli»bfd.— Frmn  sooie  expresstont  io  the  present  comedy,  (Act  I.  Sc.  11.)  fbe  aaCbtf 
(whoever  he  was)  appears  to  have  been  bred  at  the  uoiversity  of  Oxford.— JMalokb. 

On  August  \by  1.^97,  were  entered,  b>  Richard  Jones,  on  the  Stationers'  Books,  **  Two  Ikdlads^beiig 
the  first  and  second  parts  of  the  Widowe  of  Watling  Street.*'  Ihese  might  be  the  songs  on  which  the 
play  was  founded,  or  indeed  the  play  itself;  as  it  was  not  uncommon  to  separate  a  dramatic  piece,  though 
designed  for  a  single  exhibition,  into  two  pari* ;  and  the  terms,  book  and  twUady  were  anciently  used  to  sig- 
nify tragedies  and  comerftet,  as  well  as  any  other  forms  of  composition. 

Gildon,  in  a  work  of  his  entitled,  A  Comparison  betteun  the  two  Stages^  with  an  Examen  of  the  Gtmrms 
Conqueror^  and  some  Critical  Remarks  on  the  Fufieral,  Sfc.  8vo.  1702,  attributes  this  comedy  to  Shakespeare : 
— **  as  I  remember  'tis  Shakespeare  s  Puritan^  or  Widow  of  Watling  Strut,  where  thedissfmulatletaof  thee 
widows  is  pleasantly  described."  p.  130. — Steevens. 

In  the  list  of  plays,  &c.  prefixed  to  the  late  edition,  the  Puritan  is  set  down  as  printed  hi  fOODaad  I6(ft'« 
The  former  of  these  dates  1  suspect  to  be  a  mistake,  as  the  play  appears  evidentU  to  have  been  wriftei 
after  the  peace  with  Spain,  which  was  not  Concluded  before  Ib(M.  See  Act  I.  Sc.  II  :  **  Sinn  tiecet' 
sure  of  the  wars  J  have  spent  above  a  hundred  crowns,'*  Ac.  There  is  not  the  same  objectfov  to  the  Met 
date  of  lb07,  though  a  passage  in  the  play  itself  (if  there  be  no  external  evidence  to  the  contrary)  srould 
induce  us  to  place  it  rather  In  1008  See  Act  111.  Sc.  VI.  where  mention  is  made  of  a  Sunday,  the  I9tl 
afjutyi  a  circumstance  which  was  true  in  1008,  but  hi  none  of  the  preceding  or  snbseqaent  years,  bfr 
tween  1003,  and  16 1 4. — Fyrwhitt. 

In  addition  to  what  has  been  observed  bj  JVTr  Tyrwhitt,  It  may  be  added,  that,  in  the  third  act  of  tlil 
comedy,  **  Britain  gold,  of  the  last  coiaing,**  is  mentioned ;  firom  whence  it  may  he  inferred  to  have  bed 
written  after  the  accession  of  King  James,  who  first  assumed  the  title  of  King  of  Great  Britam.  It  cer- 
tainly was  exhibited  in  or  before  1607,  for  1  have  a  copy  in  my  possession  printed  In  that  year.«-MA« 

XONE. 

^  *  J  Cyprus  hat :— i.  e.  a  bat  with  a  crape  hat-band  in  it.    ^o  in  the  Winter^  TWc*: 

««  Cj^nw  black  as  «^  crow.*'  Stbstbvs. 
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fire ;  so  dol^r  at  Westminsttr-liall  every  tenn>time, 
with  all  his  cards  and  writings,  for  thee,  thou 
wicked  Absalon  :  O  dear  husband  ! 

Edm,  Weep,  quoth-a?  I  protest  I  am  glad  he*s 
diurched ;  for  now  he's  gone,  I  shall  spend  in 
quiet. 

Fran,   Dear  mother,  pray  cease;  half  your 
tears  suffice ; 
Tts  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  eyes : 
Let  roe  weep  now. 

Wid,  O  such  a  dear  knight,  such  a  sweet  hus- 
band have  I  lost,  have  I  lost !  If  blessed  be  the 
eorse  '  the  rain  rains  upon,  he  had  it  pouring  down. 

Sir  God,  Sister,  be  of  good  cheer.  We  are  all 
mortal  ourselves ;  I  a>me  upon  you  freshly,  I  ne'er 
speak  without  comfort  Hear  me  what  I  shall 
say :  My  brother  has  left  vou  wealthy;  you're  rich. 

Wid,  Oh  ! 

Sir  Gad.  I  say  you're  rich  :  you  are  also  fair. 

IFiA  Oh ! 

■Sir  God.  Go  to,  you're  fair ;  yon  cannot  smo- 
ther it;  beauty  will  come  to  light.  Nor  are  your 
▼ears  so  far  entered  with  you,  but  that  you  will 
be  sought  after,  and  may  very  well  answer  another 
hofcband.  The  world  is  full  of  fine  gallants ;  choice 
enoQgh,  sister;  for  what  should  we  do  with  all  our 
knights,  I  pray,  ^  but  to  marry  rich  widows,  weal- 
thy citizens'  widows,  lus^  fair-browed  ladies  ?  Go 
to,  be  of  good  comfort,  (say;  leave  snobbingand 
wef'ping. — Yet  my  brother  was  a  kind-hearted 
man.  I  would  not  have  the  elf  see  me  now.^ 
Come,  pluck  up  a  woman's  heart.  Here  stand 
your  daughters,  who  be  well  estated,  and  at  ma- 
turity will  also  he  enquired  after  with  good  hus- 
bands; so  ail  these  tears  shall  he  soon  dryed  up, 
and  a  better  world  than  ever.  What,  woman  ! 
you  must  not  weep  still ;  he's  dead,  he's  buried : — 
yet  I  caimot  choose  but  weep  for  him. ' 

Wid.  Marry  again !  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick 
then! 
And  that  same  part  o'  the  choir  whereon  I  tread 
To  soch  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  grave  ! 
And  that  the  priest  may  turn  his  wedding  prayers, 


Even  with  a  breath,  to  funeral  dust  and  ashes ! 
O,  out  of  a  million  of  millions,  I  should  ne'er  find 
such  a  husband ;  he  was  unmatchabic,  unmatch- 
able.  Nothing  was  too  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me.^ 
I  could  not  speak  of  that  one  thing  that  1  had  not. 
Beside,  I  had  keys  of  all,  kept  all,  received  all,  had 
money  in  my  purse,  spent  what  I  would,  wenc 
abroad  when  I  would,  came  home  when  I  would, 
and  did  all  what  I  would.  O,  my  sweet  husband  I 
I  shall  never  have  the  like. 

Sir  God,  Sister,  never  say  so.  He  was  an  honest 
brother  of  mine,  and  so ;  and  you  may  light  upon 
one  as  honest  again,  or  one  as  honest  again  mar 
light  upon  you :  that's  the  properer  phrase  indeeo. 

Wid,  Never :  O,  if  you  love  me,  urge  it  not. 

0  may  I  be  the  hy-word  of  the  world,  \Knul$, 
The  common  talk  at  table  in  the  mouth 

Of  every  groom  and  waiter,  if  ever  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  suit  of  man. 

Mary,  I  must  kneel  down  for  fashion  too. 

Fran.  And  I,  whom  never  man  as  yet  hath 
scaled. 
Even  in  this  depth  of  general  sorrow,  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  sustain  such  loss 
As  a  dear  husband  seems  to  be,  ouce  dead. 

Mary,  I  loved  my  father  well  too ;  but  to  say. 
Nay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death, 
Sure  I  would  speak  false  Latin,  should  I  not? 
I'd  as  soon  vow  never  to  come  in  bed. 
Tut !  women  must  live  by  the  quick,  and  not  by 
the  dead. 

Wid,  Dear  copy  of  my  husband,  O  let  me  kiss 
thee  !       [Kiites  her  Husband's  picture. 
How  like  him  is  this  model !  This  brief  picture 
Quickens  my  tears :  my  sorrows  are  renewed 
At  this  fresh  sight. 

Sir  God,  Sister— 

Wid.  Away ! 
All  honesty  with  him  is  turned  to  day. 
O  ray  sweet  husband  !  Oh  ! 

Fran.  My  dear  father  ! 

[Exeunt  Widow  and  Frances. 


'  JfhUsntd  be  the  corse,  &c. — This  is  a  proverbial  saying. — Steevens, 

^  For  tehal  should  we  do  tct'M  all  oar  knights,  /  pray, — Probably  a  soeer  upon  the  ninUitode  of  knights 
inade  by  King  James  soon  after  his  acressioo.  The  contlnuator  of  Stowe's  y/n»a(«  says,  that  he  on  one  day 
**  dubbed  in  his  ;^arden  between  tlir<e  and  four  hundred.'* — Malone. 

'  Vei  i  cannot  choose  bui  weep  for  him. — Ophelia,  in  Hamlet^  uses  the  same  words  See  that  play,  last 
edit   Vol.  X.  p.  SI^h.—  Stebvens. 

^  Nothing  wat  so  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me, — Thus  the  quarto.  1  suppose  the  author  wrote — too  hot,  nor 
too  dear  for  me. 

Nothing  it  too  hot  nor  too  cold  for  him,  is  a  proverbial  ezpressioA,  mentioned  by  Cotgrave,  applied  to 
one  who  can  digest  every  thing. — Malone. 

1  am  told  that  **  nothing  is  too  hot  or  too  cold"  for  a  penon,  is  still  a  common  vulgarism.  Chaucer  has 
this  phrase  in  the  Frere's  Tale,  v.  70i8  : 

Now  certes,  (quod  this  sompnour)  so  fare  I; 
1  spare  not  to  taken,  God  it  wote. 
But  if  it  be  to  hevy  or  to  hote. 

Here  Mr  Tyrwhitt  has  the  following  observation,    '*  We  have  nearly  the  same  expression  In  Froissart, 
T.  i.  c.  ^iSU.'— **  ne  Uussoieot  rien  k  prendre,  s'il  n'estoit  trop  chaud^  trop  firoid,  ou  trop  pe3aDt."<^STEB* 
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Mary.  Here*t  a  puling  indeed  i  I  think  my  mo> 
ther  weeps  for  all  the  women  that  ever  buried  bus- 
bands  ;  for  if  from  time  to  time  all  the  widowers' 
tears  in  England  had  been  kiottled  up,  I  do  not 
chink  all  would  have  filled  a  three-halfpenny 
bottle.  Alas,  a  small  matter  bucks  a  handker- 
chief !  ^  and  sometimes  the  spital  stands  too  nigh 
Saint  Thomas  a*  Waterings.^  Well,  I  can  mourn 
in  good  sober  sort  as  well  as  another ;  but  where 
I  spend  one  tear  for  a  dead  father,  I  could  give 
twenty  kisses  for  a  quick  husband.  [Exit, 

Sir  God.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  sir  Godfrey, 
and  thou  may'st  be  proud  on't;  thou  hast  a  kind 
loving  sister-in-law.  How  constant!  how  pas- 
sionate !  how  full  of  April  the  poor  soul's  eyes 
are !  Well,  I  would  my  brother  knew  on't ;  he 
should  then  know  what  a  kind  wife  he  had  left 
behind  him.  Hi'ruth,  an  'twere  not  for  shame  that 
the  neighbours  at  the  next  garden  should  hear 
me,  between  joy  and  grief  I  should  even  cry  out- 
right [Ejiit. 

Edm.  So;  a  fair  riddance !  My  father's  laid  in 
dust ;  his  coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  meat-pye, 
and  the  worms  will  cut  him  up  shortly.  Farewell, 
old  dad,  farewell !  1*11  be  curbed  in  no  more.  I 
perceive  a  son  and  heir  may  be  quickly  made  a 
tool,  and  he  will  be  one ;  but  I'll  take  another 
order.  Now  she  would  have  me  weea  for  him 
forsooth ;  and  why  ?  because  he  cozenea  tb«.  right 
heir  being  a  fool,  and  bestowed  those  lands  on  me 
his  eldest  son ;  and  therefore  I  must  weep  for 
him ;  lia,  ha !  Why,  all  the  world  knows,  as  long 
as  'twas  his  pleasure  to  get  me,  'twas  his  duty  to 
get  for  me :  I  know  the  law  in  that  point;  no  at- 
torney can  guU  me.  Well,  my  uncle  is  an  old 
ass,  and  an  admirable  coxcomb.  Til  rule  the  roast 
myself;  I'll  be  kept  under  no  more ;  1  know  what 
1  may  do  well  enough  by  my  father's  copy  :  the 
law  is  in  mine  own  hands  now.  Nay,  now  I  know 
my  strength,  I'll  be  strong  enough  for  my  mother, 
I  warrant  you.  [Exit. 


SCENE  n.^A  Street. 

Enter  Ptemard,'  and  Skirmish. 

Pye.  What's  to  be  done  now,  old  Ud  of  w 
Thou  that  were  wont  to  be  a%  hot  as  a  tunii 
as  nimble  as  a  fencer,  and  as  lousy  as  a  idv 
master,  now  thou  art  put  to  silence  like  a  seen 
War  sits  now  Uke  a  justice  of  peace,  and  d 
nothing.    Where  be  yonr  muskets,  ralivers,  l 
hot-shots?  in  long-lane,  at  pawn,  at  pawn?  n 
keys  are  your  only  guns ;  key-guns,  key-gous 
and  bawds  the  gunners ;  who  are  your  sentinels 
peace,  and  stand  ready  charged  to  give  wan 
with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky  coughs :  only  j 
chambers  are  licensed  to  play  upon  you,  and  dn 
enow  to  give  fire  to  them. 

Skir.  Well,  I  cannot  tell,  bot  I  am  sore  it  p 
wrong  with  me ;  for  since  the  ceasore  of  the  w] 
I  have  spent  above  a  hundred  crowns  out  of  pur 
I  have  been  a  aildier  any  time  this  fort?  yen 
and  now  I  perceive  an  old  soldier  and  an  Cnw 
courtier,  have  both  one  destiny,  and  io  the  cod 
turn  both  into  hob-nails. 

Pve.  Pretty  mystery  for  a  beggar ;  for  indeed 
a  hob-nail  is  the  true  emblem  ofa  beggar's  shoe- 
soal. 

Skir.  I  will  not  say  but  that  war  b  a  blood- 
sucker, and  so ;  but  in  my  conscience,  (as  there  ii 
no  soldier  but  has  a  piece  of  one,  tboogli  it  be 
full  of  holes,  Uke  a  shot  ancient  '^ ;  no  matter^* 
'twill  serve  to  swear  by,)  in  my  oonscieoce,  I  tbbk 
some  kind  of  peace  has  more  hidden  oppiessioai^ 
and  violent  heady  sins,  (though  looking  of  a  gentle 
nature,)  than  a  professed  war. 

Fye.  Troths  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  am  s 
poor  gentleman,  and  a  scholar ;  I  have  beea  bm- 
triculated  in  the  university,  wore  out  six  gowm 
there,  seen  some  fools,  and  some  scholars,  sooie 
of  the  city,  and  some  of  the  country,  kept  order, 
went  bare-headed  over  the  quadraocle,  eat  mf 
commons  with  a  good  stomach,  and  battled nitb 
discretion ; "  at  last,  having  done  many  sleigbu 


7  Bucks  a  hmtdkerehiefl — i,  e.  wets  a  handkerchief.  A  great  washing  of  the  coaner  linen  is  called  s 
hieking, — Per.t. 

*  Here  Is  a  wretched  quibble  between  tpittle  the  moisture  of  the  mouth,  and  spital  a  cormptloo  ftaa 
hospital.  St  Thomas  a'  IVaterimgs  is  the  name  ofa  cliurch  wbtch  was  burnt  down  in  the  fire  of  Loodoi, 
and  has  never  since  hern  reboilt,  the  parish  to  which  it  belonged  t»eing  consolidated  with  another.  If 
appears  from  Stewe^s  Survey,  vol  ii.  p.  167.  that  this  edifice  stood  somewhere  on  the  outside  of  the  city.— 

29TBSVENS. 

9  Enter  Pyeboard  J  The  pic  h  a  table  or  mle  in4he  old  Roman  offices,  shewing  how  to  find  oat  the 
service  which  is  te  be  read  each  day.  Hence  probably  the  scholar's  name.  The  printing  letter  calM 
the  pica,  seems  (as  \lr  Steevens  observes)  to  have  been  denominated  from  the  same  original.— BJ  A  lose. 

■°  Full  of  hoUi,  like  a  shot  ancient ;]  So  in  King  Henry  IV.  last  edit.  vol.  v.  p.  S9i : — **  ten  times  aiore 
dishonourably  ragged  than  an  old  faced  ancient. — Stsbvens. 

"  /  kaoe  been  matriculated  in  the  university  ;'-'Wtnt  bareheaded  over  the  quadrangle,  «af  my  camaum 
with  a  good  stomachy  and  battled  with  discretion  ;-»-These  phrases,  which  are  seldom  beard  of^  and  little 
known,  ont  of  imiversities,  render  It  probable  that  the  writer  of  this  play  was  an  academic. 

From  the  latter  expression,  Dr  Farmer  supposes  the  author  to  have  been  bred  at  Oafoid,  battiiag  be- 
ing the  term  used  there  to  express  what  is  called  sizing  at  Cambridge. 

Quadrangle  is  likewise,  if  1  am  not  mistaken,  an  Oiford,  and  not  a  Cambridge  phrase. 
13 
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•iid  tricks  to  maintain  my  wit  in  use,  (as  my 
brain  would  never  endure  me  to  be  idle,)  i  was 
expelled  the  university,  only  lor  stealing  a  cheese 
out  of  Jesus  college. 

Shir.  Is't  possible  ? 

Fye,  O !  there  was  one  Wetaliman  (Ood  for- 
give him !)  pursued  it  hard,  and  never  left,  till  I 
turned  my  staflF  toward  JLundon ;  where,  when  1 
pune,  all  my  friends  were  pit-holed,  (Qone  to 
craves;  as,  indeed,  there  was  but  a  few  left  he- 
tore.  Then  was  I  turned  to  my  wits,  to  shift  in 
the  world,  to  tower  among  sons,  and  heirs,  and 
fools,  and  gulls,  and  ladies*  eldest  sons;  to  work 
upon  nothing,  to  feed  out  of  flint;  and  ever  since 
has  my  belly  been  much  beholilen  to  my  brain. 
But  now,  to  return  to  you,  old  Skirmish :  I  say 
as  you  say,  and,  for  my  part,  wish  a  turbuleac/in 
the  world ;  for  1  have  nothing  to  lose  but  my  wits, 
and  I  think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be;  and, 
lo  strengthen  your  argument  tlie  more,  I  say  an 
honest  war  is  better  than  a  bawdy  peace.  As 
toucliing  my  profession :  tlie  n^ultipUcity  of  scho- 
lars, batched  and  nourished  in  the  idle  calms  of 
peace,  makes  them,  like  fishes,  one  devour  an- 
other; and  the  community  of  learning  has  so 
played  upon  a£fcction%  that  thereby  almost  reli- 
gion is  come  about  to  pbaiitaM,  and  discredited 
by  bemg  too  much  spoken  o^  in  so  many  and 
mf4io  mouths.  I  myself  being  a  scholar  and  a 
graduate,  have  ao  other  comfort  by  my  learning, 
but  the  a£(ection  of  my  words,  to  know  how, 
scholar-like,  to  name  what  I  want ;  and  can  call 
myself  a  beggar  both  in  Greek  and  Latin.  And 
therefore,  not  to  cog  with  peace,  I'll  not  be 
afraid  to  say,  'tis  a  great  breeder,  but  a  barren 
Dourisher ;  a  great  getter  of  childien,  which  must 
either  be  thieves  or  rich  men,  knaves  oc  beggars. 

Skir,  Well,  would  I  had  been  bom  a  knave 
then^  when  I  was  born  a  beggar  1  for,  if  the 
truth  was  known,  I  think  1  was  begot  when  my 
father  had  never  a  penny  in  his  purse, 

Fjft.  Pub !  faint  not,  old  Skirmish ;  let  this 
warrant  thee— yaci/ii  deMcensut  Averm^'uB  an 
ea^  journey  to  a  knave ;  thou  inayest  be  a  knave 
when  thou  wilt;  and  Peace  is  a  good  madam  to 
all  other  professions,  and  an  arrant  drab  to  us. 
Let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  %vits 
thrive  in  despite  of  her:  For,  since  the  law  lives 
by  quarrels,  the  courtier  by  smooth  good-mor- 
rows, and  every  profession  makes  itself  grei^ier 
by  imperfections,  why  not  we  then  by  shifts, 
wiles,  and  forgeries  ?  And  seeing  our  brains  are 
our  only  patrimonies,  let's  spend  with  judgment ; 
not  like  a  desperate  soq  au^  heir,  but  like  a  so- 
ber and  discreet  Templar, — one  that  will  never 
march  beyond  the  bounds  of  his  allowance.  And 
for  our  thriving  means,  thus :  I  myself  will  put 
on  tlie  deceit  of  a  fortune-teller. 

Skir.  A  fortune-teller !  Very  proper. 

Pye.  And  you  a  figure-caster,  or  a  conjurer. 


Skir,  A  conjurer ! 

Pye.  Let  me  alone;  111  instruct  you,  and 
leach  VQu  to  deceive  all  eyes  but  the  devil's. 

Skir.  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  deceive  him,  an  I 
could  choose,  of  all  others. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  I  warrant  you.  And  so  by 
those  means  we  shall  help  one  another  to  pa- 
tients; as  the  condition  of  the  age  affords  crea- 
tures enough  for  cunning  to  work  upon. 

Skir.  O  wonderc Hjs !  iiej^r  fools  and  fresh  asses. 

Pvtf.  O,  fit,  fit ;  excellent. 

Siir,  What,  in  the  name  of  conjuring  ? 

Fyt.  My  memory  greets  me  happily  with  an 
admirable  subject  to  graze  upon.  The  lady  wi- 
dow, whom  ot  late  i  saw  weeping  in  her  garden 
for  the  death  of  her  husband ;  sure  she  has  but  ti 
waterish  soul,  and  half  oft  by  this  time  is  drop- 
ped out  of  her  eyes.  Device  well  managed  may 
do  good  upon  her : — it  stands  firm ;  my  first  prac- 
tice shall  be  there.  ' 

Skir.  You  have  my  voice,  George. 

Fye.  She  has  a  grey  gull  to  lier  brother,  a  fool 
to  her  only  son,  and  an  ape  to  her  youngest' 
daughter.  I  overheard  tliem  severally,  and  from 
their  words  PU  derive  my  device;  and  thou,  oid 
Peter  Skirmish,  shalt  be  my  second  in  all  sleights. 

Skir.  Ne'er  doubt  me,  George  Pyeboard; — 
only  you  mu»t  teach  me  to  conjure. 

jPjfe.  Puh !  1*11  perfect  thee,  Peter.  How  now ! 
what's  he? 

[Idle  pinioned,  and  attended  by  a  Guard 
ofSherigr*  Officert^pauet  over  the  Stage, 

Skir.  O  George !  this  sight  kills  me.  Tis  my 
sworn  brother,  captain  Idle. 

Fye.  Capum  idle ! 

Skir.  Apprehended  for  some  felonious  act  or 
other.  He  has  started  out,— has  made  a  niglic 
on't, — lacked  silver.  I  pannot  but  commend  his 
resolution;  he  would  not  pawn  his  buff-jerkin. 
I  would  either  some  of  us  were  employed,  or 
might  pitch  our  tents  at  usurers*  doors,  to  kill 
the  slaves  as  they  peep  out  at  the  wicket. 

Pye,  Indeed,  those  are  our  ancient  enemies; 
they  keep  our  money  in  tlieir  liands,  and  make 
us  to  be  hanged  for  robbing  of  them.  But  come, 
let's  follow  after  to  the  prison,  and  know  the  na- 
ture of  his  ofience ;  and  what  we  can  stead  him 
in,  he  shall  be  sure  of  it:  and  1*11  uphold  it  stilly 
that  a  charitable  knave  is  better  than  a  soothing 
Puritan,  [JEjretia^ 

SCENE  in.— ^  Street 

Enter 'StcuoLAS  St  Antlimgs,'^  Simoh  St  Ma- 
RT-OvEaiES,  and  FaAiLTT,  in  black  scurvy 
mourning  cpatif  with  books  at  their  girdles,  om 
coming Jrom  Church,   To  them  Corporal  Oath. 

Nich.  What,  corporal  Oath  !  I  am  S(»rry  we 
have  met  with  you ;  next  our  hearts,  you  are 
the  man  that  we  are  forbidden  to  keep  company 


*^  Nicholas  6t  Aotlfngs, — ^The  name  of  a  chorch  near  Lombard  8treet.  JntUng^s  Is  a  rornii»tlop  of 
JnthoUn's.  i  bis  church  was  always  open  very  early  in  a  morning,  and  was  much  resorted  to  by  the  de- 
votees of  the  age.    Xtie  situation  of  St  MaryOwreif's  u  well  known— StC£V£ns. 
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Dvithal.    We  mast  not  sweaf,  I  can  tell  you,  and 
you  have  the  name  for  swearing. 

Sim,  Ay,  corporal  Oatli,  1  would  you  would  do 
so  much  as  forsake  us,  sir ;  we  cannot  abide  you ; 
we  must  not  be  seen  in  your  company. 

Frail.  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but 
shall  be  soundly  whipped  for  swearing. 

Oath.  Why,  how  now,  we  three  f  '^  Puritani* 
cal  scrape-shoes,  flesh  o*  Good-Fndays,  a  hand. 

[Shakei  them  by  the  hand. 

Oath.  Why  Nicholas  St  Antlings,  Simon  St 
Mary-Overies,  has  the  devil  possessed  you,  that 
you  swear  no  better?  jrou  half-christened  cata- 
mites, you  un-godmother^  varlets.  '^  Does  the 
first  lesson  teach  you  to  be  proud,  and  tlie  se- 
cond to  be  coxcombs,  proud  coxcombs,  not  once 
to  do  duty  to  a  man  of  mark  ? 

FraiL  A  man  of  mark,  quotb-a !  I  do  not  think 
he  can  show  a  beggar's  noble.  '^ 

Oath.  A  corporal,  a  commander,  one  of  spirit, 
^t  is  able  to  blow  yuu  up  all  three  with  your 
books  at  your  girdles. 

Nich,  We  are  not  taught  to  beliere  that,  sir ; 
for  we  know  the  breath  of  man  is  weak. 

Oath  breathes  on  Frailtt. 

FraiL  Fob  !  you  lie,  Nicliolas !  for  here's  one 
strous  enough.  Blow  us  up,  quoth-a!  he  may 
well  blow  me  above  twelve-score  o6f  on  him :  I 
warrant,  if  the  wind  stood  right,  a  man  might 
smell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate  to  the  leads 
of  Ludgate. 

Oath,  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  book  of  wax-can- 
dle 
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JVjcA.  Ay,  you  may  say  what  you  will,  so  you 
swear  not. 

Oath.  I  swear  by  the- 

Nich.  Hold,  hold,  good  corporal  Oath ;  for  if 
you  swear  once,  we  shall  all  fall  down  in  a  swoon 
presently. 

Oath.  I  must  and  will  swear,  you  quivering 
coxcombs :  my  captain  is  imprisoned ;  and,  by 
Vulcan's  leather  coidpiece-point— 

Nich.  O  Simon,  what  an  oath  was  there ! 


FraiL  If  he  should  chance  to  break  it,  the 
poor  man's  breeches  would  fall  do%vn  about  his 
neels ;  '^  for  Venus  allows  him  but  one  poiot  to 
his  hose. 

Oath.  With  these  my  bull^  feet  I  will  tbomp 
ope  the  prison  doors,  and  brain  the  keeper  with 
the  iN^itig  box,  but  I'll  set  my  honest  sweet 
captain  Idle  at  liberty. 

Nich.  How,  captain  Idle?  my  old  aunt's  sol^ 
my  dear  kinsman,  in  Cappaduchio  ? 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  church-peeling,  thou  holy  pa- 
ring, religious  outside,  thou :  If  thou  hadst  soy 
grace  in  thee,  thou  woddst  visit  him,  relieve  him, 
swear  to  get  him  out 

Nich.  Assure  vou,  corporal,  indeed-la,  'tis  the 
first  time  I  heard  on't. 

Oath.  Why  do't  now  then,  marmoaet  Bring 
forth  thy  yearly  wages;  let  not  a  commaoder 
perish. 

Sim.  But  if  he  be  one  of  die  wicked,  he  shall 
perish. 

Nich.  Well,  corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  yoo, 
to  visit  my  kinsman ;  if  I  can  do  him  any  good, 
I  will ;  but  I  have  nothing  for  him.  Simoo  St 
Mary-Overies  and  Frailty,  pray  make  a  lie  for 
me  to  the  knight  my  master,  old  sir  Godfrey. 

Oath.  A  lie !  may  you  lie  thee  ? 

FraiL  O  ay,  we  may  lie,  but  we  must  not 
swear. 

fufi.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  neigbbow's 
wife ;  but  we  must  not  swear  we  did  so. 

Oaih.  O,  an  excellent  tag  of  religion ! 

Nich.  O,  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  soood 
excuse;  it  will  go  current :  say  that  I  am  gone  to 
a  fast 

Sim.  To  a  fast !  very  good. 

Nich,  Ay,  to  a  fast,  say,  with  master  FoU- 
belly  the  minister. 

Sim.  Master  Full-belly?  an  honest  roan:  be 
feeds  the  flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  feeder. 

I  Exeunt  Oath  aiu^  Nichous, 
ave  seen  him  eat  a  whole  pi^ 
and  afterward  fall  to  the  pettitoes. 

[Exeunt  Simon  mid  FaAiLTr. 


'^  So  in  Twelfth  Night  :—**  Did  you  never  tee  the  picture  of  we  three  r'  A  connoo  siga  in  the  tine 
of  Shakespeare,  &c.  consisting  of  two  men  in  foors  coats.  The  spectator,  or  enquirer  coBCciaiag  ll* 
mining,  was  supposed  to  make  the  lAird.^ Stbbyens. 

'*  Vou  uo-godmotbered  varleU, — The  Puritans  olyectcd  to  the  practice  of  having  godfathcn  and  gsd> 
mothers  in  baptism. — P£acY. 

'^  ji  man  o/mark 1  do  not  think  he  em  thow  a  beggar*9  noble.-* A  quibble  between  wutrk  the  ss* 

dent  coin,  value  I3«.  4d.,  and  mark  a  token  of  eminence. 

'^  Thou  hoUow  book  o/mur-coaiUe.— 1  suppose  alluding  to  tl^e  rolls  of  irajc-candle  coiled  «p  in  the  foni 
of  a  book. — PxacT 

'^  Bjf  VulemCe  leather  cod-piece  point V  ht  thould  chance  to  break  U^  the  poMr  nmCe  breeches  woiii 

fall  down  about  bis  heels. — PoiMte  were  the  metal  hooks  which  anciently  fiastencd  tlie  breeckcs  to  (be 
waistcoat    The  sane  kind  of  pleasantry  occurs  In  King  Henry  IF,,  Part  1.  last  edit.  voL  v.  p.  3S^ : 

**  Their  potii<t  being  broken— 

**  DownfoU  their  Aose."— Steetbns, 

A  point  seems  to  have  be^  n  strh^  with  a  metal  tag  \o  it.    Cotgrave  renders  it  by  aiguilkite.'^UA' 
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SCENE  IV.— il  Room  in  the  Marihahea  Prison. 
Enter  Idle  ;  to  him  afterwards  Pteboabd  and 

SKIAMISd. 

Sfe.  ^withinA  Pray  turn  the  key, 
IT.  [viiAin.J  Turn  the  key,  I  pray. 

Idle  Who  should  those  be?  I  almost  know 
their  voices.  FPteboard  and  Skirmish  enter,] 
O  my  friends!  you  are  welcome  to  a  smelling 
room  here.  You  newly  took  leave  of  the  air; 
has  it  not  a  strange  savour  ? 

Pye.  As  all  prisons  have,  smells  of  sundry 
wretches,  who,  though  departed,  leave  their  scents 
behifid  them.  By  gold,  captain,  I  am  sincerely 
sorry  for  thee. 

iJ/ie.  By  my  troth,  George,  I  thunk  thee ;  but, 
pish— what  must  be,  must  be. 

Skir,  Captain,  what  do  you  lie  in  for?  is*t 
great !  what's  your  ofience  ? 

Idle^  Faith  ray  oflfence  is  ordinary,  common; 
a  high- way :  and  I  fear  me  my  penalty  will  be  or- 
dinary and  common  too, — a  halter. 

Pue,  Nay,  prophecy  not  so  ill ;  it  shall  go  hard 
but  rU  shift  for  thy  life. 

Idle,  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou'rt  nn  honest 
George.  1*11  tell  you.  Silver  flowed  not  with  me, 
as  it  had  done ;  for  now  the  tide  runs  to  bawds 
and  flatterers.  I  had  a  start  out,  and  by  chance 
set  upon  a  fat  steward,  thinking  his  purse  had 
been  as  pursy  as  his  body;  and  the  slave  had 
about  him  but  the  poor  purchase  of  ten  groats. 
Notwithstanding  being  descried,  pursued,  and  ta- 
keni  I  know  the  law  is  so  grim,  in  respect  of  ma- 
ny desperate,  unsettled  soldiers,  that  1  fear  me  I 
shall  dance  after  their  pipe  for't 

Skir.  I  am  twice  sorry  for  you,  captain ;  first, 
that  your  purchase  was  so  small,  and  now  that 
your  danger  is  so  great. 

Idle,  Pish,  the  worst  is  but  death.  Have  you 
a  pipe  of  tobacco  about  you  ? 

skir,  1  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

Idle,  Here's  a  clean  gentleman  too,  to  receive.  '* 

[Idle  smokes  a  pipe, 

Pye.  Well,  I  must  cast  about  some  happy  sleignt : 
Worts,  brain,  that  ever  didst  thy  master  right. 

[Oath  and  Nicholas  knock  within. 

Oath,  [within.]  Keeper,  let  the  key  be  turned. 
Nich,  iwithin.j  Ay,  I  pray,  master  keeper,  give 
ns  a  cast  of  your  office. 


Enter  Oath  and  Nicholas. 

Idle.  How  now  ?  More  visitants  ?  What,  cor- 
poral Oath  ? 

f^j  Corpora ! 

Oath,  In  prison,  honest  captain?  this  must 
not  be. 

Nich.  How  do  you,  captain  kinsman  ? 

Idle.  Good  coxcomb,  what  makes  that  pure, 
starched  fool  here? 

Nich.  You  see,  kinsman,  t  am  somewhat  bold 
to  call  in,  and  see  how  you  do.  I  heard  you  were 
safe  enough ;  and  I  was  very  glad  on't  that  it  was 
no  worse. 

Idle.  This  is  a  double  torture  now.  This  fool, 
by  the  book,  doth  vex  me  more  than  my  impri- 
sonment. What  meaut  you,  corporal,  to  book  him 
hither  ? 

Oath,  Who,  he  ?  he  shall  relieve  thee,  and  sup- 
ply thee ;  I'll  make  him  do't. 

Idle.  Fie,  what  vain  breath  you  spend?  He 
supply !  Ill  sooner  expect  mercy  from  an  usurer 
when  my  bond's  forfeited ;  sooner  kindness  from 
a  lawyer  when  my  money's  spent,  nay,  sooner 
charity  from  the  devil,  than  good  from  a  Puritan. 
I'll  look  for  relief  from  him  when  Lucifer  is  re- 
stored to  his  blood,''  and  in  heaven  again. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  kinsman's  talking  of  me, 
for  my  left  ear  hums  most  tyrannically.^^ 

Pye,  Captain  Idle,  what's  he  there  ?  he  looks 
like  a  monkey  upward,  and  a  crane  downward. 

Idle.  Psha !  a  foolish  cousin  of  mine,  I  must 
thank  God  for  him. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  subject  to  work  a  scape 
upon ;  thou  shalt  e'en  change  clothes  with  him, 
and  leave  him  here,  and  so — 

Idle.  Pish !  I  published  him  e'en  now  to  my 
corporal :  he  will  be  damn'd  ere  he  do  me  so 
much  good.  Why,  I  know  a  more  proper,  a  more 
handsome  device  than  that,  if  the  slave  would  be 
sociable.    Now,  goodman  Fleerface  ? 

Nich.  Of  my  cousin  begins  to  speak  to  me 
now;  I  shall  be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I 
hope. 

Skir.  Look,  what  ridiculous  raptures  take  hold 
of  his  wrinkles. 

Pye.  Then  what  say  you  to  this  device  ?  a  hap- 
py one,  captain  ? 

Idle.  Speak  low,  Geoive;  prison  rats  have  wider 
ears  than  those  in  maU4ofts. 


**  **  Here's  a  elean  pipe  to  receiffe  the  tobacco."-^9TBBVB!ffs. 

>9  Restored  to  ki$  blood-^i.  e.  to  his  family  honour^  his  rank,  which  be  once  held  as  aa  angel.    So  in 
f  Ae  rarkskire  Tragtd^ : 

<*  Yon  are  a  gentleman  by  many  6(dMb."— Steevbns. 

^  Jfotf  tyrannically.— So  io  Hamkt:  ** little  eyases,  that  cry  out  on  the  top  of  qoeition,  and  are 

m9st  tyrmmicaUtf  clappM  for  it."— Stebtetis. 
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Nich,  Cousin,  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  as  they  say, 
to  do — 

Idle.  'T would  do  me  an  exceeding  pleasure  in- 
deed, that :  but  ne^er  talk  further  on*t ;  the  foot 
M-ill  he  hanged  e'er  he  do*t.        [To  the  CorporaL 

Oath.  Pox,  ril  thump  him  WU 

Fife.  Why,  do  but  try  the  fopster,  and  break  it 
to  him  bluntly. 

Idle,  And  so  my  disgrace  will  dwell  in  his 
,aws,  and  the  slave  slaver  oni  our  purpose  to  hi^ 
master ;  for  would  I  were  but  as  sure  on*t,  as  I 
am  f»ure  he  will  deny  to  do't. 

Nick.  I  wouid  be  heartily  glad,  cousin,  if  any 
of  my  friendships,  as  they  say,  might — stand,  ha — 

Pye.  Why,  you  see  he  offers  his  friendship 
foolishly  to  you  already. 

tdU,  Ay,  that's  the  hell  on*t;  t  would  he  would 
offer  it  wisely. 

Nick,  Verily  and  indeerf  la,  cousin — 

Idle,  I  have  took  note  of  thy  fleers  a  good 
while.  If  thou  art  minded  to  do  me  good,  (as 
thou  gnp'st  upon  me  comfortably,  and  giv*st  me 
charitable  facc^, — which  indeed  is  hut  a  fashion 
in  you  all  that  are  t'uritans,)  wflt  soon  at  night 
steal  me  thy  master's  chain  ? 

J^icA.  Oh,  I  shall  swoon  ! 

Pye,  Corporal,  he  starts  already. 

Idle,  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred 
crowns ;  and  with  the  half  of  that  I  can  buy  my 
life  at  a  broker's,  at  second-hand,  which  now  lies 
iu  pawn  to  the  law.  If  this  thou  refuse  to  do,  be- 
ing easy  and  nothing  dangerous,  in  that  thou  art 
held  in  good  opinion  of  thy  master,  why  'tis  a  pal- 
pable arguihent  thou  boldest  my  life  at  no  price; 
and  these  thy  broken  and  unjointed  oflers  are  but 
only  created  in  thy  lip ;  now  born,  and  now  bu- 
ried ;  foolish  breath  only.  What,  wilt  do't?  shall 
I  look  for  happiness  in  thy  answer  ? 

Nich,  Steal  my  ma»ter*s  chain,  quoth- a  f  No,  it 
shall  ne'er  be  said,  that  Nicholas  St  Antlings 
committed  I>irdlim€. 

Idle.  Nny,  I  told  ?ou  as  ihuch,  did  I  not  ? — 
Though  he  be  a  Puritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true 
roan. 

l^ich,  Wfiy  cousin,  you  know  'tis  written.  Thou 
ihalt  not  steal. 

Idle,  Why,  and  fool.  Thou  ihalt  lovt  thy  neighr 
hour^  and  help  him  in  extreimties. 

Nlch,  Mass  i  think  it  be  indeed  :  in  what  chap- 
ter's that,  cousin  ? 

Idle,  Why  in  the  first  of  Charity,  the  second 


^tch»  Tlie  first  of  CharitT,  quoth-a  ?  That's  a 
good  jest ;  there's  no  such  chapter  in  my  book. 

Idle,  No,  I  knew  'twas  torn  out  6f  thy  book, 
and  that  makes  it  so  little  in  thv  heart 

Pye,  [Take$  Nicholas  aude.'l  Come,  let  me 
tell  you,  youVe  too  unkind  a  kinsman  iYaith  ;  the 


captain  loving  yon  to  dearly,  ay,  like  the  pome- 
water  of  his  eye,^'  and  you  to  be  so  uncomfort- 
able :  fi^,  fie. 

Nich,  Pray  do  not  wish  me  to  be  banged.  Any 
thing  ^Ise  that  I  can  do,  had  it  been  to  rob,  ( 
would  have  done't ;  but  1  must  not  steal :  That's 
the  word,  the  literal.  Thou  shalt  not  tteal;  aud 
would  you  wish  me  to  steal  tbei>? 

Pve,  No  faith,  that  were  too  tbuch,  to  speak 
truth :  why,  wilt  thou  nym  it  from  him  ? 

mch.  That  I  will. 

Pyt.  Why  enough,  bully ;  he  will  be  content 
with  that,  or  he  shall  have  none :  let  roe  alont 
with  him  now. — Captain,  I  have  dealt  with  yoor 
kinsman  in  a  corner;  a  good,  kind-oatored  fel- 
low, methinks:  go  to;  you  shall  not  have  att 
your  own  asking,  you  shall  bate  somewhat  on*t» 
he  is  not  contented  absolutely,  aa  yoy  would  say, 
to  steal  the  chaiu  from  him,  but  la  do  yoa  a  plei^ 
sure,  he  will  nvm  it  from  him. 

Nich,  Ay,  that  I  will,  oottsin. 
.    Idle,  Well,  seeing  he  will  do  po  more,  o  far 
as  I  see,  I  nmst  be  contented  with  that. 

(iath.  Here's  no  notable  gullery ! 

Pyt,  Nay,  I'll  come  nearer  to  you,  gentleman. 
Biecause  we'll  have  only  but  a  help  end  a  mirtli 
on*t,  the  knight  shall  not  lose  his  cbaio  neither, 
hut  it  shall  be  only  laid  out  of  the  way  tome  one 
or  two  days. 

Hkh,  Ay,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  kies- 
man. 

Pyt,  For  I  htfve  a  farther  reach,  to  pM>fii  ei 
better  by  the  mbsmg  of 't  only,  than  tf  we  h«i  it 
oiitright ;  as  my  discourse  shall  make  it  known  to 
YOU.  When  thou  hast  the  chain,  do  but  convey 
it  out  at  a  bnck-^doot*  into  the  garden,  and  there 
hang  it  close  in  the  rosemarT  bank,  but  for  a 
smitil  season;  and  by  that  harmless  device  i 
know  how  to  wind  captain  Idle  out  of  prisoa : 
the  knight  thy  master  shall  get  his  pardon,  and 
release  him,  and  he  satisfy  thy  master  with  bis 
ow'n  chain,  aiMl  wondrous  thanks  on  both  hands. 

NUh.  TbUt  were  rare  indeed  la«  Pray  let  me 
know  how« 

Pye,  "Say^  'tis  very  necessary  thou  shoakTrt 
Lnow,  because  thou  must  be  employed  as  aa  ac- 
tor. 

Nick,  An  actor  ?  O  no ;  that's  a  player ;  and 
our  parson  rails  against  players  mightily,  1  can 
tell  you,  because  they  brought  him  drunk  npoo 
the  stD^e  once ; — as  he  will  be  horribly  drunk. 

Oath.  Mass  I  cannot  blame  him  then,  poor 
church-spout. 

Pye.  Why,  as  an  iotennedler  dien. 

Nich,  Ay,  that,  that. 

Pve  Give  me  audience  then.  When  the  oM 
knight,  thy  master,  has  rnged  his  fill  for  the  kill 
of  the  chain,  tell  him  thou  batt  a  kiasoiaii  in  pri* 
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son,  of  such  exquiHte  art,  that  the  devil  himself 
is  French  lackey  to  him,  and  runs  bare-headed  by 
his  horse-beily,  when  he  has  one ;  whom  he  «niI 
cause,  with  most  Irish  dexterity,^^  to  fetch  his 
chain,  thiMigh  'cwere  hid  under  a  mine  of  sea-coal, 
and  iieVr  make  spade  or  pick-axe  bis  instruments: 
tell  liim  but  this,  with  t'artlier  instructions  thou 
alialt  receive  from  me,  and  thou  sbuwest  thyself  a 
kinsman  indeed. 

Oalh    A  daiuty  bully. 

Skir.  An  honest  book-keeper. 

Idle.  And  my  three- times-thrice- honey  cousin. 

Nick.  Nay>  grace  of  God,  1*11  rob  him  on't  sud- 
denly, and  hang  it  in  the  rosemary  bank ;  but  I 
bear  that  mind,  cousin,  I  would  not  steal  any 
thinf^,  methinks,  for  mine  own  father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  mind  in  that,  captain. 

Pye.  Why,  well  said ;  he  begins  to  be  ao  ho- 
nest fellow,  Taith. 

Oath,  In  troth  he  does. 

itich.  You  see,  cousin,  I  am  willing  to  do  you 
tny  kindness;  always  saving  inyself  harmless. 

Idle,  Why  I  thank  thee.  Fare  thee  well ;  I 
shall  requite  it.  [Erii  Nicholas. 

Oath,  Twill  be  good  for  thee,  captain,  that 
thoa  hast  such  an  egregious  ass  to  thy  cousin* 

Idle.  Ay,  is  he  not  a  fine  fool,  corporal } 
Bat,  George,  thou  talk'stof  art  and  conjuring; 
How  shall  that  be } 

Pye.  Puh  !  be't  not  in  your  care : 
Leave  that  to  me  and  my  directions. 
Weil,  captain,  donbt  not  thy  delivery  now. 
Even  with  the  vantage,  man,  to  gain  by  prison, 
As  my  thoughts  prompt  me.    Hold  on  brain  and 

plot! 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events, 
All  which  I  doubt  not  but  to  hit  at  length. 
1*11  to  the  widow  with  a  quaint  assault : 
Captain,  be  merry. 

Idle,  Who,  1  ?  Kerry  merry  buff-jerkiD. 


Bye,  Oh,  I  am  happy  in  more  sleights ;  and 
one  will  knit  strong  in  another.    Corporal  Oath. 

Oath,  Ho!  bully! 

Pye.  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmish,  1  have  a 
necessary  task  for  you  both. 

Skir,  Lay  it  upon  us,  Geoi^e  Pyeboard. 

Oath,  Whate*er  it  be,  we*ll  manage  it. 

Pye.  I  would  have  you  to  mamtain  a  qoarrel 
before  the  lady  widow's  door,  and  draw  your 
swords  i*the  edge  of  the  evening :  dash  a  htti^ 
clash,  dash. 

Oath,  Fuh ! 
Let  us  alone  to  make  our  blades  ring  noon, 
Though  it  be  after  supper. 

Pve.  I  know  you  can:  and  out  of  that  false 
fire,  I  doubt  not  but  to  raise  strange  belief.  And, 
captain,  to  countenance  my  device  the  better, 
and  grace  my  words  to  the  widow,  I  have  a  good 
plain  sactiu  suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  reveller 
t'other  night ;  for  words  pass  not  regarded  now- 
a-days,  unless  they  come  from  a  good  suit  of 
cloches ;  which  the  Fates  and  my  wits  have  be- 
stowed upon  me.  Well,  capuin  Idle,  if  I  did  not 
highly  love  thee,  I  would  nc*er  be  seen  wichm 
twelve  score  of  a  prison  ;^'  for  I  protest,  at  this 
instant,  I  walk  in  great  danger  of  small  debts.  I 
owe  money  to  several  hostesses,  and  von  kiiow 
such  jills  will  quickly  be  upon  a  man's  jack.^ 

Idle,  True,  George. 

Pye,  Fare  thee  well,  captain.  Come  corporal 
and  ancienL  Thou  skalt  bear  more  news  next 
time  we  greet  tbee. 

Oath,  More  news  ? — Ay,  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge- 
foot,  in  heaven  shalt  thou.^' 

[Exeunt  Ftbboard,  Skirmish,  and 
Oath. 

Idle,  Enough :  my  friends,  farewell ! 
This  prison  shows  as  ghosts  did  part  ia  hell. 

[ExU. 


**  With  mott  Irish  dexterity ^Wiih  the  agility  of  a  mnaiog  footman.  In  the  time  of  queen  Ellxabelh 
and  king  James  I.  many  noblemen  had  Irish  mooing  footmen  in  their  service. — M alone. 

^'  I  would  ne'er  be  seen  viithin  twelve  score  ^  a  priion, — ^That  Is,  within  twelve  score  yards  of  a  pri- 
son.- -Malonb. 

8ee  note  on  JCtfi^  Henrp  IV,  last  edit.  vol.  v.  p.  346.     Stbbtbn s. 

'^  And  you  know  «ucA  jills  udU  quickly  be  upon  a  mon't  jack  —Jill  is  a  low  appellation  far  a  woman  i 
originally  a  cormption  of  Julian.  A  jack  or  jarket  was  the  quilted  waistcoat  formerly  worn  under  a 
coat  of  mai  1.    See  S penser's  Viom  of  Ireland^  p.  4V,  edit.  1 6S3. — M  a  lon  B . 

Such  jills  will  quickly  be  upon  a  mmn*s  j«cJk.— See  note  on  the  Taming  of  a  ShreWf  last  edit.  vol.  iiL 
p.  47d.— -Stbbvbbs. 

^  By  yon  Bear  at  Bridge^foot^  in  heaven  tkalt  thou,  I  do  not  anderstaad  this  aiyuration.  Perhaps 
the  word  heaven  is  a  corruption.  We  were  told,  Just  before,  ttiat  tbe  pretended  scuffle  was  to  be  in  the 
evening.  I  therefore  susper  t  we  should  read — **  by  yon  Bear  at  the  Bridge-foot,  (the  sign  of  a  well- 
known  tavern  at  the  foot  of  London  Bridge)  in  the  even  shalt  thoa.**  rhe  coiporal  would  naturally 
enough  swear  by  the  sign  of  a  public -house  which  he  was  accustomed  to  frequent.*— bTBBVBHS. 
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SC£N£  t-^A  Room  in  the  Widoa^i  Bouse. 

inter  Maby. 

Mary*  Not  marry  !  forswear  malriage  I  Why 
idl  women  know  'tis  as  hobourable  a  thing  as  to 
lie  with  a  man ;  and  I,  to  spight  my  sistei^s  tow 
the  more,  have  entertained  a  suitor  already,  a  6fie 
gallant  knight  of  the  last  feather.^  He  says  he 
will  coach  me  too,  and  well  appoint  roe ;  allow 
me  money  to  dice  withal ;  and  manjf  sach  plea- 
ting protestations  hesticks  apon  my  hps.  Indeed, 
his  short-winded  father  i'  the  country  is  wondrous 
wealthy,  a  most  abominable  fanner ;  and  there- 
fore he  mav  do  it  in  time.  Troth  I'll  venture  up- 
on him.  Women  are  not  without  ways  enough  to 
help  themselves :  if  he  prove  wise,  and  good  as 
lus  word,  why  I  shall  love  him,  and  use  him  kind- 
ly ;  and  if  he  prove  an  ass,  why  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  warning  I  can  transform  him  into  an 
ox ; — there  comes  in  my  relief  again. 

Enter  Fbailtt. 

TrtdL  O,  mistress  Mary,  mistress  Mary ! 

Mary,  How  now?  whars  the  news? 

Trm,  The  knight,  your  suitor,  sir  John  Pen- 
iiydub. 

Mary.  6ir  John  Pennydub  ?  where  ?  where  ? 

FraiL  He's  walking  in  the  gallery. 

Mary.  Has  my  mother  seen  him  yet  ? 

FratL  O  no ;  she's  spitting  in  the  kitchen.  *'' 

Mary.  Direct  him  hither  sofUy,  good  Fraihy : 
111  meet  him  half  way. 

FraiL  That's  just  like  running  a  tilt ;  but  I 
hope  WU  break  nothing  this  time.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  John  Penkydub. 

Mary,  Tis  happiness  my  mother  saw  him  not 
O  welcome,  good  sir  John. 

Sir  John.  I  thank  you  'faith — ^Nay,  jou  must 
stand  me  till  I  kiss  you :  'tis  the  fashion  every 
where,  i'faith,  and  I  came  from  court  even  now. 

Mary.  Nav,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  should 
aneer  the  fashion ! 

^air  John.  Then,  not  forgetting  the  sweet  of 
new  ceremonies,  I  first  fall  ^ck ;  then  recovering 
myself,  make  my  booottr  to  your  lip  thus ;  and 
then  accost  it  [Kisies  her, 

Mary,  Trust  me,  very  pretty  and  moving; 
you're  worthy  of  it,  sir — O  my  mottier,  my  mother! 
now  she's  here,  we'll  steal  into  the  gallery. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Maby. 


Enter  Widow  and  Sir  GobFBSY. 


Sir  God.  Nay,  sister,  let  reason  rule  yoo ;  do 
not  play  the  fool ;  stand  not  in  your  own  light 
Tou  have  wealthy  oSers,  large  tenderings ;  do  oot 
withstand  your  good  fortune.  Who  comes  a  wocr 
ing  to  you,  I  pray?  No  small  fool ;  a  rich  kniibt 
o'  the  city,  sir  Oliver  Muckhill ;  no  &mall  fool,  I 
can  tell  you.  And,  furthermore,  as  I  heard  late 
by  your  maid-servants,  (as  your  nmid-servantswill 
say  to  me  kny  thing,  I  thank  them,)  both  your 
daughters  arc  not  without  suitors,  ay,  and  worthy 
ones  too ;  one  a  brisk  courtier,  sir  Andrew  Tip- 
sta£^  suitor  afar  off  to  your  eld^t  daughter;  and 
the  third,  a  huge  wealthy  farmer's  son,  a  fine 
young  country  knight ;  they  call  him  sir  Joha 
Pennydub:  a  good  name,  marry; — be  may  hare 
it  coined  when  he  lacks  money.  What  blesugs 
are  these,  sister? 

Wid.  Tenipt  me  not,  Slatan. 

Sir  Ood.  btLtnn  I  do  I  look  like  Satan?  I  hope 
the  devil's  not  so  old  as  I,  I  trow. 

Wid.  You  wound  my  senses,  brother,  when  yoa 
name 
A  suitor  to  me.    O,  I  bannot  abide  it ; 
I  take  in  poison  when  I  hear  one  named: 

Enter  Simok. 

How  now,  Simon ;  where's  my  son  Edmond  ? 

Sim.  Verily,  madam,  he  is  at  vain  eiercise, 
dripping  in  the  Tennis-Court 

Wid,  At  Tennis-Coort !  O,  now  his  fadier*s 
gone,  I  shall  have  no  rule  with  him.  Oh,  wicked 
Edmond  I  I  might  weU  compare  this  with  die 
propheqr  in  the  Chronicle,  though  far  inferior: 
As  Harry  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and  Harrj  of 
Windsor  lost  all;  so  Edmond  of  Bristow,  tfait 
was  the  father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of  London, 
that*s  his  son,  now  will  spend  alL 

Sir  Ood.  Peace,  sister,  well  have  him  refonH'' 
ed ;  there's  hope  of  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  i 
little. 

£iil<f  Feailtt. 

FrtuL  Forsooth,  madam,  there  are  two  or  diree 
archers  at  door  itoold  very  gladly  apeak  with  jour 
ladyship. 

iVid.  Archers? 

Sir  God,  Your  basbaod's  fletcher,  I  warrant* 

Wid.  O, 
Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  home  tfaiogs  of 
his; 


^  JJUi9  gallant  knight  of  the  last  feather. — When  this  phiy  was  written,  feathers  were  mack  won 
by  men.  See  Decker  s  QuCt  Hom^ook^  1609  :  *Mf  the  writer  be  a  fellow  that  bath  either  epigrawned 
you,  or  bath  bad  a  flirt  at  year  mistress,  or  bath  brought  either  your  featherf  or  yoar  red  beard,  or  j^ 
little  legs,  die.  on  the  stage.'*— Ma  lone. 

**  A  hat  of  the  tart  block f**  was  a  phrase  signifying,  a  bat  of  the  neteat  fatkion, — Stbbvkhs. 

^l  Spitting f  probably  the  nicer  naihe  for  roasting,  at  least  superintending  the  operation. 
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lid  have  fofgot  diem.    How  now, 

tin! 

we  archers? 

AlHdeew  Tipstaff,  Sir  Oliver 
[LL,  and  Sir  John  Penvydub. 

J  do  you  not  see  them  before  jou  ? 
)  arcners !— what  do  you  call  'em— 
Shooters  and  archers  are  all  one,  I 

ignorant  slaye ! 

t^ay,  pra?  be  patient,  lady ; 

way  of  honourable  ioye-^ 

We  do. 


Toyoo. 

I  And  to  your  daughters. 

!iy  will  you  ofler  me  thi%  gentlemen, 
1  not  look  upon  you)  when  the  tears 
t  of  mine  eyes,  not  yet  washed  off 
leks;  and  my  dear  hosband's  body 
1  as  the  cofifn  ?  What  reason  have 
t?  I  am  not  like  some  of  your  wi- 
ll bury  one  in  the  evening,  and  be 
another  ere  morning.  Pray,  away ; 
ar  answers,  good  knights.  An  you 
[hts,  I  have  vowed  never  to  many ; 
ny  daughters  too. 

^y,  two  of  you  have^  but  the  third's 
u 

Mdft  a  shrewd  answer,  marry.  The 
Dt  the  first ;  and  he's  a  blunt  wooer, 
e  for  one  sharp  answer. 
¥here  be  your  daughters,  lady  ?  I 
pve  us  better  encouragement 
ed  they'll  answer  you  so ;  take  it  on 
ey'U  give  you  the  very  same  answer 
ly  la. 

Mum :  MarVs  a  good  wench  still;  I 
le'll  do. 

iVell,  lady,  for  this  time  well  take 
lioping  for  better  comfort 
ivfTf  never,  an  I  live  these  thousand 
fou  be  good  knights,  do  not  hope; 
ain,  vain.  Look  you  put  off  all  your 
come  to  me  again. 
Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Sir  Andrew. 
of  all  their  suits,  quoth-a  ?  ay,  that's 
ingof  a  widow  indeed,  when  a  roan's 
ihat  is,  when  he's  a-bed  with  her. 
Sir  Godfrey,  here's  twenty  angels 
L  hard  for  me;  there's  life  in'tyet  ^ 
Fear  not.  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill ;  Fll 
r  you :  leave  all  with  roe. 

[Exit  Sir  Oliver. 


Enter  FrEWQkKD, 

Pve.  By  your  leave,  lady  widow. 

Wid,  What,  another  suitor  now  ? 

Pye,  A  suitor !  No,  I  protest,  lady,  if  you^d 
^ve  me  yourself,  Vd  not  he  troubled  with  you. 

Wid.  Say  you  sOy  sir  ?  then  you're  the  better 
weioome,  sir. 

Pye.  Nay,  heaven  bless  me  from  a  widow,  on* 
less  I  were  sure  to  bury  her  speedily  ? 

TFid.  Good  bluntneas.  Well,  your  business^ 
sir? 

Pye,  Very  needful ;  if  you  were  in  private 
once. 

Wid.  Needful?  Brother,  pray  leave  us;  and 
you»  sir.  [Ex^  Sir  Godfrey. 

FraiL  t  should  famgh  now,  if  this  blunt  fellow 
should  put  them  all  beside  the  stirrup,  and  vault 
into  the  saddle  himself.  I  have  seen  as  mad  a 
trick.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Wid.  Now,  sir ;  here's  none  but  we. 

Enter  Mary  and  Frances. 

Daughters,  forbear. 

Pye.  O  no,  pray  let  them  stay ;  for  what  I  have 
to  Apeak  importem  equally  to  them  as  to  yon. 

Wid.  Then  you  may  stay. 

Pye.  I  pray  bestow  on  me  a  serious  ear. 
For  what  1  speak  b  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

Wid.  Fear? 

Pye,  Ay,  if  it  pass  unregarded,  and  unefiected ; 
else  peace  and  joy  t  I  pray  attention.  Widow,  I 
have  been  a  mere  stranger  from  these  parts  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  husband  of 
you,  and  father  of  them ;  but  I  truly  know,  by 
certain  spiritual  intelligence,  that  he  is  in  purga* 
tory. 

Wid,  Purgpitory !  tub ;  that  word  deserves  to 
be  spit  upon.  I  wonder  that  a  man  of  sober 
tongue,  as  you  seem  to  be,  should  have  the  folly 
to  believe  there's  such  a  place. 

Pye.  Well,  lady,  in  cold  blood,  I  speak  it ;  I 
assure  ynu  that  there  is  a  purgatory,  in  which 
place  I  know  your  husband  to  reside,  and  where- 
ro  he  is  like  to  remain,  till  the  dissolution  of  the 
world,  till  the  last  general  bonfire ;  when  all  the 
earth  shall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the  seas  scald 
their  finny  labourers :  so  long  is  his  abidance,  un- 
less your  alter  the  property  of  your  purpose,  to? 
^ether  with  each  of  your  daughters  theirs ;  that 
IS,  the  purpose  of  single  life  in  yourself  and  your 
eldest  daughter,  and  the  speedy  determination  of 
marriage  in  your  youngest 

Mary,  How  knows  he  that  ?  what,  has  some 
devil  told  him  ? 

Wid,  Strange  he  should  know  our  thoughtSi-? 


^  SnitM. 

*'  Tkere'i  Hfe  im't  ^.~So  Lear : 

•*  Then  there's  life  in  it,*' 
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Whjy  bot  daughter,  have  joa  porposed  speedy 
iDarriage  ? 

P^f.  You  see  she  cells  yoo,  ay,  for  she  says 
nothing.  Nay,  grwe  me  credit  as  you  please ;  I 
am  a  straaf^er  to  you,  and  yet  you  see  I  know 
your  detenninations,  ^vhich  must  come  to  me  me* 
taphysically,  aiid  by  a  hupernatural  intelligeace. 

WUi.  This  puts  amazement  oo  me. 

Fran.  Know  uorsetrets? 

Mary,  I  had  thought  to  steal  a  marriage. 
Would  his  toogue  had  dropped  out  when  he 
blabbed  it ! 

Wid.  But,  sir,  my  husband  was  too  honest  a 
dealing  man  to  be  now  in  any  pun>atories. 

Fye,  O,  do  not  load  your  conscience  with  an- 
truths ; 
Tis  but  mere  folly  now  to  gild  him  o*er. 
That  has  past  but  for  q^^per^  4  raised  here 
Canaot  unbind  (pas .there.    Confess  but  truth ; 
1  know,  he  got  his  wealth  with  a  hard  gripe : 
O,  hardly,  hardly. 

Wid.  This  is  most  strange  of  all :  bow  knows 
he  that  ^ 

Pye.  He  would  eat  fools  and.  ignorant  heirs 
cleanup; 
And  had  his  drink  from  many  a  poor  man's  brow, 
£ven  as  their  labour  brewed  it.  He  would  scrape 
Riches  to  him  most  unjustly :  the  very  dirt 
Between  his  nails  was  il:  got,  and  not  his  own. 
O,  I  groan  to  speak  on*t ;  the  thought  makes  ipe 
Shudder,  shudder ! 

Wid.  It  quakes  roe  toa  now  I  think  on't.  [Jside.] 
Sr,  I  am  much  griej^^d,  that  you  a  straqger  should 
so  deeply  wrong  my  dead  husbaqd  I 

Pye.  O ! 

Wid.  A  man  th^t  would  keep  church  so  duly ; 
rise  eafly,  before  his  servants,  and  even  for  reli* 
g^us  baste,  go  uogartered,  unbuttoned,  nay  (^r 
reverence)  untnissed,  to  morning  prater? 

Pyf.  p,u(r. 

Wid.  bme  quickly  upon  high  days;  and  wheu 
I  had  great  guests,  would  eyen  shame  me,  and 
rise  from  the  tabled  lo  get  a  good  seat  at  ati  after- 
noon sermon. 

Pye.  There's  the  devil,  there's  the  devil !  True: 
he  thought  it  sanaity  enough,  if  he  had  killed  a 
raan,  so  it  had  b(renj(jyMie  in  a  pew;  or  undone 
his  neighbour,  so  iti^ad  \^an  near  enough  to  the 
preacher.  O,  a  sermon's  a  fine  »t)f)rt  cloak  of  an 
liour  long,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  or'  a  dis- 
sembler.— Churcl)  !  fiy,  he  seemed  all  church, 
and  his  conscience  was  as  hard  a^  the  pulpit. 

Wid.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 

Pye.  Nor  I,  widow,  jendure  to  fatter. 

Wid.  Is  this  all  your  business  with  me? 

Pj/e.  No,  lady,  'tis  but  the  induction  to  it.  ^ 
You  may  believe  my  strains;  I  strike  all  true ; 
And  if  your  conscience  vould  leap  up  to  your 


tongue^  yourself  would  affirm  it  And  that  yoa 
shall  perceive  I  know  of  thing*  to  come,  as  well 
as  I  do  of  what  is  present,  a  brother  of  your 
husband's  shall  shortly  have  a  loss. 

Wid.  A  loss  ?  marry,  heaven  forcfend  !  Sir  God- 
frey, my  brother ! 

Pye.  Nav,  keep  in  your  wonders^  till  I  have 
told  you  the  fortunes  of  you  all ;  which  are  more 
fearful,  if  not  happily  prevented.  F«ir  your  psit 
and  your  dauishtcrs',  if  there  be  not  once  this  day 
some  blood  shed  before  your  door,  wli^reof  the 
human  creature  dies,  two  of  you  (the  eider)  fball 
run  mad;-*- 

Wid.  and  Fran.  Oh ! 

Mary.  That's  not  I  yet. 

Pye.  And,  with  mo^t  impudent  prastitotiaa, 
show  your  naked  bodies  to  the  yi^w  of  ali  be- 
holders. 

Wid.  Our  naked  bodiea?  6e  for  shame. 

Pye,  Attend  n^e'^aud  your  yuung/er  daughter 
be  btruckeu  dumb. . 

Mary,  Dumb  ?  out,  alas !  'tis  the  wont  pain 
of  all  lor  a  woman.  i*d  ruiher  be  mad,  or  ma 
naked,  or  any  thing.     Duiob  1 

Pye.  Give  ear:  Ere  the  evening  fall  upon  bill, 
bog,  and  meadow,  this  my  bpc'ech  sliall  have  put 
probatipu,  and  tlien  sbi|ll  1  be  believed  acoord- 

Wid.  If  this  be  true,  we  are  all  shamed,  all  aa> 
done. 

.  Mary.  Dumb !  I'll  speak  as  much  as  ever  I  cui 
possibly  before  evening. 

Pye.  But  if  it  so  come  to  pass,  (as  for  your  fiur 
sakes  I  wish  it  may)  that  this  presage  of  joov 
strange  fortunes  be  prevented  by  that  accident 
of  death  and  blood-shedding,,  (which  1  befor* 
told  you  of,)  take  heed*  upon  your  li\es,  that  two 
of  you  which  have  vowed  never  to  marry,  Kck 
out  husliands  with  all  present  speed;  and  yoa, 
the  third,  that  have  sttdi  a  de»ire  to  oat^thp 
chabtity,  look  you  meddle  not  with  a  husbaod. 

Mary,  A  double  tonHeot. 

Pye,  The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  father  m 
purgatory ;  and  tlte  pqm^hments  that  ahatl  folkw 
you  in  this  world*  would  with  horror  kill  the  ear 
should  hear  them  related, 

Wid.  Marry !  Why  I  vowed  never  to  many. 

JVira.  And  so  did  }. 

Mary.  And  I  vowed  never  to  be  such  an  k$, 
but  to  marry.    What  a  cross  fortune's  this? 

Pye.  Ladies,  though  I. be  a  fortune-teller,  I 
cannot  better  fortunes;  you  have  them  from  las 
as  they  are  revc filed  to  me:  I  would  they  were 
to  your  t^mpers^  and  fellows  with  your  bloods; 
that's  all  the  hitternfss  I. would  you. 

Wid.  O  !  'tis  a  just  vengeance  for  my  husbaocTs 
hard  purchases. 


''  *r/s  bui  the  hidaetloD  lo  it-'Tht  prehufe  or  fn/rocfitftion  to  it-— Maloxb. 
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jysb  I  wub  jwm  to  MUik  |DKntlici»  mad 
leave  them. 

Wid,  rU  to  sir  Godfrey^  mj  biotfaery  aDd  ao- 
qiuuDt  him  with  these  Tearfbl  presages. 

JVen.  Jbr,  mother,  tbey  foiMd  lames  to  him. 

Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  the  v  do. 
If  any  happf  issue  croif  thy  irordsy 
I  will  reward  thy  cunmng. 

Pye.  rrb  emmghy  My;  I  imsh  no  bMer. 

[Bgmmt  W^idom<mdFwLA9QWiL 

Mary,  Damb  ?  and  not  marry  ?  wisrse : 
Neither  to  speak,  oar  kin;  a  doable  oarw.  (ExH, 

Pye.  So  ah  this  comes  well  aboat  vec  I  |ilay 
liie  tortaoe-toller  as  weU  as  if  I  had  liad  a  %«itch 
to  my  gnwaam :  foK,  by  good  happsaess^  being  in 
m  tiostesi?^  gprdea,  wfcica  fieig^lmrs  the  oivlmi^ 
•or  die  widow,  I  yd  the  bole  of  mine  ear  to  a 
ImtaJD  #10  wall,  aad  baaed  them  wmketfcese  vows, 
and  speak  tboee  w<erd%  apon  wbicb  i  wrought 
tbeae  advaatogm;  end  to  encoorece  my  Axvery 
tbe  mare,  I  may  now  peroei^  ia  toem  a  natarat 
mmplicity  which  will  easily  siyaMow  an  abase,  if 
Miy  oovertag  be  over  it :  and  to  confirm  my  for- 
aner  presage  to  tbe  widow,  I  have  adfiseo  old 
Peier  Skitmasb,  the  soldier,  to  hoit  oonmiml  Oath 
upon  tbe  le| ;  and  in  that  hurry  I'll  rosa  amongst 
thenv  and  mstead  of  giving  the  corporal  some ' 
— *'-■  to  comfort  him|  rU  pour  into  his  mouth 


a  potien  of  nahepy  antora^  toowbeliim  team  as 
dead ;  for  «be  whnh  the  old  soldier  being  appi^ 
bended,  and  ready  to  be  borne  to  cneoucion,  1*11 
smp  ia,  and  take  apon  me  the  cure  of  the  dead 
man,  upon  pain  of  dying  the  condeamed*«  ^ath. 
Tbe  corporal  will  wake  at  bis  annate,  wbro  the 
sieepy  force  hath  wrought  kself;  mid  so  shall  I 
^  myself  into  a  most  admired  aoinieii,  and,  uo- 
4tr  the  pretext  of  that  conning,  beguile  as  I  see 
occasion.  And  if  that  foolish  Nicholas  St  Ant- 
lings  keep  true  time  with  the  chain,  my  plot  will 
he  sound,  the  captain  delivered,  and  my  wits  ap- 
ptonded  amonsit  sobahn  and  soldiers  for  ever. 

SCENE  U,'-A  Garden. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Nlch,  O,  I  have  fomid  an  excellent  advantage 
to  take  away  the  chain.  My  master  pot  it  off 
e'en  aow,  to  'sav  en  a  new  doablfct;  3'  and  I 
sneaked  it  away  by  little  and  little^  UKiSt  tmritn- 
mcalljr.  We  shall  have  good  sport  anon,  when  he 
has  missed  it,  about  my  cousin  theooOjuner.  Tbe 
world  shall  see  Fm  an  honest  man  Of  my  word  ; 
for  now  I'm  going  to  hang  it  between  heaven  and 
earth,  among  tbe  rosemary  branches.         [£n^. 


ACTUL 


SC¥NEL-^Tke  Streeiirfore  tke  Widm's  Botue. 
Enter  Smov  anJ  Fiuilty. 

FraiL  Sirrah,-  Simon  St  Mary-Overies,  my  mis- 
tress sends  away  all  her  saitoia,  and  pats  fleas  in 
their  ears. 

Sim,  fVaiky,  she  dees  Kbe  an  honest,  chaste, 
and  virtuous  woman ;  for  widows  ought  not  to 
wnllow  in  tbe  puddle  of  iniquity. 

FraiL  Yet,  Simon,  many  widows  will  do% 
srhatso  comes  oo*t. 

Sim.  True,  Fraiky ;  their  fikhy  flesh  desires  a 
comaoction  copulative.  What  strangers  are 
within,  Frmtty  ? 

FtwL  There's  none,  Simon,  bat  Ifr  Pilfer  tbe 
Taylor :  he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  'praisiog  of 
a  doublet :  '^  and  I  most  tmdge  anon  to  fetch 
Mr  Suds  tbe  barber. 

Sim.  Master  Suds:— a  good  man;  be  washes 
the  nns  of  the  beard  clean. 

Enter  SsiamiB. 
Skir.  How  now,  creatares  ?  what's  o'clock  ? 


FraiL  Why,  do  yon  lake  «s  to  be  Jacks  o'  the 
clock  house  f^' 

Skir,  1  say  again  to  you,  what  is^  o'clock? 

Sim.  Truly,  la,  we  go  by  the  clock  of  our  con- 
science. All  worldly  clocks  we  know  go  falser 
and  are  set  by  drunken  sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what  is't  o'clock  in  your  conscience  ? 
— O,  I  must  break  off;  here  comes  the  corporal. 

Enter  Oatm, 

Hum,  ham :  what  is*t  o'dock  f 
Oath.  OVAodc  ?  why,  past  seventeen. 
^  Ftaii.  Past  seventeen !  Nav,  he  has  met  with 
his  match  now ;  corporal  Oath  will  lit  him. 

Shir.  Thou  dost  not  balk  or  haflle  me,  dost 
thou  ?  I  am  a  soldier.    Past  setenteen ! 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  flgure% 
art  thou  ?  1  wiU  prove  it  unto  thee:  twelve  and 
one  is  thirteen,  I  hope ;  two  fourteen,  three  fif- 
teen, four  sixteen,  and  five  seventeen ;  then  past 
seventeen :  I  will  take  the  dial's  oart  in  a  just 


cause. 
Skir.  1  say  'us  but  past  &9e  then. 


»^  fb  'my  oa  tt  «e«  J««ftbf— That  h,  to  essay  or  try  It  on.— Malovs. 

3*  'Prabiog  of  •  dvbUt :— Appieciatfaig,  esthaatfaigthe  price  of  a  doublet  i  dcUvertng  the  Hems  of  Ml 
charge. — M  a  lo  n  a. 

3s  fFAy,  dowmtakeuitoie  Jacks  o*  the  cleck-boase  ?— Ftgarcs  formerly  placed  ia  the  great  docks 
of  churches,  which  by  mechanism  itmck  tbe  boars.  At  St  Damtaa's  church  la  Londoa,  two  of  these 
Jacks  of  the  cloek'house  may  yet  be  leen. — Malohb. 

See  notes  oa  K.  JSicAord  III.  last  ediU  YoU  YII.  p*  11S«— Smruts. 
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Oath.  V\\  swear  'tis  past  seventeea  then.  Dost 
thou  not  know  numbers  ?  Can'st  thou  not  cast  ? 

Skir,  Cast  ?  dost  thou  speak  of  my  casting  i'the 
street  ?  ^^  [They  dritw  and  fight* 

Oath.  Ay,  and  in  the  market-place. 

Sim.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs.  ^'  [Simon  run$  away. 

FraiL  Ay,  I  knew  by  their  shuffling,  clubs 
would  be  trump.  Mass,  here's  the  knave,  an  he 
can  do  any  good  upon  them  :  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs. 

[Exit. 

.  Enter  Pyeboard. 

Oath.  O  villain,  thou  hast  opened  a  vein  in  my 
leg. 

Pye.  How  now  ?  for  shame,  for  shame,  put  up, 
put  up. 

Oath.  By  yon  blue  welkin,  'twas  out  of  my 
part,  George,  to  be  hurt  on  the  leg. 

Enter  Officers. 

Pye.  O,  peace  now  :  I  have  a  cordial  here  to 
comfort  thee. 

Offi.  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em  ;  lay  hands 
upon  the  villain. 

Skir.  Lay  hands  on  me? 

Fye.  I'll  not  be  seen  among  them  now. 

[Exit  Pyeboard. 
Oath.  Tm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  sur* 
geons  lay  hands  upon  me,  than  rough  officers. 

0^.  Go,  carry  him  to  be  dressed  then :  this 
mutinous  soldier  shall  along  with  me  to  prison. 
[Exeunt  some  of  the  Sherijps  Officers 
with  Corporal  Okin. 
Skir.  To  prison  ?    Where's  George  ? 
Offi.  Ayrsij  with  him. 

[Elxeunt  Officers  with  Skirmish. 

SCENE  IL-^The  same. 

Reenter  Pyeboard. 

PifC.  So, 
All  lights  as  I  would  wish.    The  amazed  widow 
Will  plant  me  strongly  now  in  her  belief. 
And  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words  : 
JFur  the  event  turns  those  presages  from  them 
Of  beihg  mad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy, 
JVlingled  with  admiration.  These  empty  creatures. 
Soldier  and  corppraJ,  were  but  ordained 
As  instruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
Now  to  my  patient;  here's  his  potion.        [Exit. 


SCENE  Ut-^An  Apartment  im  the  Widm>t 

House* 

Enter  WidoWy  Frances,  and  Mary. 

Wid.  O  Wondrous  happiness,    beyond  oor 
thoughts!  ■ 
O  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  fortunes 
Were  blest  even  in  our  cradles.     We  «ce  quitted 
Of  all  those  shameful  violent  presages 
By  this  rash  bleeding  chance.     Go,  Frailty,  n^ 

and  know 
Whetlier  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead. 
That  here  before  my  door  received  bis  hurt 

Frail*  Madam  he  was  carried  to  the  superior; 
but  if  he  had  no  money  when  he  came  there,  i 
warrant  he's  dead  by  this  time.    [Exit  Frailh. 

Fran.  Sure  that  man  is  a  rare  fortune-teller; 
never  looked  upon  our  hands,  nor  upon  any  mtik 
about  us :  a  wondrous  fellow  surely  ! 

Mary.  I  am  glad  I  have  the  use  of  my  toofoe 
yet,  though  of  nothing  else,  i  shall  find  the  ^J 
to  marry  too,  I  hope,  shortly. 

Wid.  O  where's  my  brother  sir  Godfrey?! 
would  he  were  here,  that  I  might  relate  to  hni 
how  prophetically  the  cunning  gentleman  spoke 
in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  O  my  chain,  my  chain  !  I  have  lost 
my  chain.    Where  he  these  villains,  varlets  ? 
Wid.  O,  he  has  lost  his  chain. 
Sir  God.  My  chain,  my  chain  ! 
Wid.  Brother,  be  patient ;   hear   me  speak. 
You  know  I  told  you  that  a  cuoiiing-man  told  me 
that  you  should  have  a  loss,  and  he  has  propbe- 
cied  so  true- 
Sir  God,  Out,  he's  a  villain  to  prophecy  of  the 
loss  of  my  chain.    *Twas  worth  above  three  hw 
dred  crowns.    Besides,  'twas  my  father's,  ray  fa- 
thers father's,  my  grandfather's  huge  graodft- 
ther's :  '^  I  had  as  lief  have  lost  my  neck,  as  the 
cliain  that  hung  about  it.  O  my  chain,  my  dnio ! 
Wid.  O,  brother,  who  can  be  guarded  against 
a  misfortune  ?  'Tis  happy  'twas  no  more. 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  sister, 
would  you  had  me  lost  more?  my  best  gown  tpo. 
witli  the  cloth  of  gold  lace  ?  my  holiday  gaskioSi^' 
and  my  jerkin  set  with  pearl  ?  No  more ! 
Wid.  O,  brother,  you  can  read — 
Sir  God.  But  1  cannot  read  where  my  chain  is> 
What  strangers  have  been  here  ?  You  let  in  stran- 


3^  Ddst  thou  speak  of  my  casting  in  the  street  ? — There  is  a  play  oo  the  Word  coif,  which  formerly  so- 
nified to  vomit,  as  well  as  to  throw  or  to  reckon. — Malohb. 

3'  Clubty  dubs,  clubs. — From  our  old  plays  it  appears,  that  it  was  customary,  on  the  first  appeanoce 
of  a  broil  or  riot,  to  cry  out  clubs ;  I  suppose,  to  part  the  combatants.     So  in  jis  Vou  Like  It : 


**  Clubs  cannot  part  them.*' 
^*  Huge  grandfather^s ; — i.  e.  great  grand  fat  her*s. — Percy. 
37  Mjf  holiday  gaakins.«-»Gfcu^riu  ore  breeches,— Maloke. 
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ieves,  and  catcfa-poles.    How  comes  it 
*bere  was  aone  above  with  me  but  mj 
and  my  taylor  will  not  steal,!  hope. 
.  No;  he's  afraid  of  a  chain. 

Enter  Frailty. 

How  now,  sirrah  ?  the  news  ? 
O,  mistress,  he  may  well  be  called  a  cor- 
»w,  for  his  corpse  is  as  dead  as  a  cold  ca- 

More  happiness. 

}otL    Sirrah,  what's  this  to  my  chain? 

I  my  chain,  knave  ? 
.  Your  chain,  sir  } 

od,  My  chain  is  lost,  viHain. 
I  would  he  were  hanged  in  chains  ^hat 

len  for  roe.    Alas,  sir,  I  saw  none  of  your 

ice  you  were  hung,  with  it  yourself. 

od.  Out  variet !  it  had  full  three  thou- 
sand links; 

>ft  told  it  over  at  my  prayers; 

d  over :  full  three  thousand  liukB.    . 
Had  it  so,  sir !  sorie  it  cannot  be  lost 

II  put  you  in  that  comfort 
t^  Why?  why? 

•  ^hy,  if  your  diain  had  so  many  links, 
t  choose  but  come  to  li^ht. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

od.  Delusion !  Now,  long  Nicholas,  where 
lain? 

Why  about  your  neck,  is't  not,  sir  ? 
od.   About  my  neck,  varlet  ?  My  chain  is 
» stolen  away ;  I  am  robbed. 
Nay,  brother,  shew  yourself  a  man. 

Ay,  if  it  be  lost  or  stole,  if  he  would  be 
mistress,  I  could  bring  him  to  a  cunning 

I  of  mine  that  would  fetch  it  again  with  a 

« 

rod.  Canst  thou  ?  I  will  be  patient ;  say, 

wells  he  ? 

Marry  he  dwells  now,  sir,  where  he  would 

II  an  he  could  choose ;  in  the  Marshalsea, 
\t  he's  an  excellent  fellow  if  he  were  out ; 
elled  all  the  world  over  he,  and  been  in 
!n  and  twenty  provinces  :^'  why,  he  would 

be  fetched,  sir,  if  it  were  rid  a  thousand 
t  of  town. 
rod.  An  admirable  fallow  !  What  lies  he 

Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  steward  of  ten 
'other  nigh^  as  any  man  would  ha*  dooe^ 
re  he  lies  for't. 
}od.     ru  make  his  peace.    A  trifle !  I'll 

get  his  pardon, 
a  bountiful  reward.    1*11  about  it. 
the  clerks,  the  Justice  will  do  much. 
i)out  it  straight    Good  sister  pardou  me  ; 


All  will  be  well,  I  hope,  and  tuni  to  good  t 
The  name  of  conjurer  has  laid  my  blood. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.-^A  Street. 
Enter  Puttock,  RAVENSHAW,an(iDoGSOK. 

Put.  His  hostess  where  he  lies  will  trust  him  no 
longer.  She  hath  fee*d  me  to  arrest  him ;  and  if 
you  will  accompany  me,  because  I  know  not  of 
what  nature  the  scholar  is,  whether  desperate  or 
swift,  you  shall  share  with  roe,  seijeant  Raven- 
shaw.    I  have  the  good  angel  to  arrest  him.^ 

Rav.  'Troth  ril  take  part  with  thee  then,  Ser- 
jeant ;  not  for  the  sake  of  the  money  so  much,  as 
for  the  hate  I  bear  to  a  scholar.  Why,  Serjeant, 
*tis  natural  in  us  you  know  to  hate  scholars, — na- 
tural; besides,  they  will  publish  our  imperfec- 
tions, knaveries,  and  conveyances,  upon  scaffolds 
and  stages. 

Put.  Ay,  and  spitefully  too.  'Troth  I  have 
wondered  how  the  slaves  could  see  into  our 
breasts  so  much,  when  our  doublets  are  buttoned 
with  pewter. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  so  close  without  yielding.  O, 
theyVe  parlous  fellows;  they  will  search  more 
with  their  wits,  than  a  constable  with  his  officers. 

Put.  Whist,  whist,  whist.  Yeoman  Dogsoo^ 
yeoman  Do^son. 

Dog.  Ha !  what  says  Serjeant  ? 

Put,  Is  he  in  the  'pothecary*s  shop  still? 

Dog,  Ay,  ay. 

Put.  Have  an  eye,  have  an  eye. 

Rav.  The  best  is,  serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true 
scholar,  he  wears  no  weapon,  I  think. 

Put.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  weapon. 

Rav.  Mass  I  am  glad  of  that ;  it  has  pot  roe  in 
better  heart.  Nay,  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me 
alone  to  drag  him,  if  he  be  stiff-necked.  I  have 
been  one  of  the  six  myself,  that  has  dragged 
as  tall  men  of  their  hands,  when  their  weapons 
have  been  gone,  as  ever  bastinadoed  a  serjeant. 
I  have  done  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog,  Serjeant  Puttock,  serjeant  Puttock. 

Put.  Ho. 

Dog.  He's  coming  out  single. 

Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy  ;  let  him 
play  a  little,  let  him  play  a  little;  we'll  jerk  him 
up  o{  a  sudden  t  I  ha'  fish'd  in  my  time. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  fool,  serjeant. 

Enter  Pyeboard. 

Pye,  1  parted  now  from  Nicholas  :  the  chain's 
couched. 
And  the  old  knight  has  spent  his  rage  upon't. 
The  widow  holds  me  in  great  admiration 
For  cunning  art :  'mongst  joys  I'm  even  lost. 
For  my  device  can  no  way  now  he  crossed  : . 


maoed  Cor  ibe  seventeen  provioces. 

ive  the  goQi  angel  to  arrest  kim^^^He  means  the  coin  so  called.— Ma lo.xb. 
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A od  now  I  nml  l»  fntm  to  ike  captai% 
Aud  tbere-^ 

Fui,  I  trrest  yoo,  sir. 

Pye.  Oh— I  spoke  truer  than  I  \Tas  aware  ;  I 
must  to  prison  imietd. 

Put.  They  say  you're  a  scholar. — Nay,  sir — 
yeoman  Oogson,  have  care  to  his  arms. — You  11 
rail  Bfimmm  stricaBlB^ aad  slaga  'em?  Yoa^l  tackle 
th«ir  vices  i 

Ftft,  Ni^  u«  t  Khe  a  ynrtiia,  Vm  Httie 
less. 

Fmi.  Ya*  a  gentkoMs!  that's  a  goodjeH 
i'faith.  Ckis»  a  scholar  he  a  gtuSleusaat  whea  a 
geatkimui  wt&l  not  be  a  scholar)  Look  upon  yaor 
wealthy  citiBeBflT  &•■%  whether  they  he  Kholars 
or  no,  ihal  are  p^entleiMshy  iheir  tehess'  tradcst 
A-scboiar  a  gratlssaaa ! 

Pyr.  Nay^  Aet  fuiiaae  drire aU  bar  stiags  iaia 
ine»  she  caaaot  hait  that  hi  ane.  A  geiitlsnMin  is 
aeddens  imeparabile  to  my  blood. 

Rg9.  A  rahlemeat!  nay,  you  shaH  hare  a 
bloody  rablement  upon  yon,  I  warrant  yon. 

Pnt,  Go,  yeoman  De|;eany  beCon^  and  enter 
the  action  i'  tne  Counter. 

[  JSrt^  Dooeoii. 

Pye,  Pray  do  not  handle  me  croelly;  I'll  go 
whither  yoa  please  to  hare  me. 

Pmi.  Ohy  he's  tame ;  let  him  loose^  seijeaat 

Pye,  Pray,  at  whose  suit  is  this  ? 

Put,  Why  at  your  hostessVsiBt  where  yoo  lie, 
mistress  Conyborrow^  lor  bed  and  board;  the 
sum  four  pound  fire  shillings  and  fire  pence. 

Pye.  I  know  the  sum  too  true ;  yet  1  presuand 
Upoa  a  farther  day.    Well,  'tis  my  stars^ 
And  1  must  bear  it  now,  thoagh  aeter  harder. 
I  swear  now  o^  derice  is  orasi^d  indeed  t 
C wtain  mast  lie  fay't :  this  is  deceit's  seed. 

Put.  Come,  csaw  away. 

Pye,  Pray  gira  mm  somach  tiqse  as  la  kni(  asy 
garter,  and  i'H  awi^  with  you. 

Pmt.  Weil,  we  tnast  he  paid  for  this  waiting 
npan  yoa ;  this  fsaa  pains  to  attend  thus. 

[Pyeboard  DfTtend^  totU  ki$  garter, 

Pye.  I  am  now  wrrmed  and  miserable ;  I  shall 
ne'er  recover  of  this  disease.  Hot  iron  gnaw  their 
£sts !  They  hare  struck  a  fever  into  my  shoolder, 
which  I  shall  ne'er  shake  ootagaio,  I  fear  me^\ill 
with  a  true  Mess  t^rpmt  the  scaton  remore  me. 
O,  if  I  take  prioan  cmce,  I  shall  be  presi^d  to  d^ath 
with  actions;  bat  not  so  happy  as  speedily :  per- 
haps I  may  be  forty  years  a  pressing,  till  I  be  a 
thin  old  man;  thut  looking  through  the  ^tes, 
men  may  look  through  me.  All  my  means  is  con- 
founded. What  shall  I  do  ?  Haya  my  wits  served 
me  so  loo^  afid  now  srre  me  the  slip  (like  a 
train'd  servant)  when  I  bare  most  need  of  them  ? 
No  device  to  keep  my  poor  cahcase  from  These 
puttocks  ?— -Yes,  happiness ;  haw  I  a  papar  aboot 


ma  now?  Ye%  Cwot  ni  tiy  it,  k  nsajrhk;  £s> 
trtmUf  u  lAa  tmiicktiome  uni9  miL  Aj^  uj. 

Put.  'SAiot,  howmany  yarda  are  in  thy  gsrtsn^ 
that  thou  art  sa  isag  a  t]iiiig  of  theaa?  Coma  aaaf^ 
sir. 

Pye.  Troth  serjeant,  I  protest,  yon  could  netcr 
have  took  me  at  a  worse  tiaie;  for  now  at  tin 
instaat  I  have  no  lawfai  pictora  about  me>^ 

Pm«.  ISlid,  bow  shall  we  came  by  oar  fessdisaf 

Rav.  We  must  have  fees,  sirrah. 

Pye.  I  could  have  wish'd,  i'finth,  that  yoa  had 
took  sae  hidif  an  boor  hsnre  for  ya«r  own  sdbs; 
for  I  protest  if  yon  had  not  csoss\&  me,  I  wy* 
log  in  great  joy  to  receive  Bwe  poaad  af  a  |UHih 
man,  for  the  derioa  Off  a  mask  bars,  dfawB  m  dii 

K.    Btttiiow,caaBe^IawstbaooiiCentad;\i8 
imoch  lorn,  and  aaswerabia  t»  thaiestif 
my  fortunes. 

Paf.  Why,  haw  far henet  dwella  tbatgeodi- 
nmn? 

Rn.  Ay,  well  said^  smjiaat;  'lis  goad  to  CHt 
about  for  money. 
Pa^  Speak;  if  it  be  not  hx^ 
iy.  We  are  bat  a  little  past  it ;  the  aeit  stmt 

behind  us. 

Put.  'Slid,  we  hare  waited  wpon  yoo  giisiaady 
already.  If  youll  say  yoaf I  he  hbafal  when  jm 
have  it,  gjve  us  double  fees,  and  spend  npnn  ai^ 
why  we'll  show  you  that  kindness,  and  go  akiBg 
with  you  to  the  ceotleman. 

Rav,  Ay,  well  said ;  still,  serjeant,  urge  dmt 

Pye.  ^IVoth  if  it  will  suffice,  it  shall  he  all 
among  yoa ;  for  my  part  V\l  aot  pochet  a  peonj: 
my  hMtess  shall  have  her  four  poonds  five  sfad- 
lings,  and  bate  me  the  fife  pence;  and  the  other 
fiflM«n  shillings  111  spend  upon  yoo. 

Rav,  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  sdiolar. 

Put,  An  excellent  sdKrfar  ifuith ;  has  proceed* 

ed  very  well  a-late.    Come  we'll  along  with  vos. 

[ JBminf  PvTTocB,  Ravemshaw,  end  rri- 

BOA  BD,  wAo  knocki  at  the  door  of  a  Gn^ 

tlemofCi  Haute  ai  the  imekk  offkeStegt, 

SCENE  V.^A  QeUay  m  a  Gtnikm^hHmM. 

Enter  a  ServoML 

S^.  Who  knodLs?  WhcA  at  door?  We  ksi 
need  of  a  porter.  [Qp^"*  '^  ^^' 

P^  \Within\  A  few  friends  here,  i^  » 
the  gentleman  you^  master  within  } 

&r.  Yes;  is  your  business  to  him  f 

[SeromU  f^^pm  the  imr* 

Sfter  Py£B0ak%  Puttock,  RAysysBAW,  emi 

'      DOGSOK, 

Pye.  Ay,heknowsit,whe»haieesaa:Ipny 
yoii,  haveyoa  foigot  me? 
&r.  Ayi  I7  njy,  trothy  sir ;  pMy  coam  Msr;  n 


^'  N0  lawmi  picture  fthui  SM.-^MoDey  is  slUl  called  JCiiv's  |P<0(mi^  Uk  low 
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ioMKttattKlai«ryo«.  Pleftie  jrov  to  walk  keve 
in  the  i^llery  tiU'he  comes.  [£ri>  SenmmL 

F^  WewiliatteMi  iMswanhi^  Worahipl 
UuiiIl;  lor  to  moch  the  poau  al  ki»  ckior  ihouM 
sigoify,^  and  tho  fair  coming-in^  and  the  wicket; 
else  I  neither  koew  him  nmt  hit  vrorthip :  hat  ^tis 
happiocts  be  »  within  doon,  wfaattoe'er  be  be. 
If  be  be  nat  too  nnidi  a  foniiai  cttiieii^  be  BMy 
de  aw  good.— [ilttdf .)  ■  ■  Serjeant  and  yeomma^ 
bow  do  jott  like  this  hoase  ?  la't  not  BMst  wbe4« 
■omely  plotted  ?  ^ 

JUk^FfoChy  prisonaiy  an  eioeading  €ue  bouae. 

Pye.  Yet  I  wonder,  bow  be. should  forget  rae^— -> 
for  be  never  knew  me.  [Adde,]  No  antler  ;  what 
is  forgot  in  joo,  will  be  remembefed  in  jour  bmm- 
ter.  A  pKttf  Gomfoftable  room  lbi%  mcthiaki ; 
joo  have  nonsuch  rooms  in  prison  now  ? 

FuL  0,iieg-botes  to*t. 

Pps.  Dog-holes^  indeed.  I  can  tell  vou^  I  bare 
g;inBt  bope  to  haive  my  chamber  here  shortly^  nay, 
and  diet  too;  for  be*stbe  meet  free  beariedst  gen- 
tleman, where  be  takes :  yea  would  little  think  iL 
And  what  a  fine  gallery  were  here  fer  me  to  walk 
and  studr,  and  make  verses  ? 

FuL  O,  it  stands  very  pleasantly  for  n  scholar. 

Enter  Gentleman, 

Pyc  Look  what  mapi^  aad  pictures,  end  de- 
vices^ and  things^  neatly,  delicaiely— -Mass  here 
he  comes;  he  should  be  a  gentleeian ;  1  like  his 
beard  well. — AU  happiness  to  your  worship. 

Gent.  You're  kindly  welcome,  yr, 

i\il.  A  simple  salutation. 

Rav,  Mass,  it  seems  the  gentleman  mAea  gyeat 
nooonnc  of  him. 

Fve,  1  have  the  tbing  here  for  yon,  sir^— [Teto 
the  Gentlemtm  t^^art,']  I  beseech  you  eonceal  me, 
air;  I'm  undone  else.  [Jside.]  I  hme  the  mask 
here  for  vou,  sir;  look  you,  sirv— 1  beseech  your 
wofiship  nrst  patdoo  my  radeness,  forny  eUiemes 
make  me  boider  than  I  woubl  be.  I  am  a  poor 
gentleman,  and  a  scholar,  and  now  most  unfortu- 
nately fallen  into  the  fangs  of  unmerciful  officers ; 
nrrefted  for  debt,  which  though  small,  I  am  not 
sU>le  to  compass^  by  season  1  am  destitute  of  lands, 
money,  and  friends ;  so  that  if  I  fall  into  the  hun- 
gry swallow  of  the  prison,  I  am  like  -utterly  to 
pmisli,  and  with  fees  and  extortions  be  piachad 
dean  to  the  bone.  New,  if  ever  pity  had  inte- 
rest in  the  blood  of  a  gentleman,  I  beseech  yon 
Tonebsafe  bat  to  favoor  that  means  of  my  eacape, 
which  I  have  already  thought  opon. 

Gent  Go  forward. 


Pal.  I  warrant  he Hkeait  ramly; 

Pye,  In  the  phsnge  ef  my  extreaude%  being 
|;iddy,  and  denbtfal  what  to  do^  at  bttt  it  wm  put 
lato  my  htboariag  thoaghts>  to  make  a  happy  nan 
of  this  paper ;  and  to  blear  their  unlettered  eyes^ 
I  lold  tbeta  ihete  was  a  device  for  a  mmk  drawn 
in't,  aad  that  (bat  for  their  interoeptioa)  I  was  go* 
ing  to  a  gentleman  to  receive  my  reward  fort. 
Thej,  greedjf  at  this  word,  and  hoping  to  make 
purchaae  of  aie^  offered  their  attendance  to  g» 
along  with  me.  My  bap  waa  to  make  bold  with 
year  door,  sii^  which  my  thoeghts  showed  am  tha 
most  fiurest  aad  oemrartabM  cntrabca;  and  I 
hope  I  bate  happened  right  open  onderatanding 
and  pity.  May  it  please  your  goad  worship,  theiv 
but  to  uphold  mj  device,  wbich  is^  to  let  one  of 
Yoor  men  put  mo  eat  at  a  back-door,  and  I  shall 
be  hound  to  yoor  worship  far  ever. 

Oemt,  By  my  troth,  an  eacaUeat  derice. 

Fmt  An  eaoellent  device  be  mys;  he  kkea  it 
wonderfullv. 

Geni.  (/my  faith,I  never  heard  a  belter* 

Bm9.  Hark,  be  swears  he  never  heard  a  better, 
seijeant. 

Fut.  O,  theve^snota]kon*t;  he^a  an  eaoellent 
schofaM*,  and  eapedally  for  a  mask. 

Gemi.  Give  me  yonr  paper,  your  device ;  I  was 
never  better  nteaaed  in  all  my  bfe:  good  wit, 
brave  wit,  finely  wrought !  Come  in,  sir,  and  re- 
ceive year  nwney,  air.  [Ejtit* 

Fye,  I'll  follow  your  good  worship^— Yon  heard 
hew  helikeditnow? 

Pa^  Pub,  we  know  he  could  not  choose  bati 
like  it.  Go  diy  ways;  thou  art  a  witty  fiae  fallow 
i'faith:  thou  shalt  discourse  it  to  us  at  the  lavef» 
anon ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Fye,  Ay,  aV|  that  I  will.  Look,  serieant^  here 
are  maps,  and  prettv  tovs :  be  doing  in  tlie  mean 
time ;  I  shall  quicLly  have  laid  out  the  meneyy 
you  know. 

Pa^  Go,  go,  fittle  vHlatn;  fetch  thy  chink ;  I 
begin  to  love  thee :  I'll  be  drunk  to-nig|it  in  th j 
company. 

Pye.  This  gentleman  I  well  may  call  a  part 
Of  my  salvation  in  them  earthly  evils, 
For  lie  has  wved  me  from  three  hungrv  devils* 

{Exit  Pteboaeo. 

Fut  Sirrah  Serjeant,  these. maps  are  prettj 
painted  things  bat  I  could  ne'er  fai^f  ^>a  yet  t 
methinks  they're  too  busy,  and  fall  of  circles  and 
eonjointions.  Tbey  my  all  the  world's  in  one  of 
them;  but  I  could  ne'er  find  the  Coooter  in  the 
Poaltry.*^ 


^  Wonkipt  J  tkink  f  for  to  much  the  posts  at  hb  door  ^ould  rtgni/jf.^^mi\ee»  of  peace  and  sherIA, 
in  the  time  of  queen  Ellabeth,  had  two  posts  placed  before  their  door.^MALoas. 

flee  aote  on  3ks(/U  Ntgki^  last  edit.  veL  liv.  p.  llA.fi-'aTSBVBBS. 

^  Jt't  not  mott  wbolsomely  plotted.— L  e.  Is  not  the  ground  plot  of  thb  boose  laid  la  a  most  wholes 
fome  situation. — PaaoT* 

^  Bui  J  could  uferfifd  th9  Cooalcjr  in  the  P^aftrib-oThe  prison  w  caUcd.«*MAi.0]iB« 
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[Anonymous^ 


Rav.  I  tliink  so ;  how  could  you  find  it?  for 
^^Mi  iiiiaw  it  Ktands  buhiiul  the  bouses. 

Dog.  Mass,  that's  true ;  then  we  must  Jook 
4/che  back*side  for'c.  'i>toot  here's  nothiog;  all's 
bare. 

Rav.  I  warrant  thee,  that  stands  for  the  Coun- 
ter :  for  you  know  there's  a  company  of  bare  fel- 
lows there. 

Put.  'Faith  like  enough,  seijeant;  I  never 
marked  so  much  before.  Sirrah  serjeanc^  and  yeo- 
man, I  should  love  these  maps  out  o'  cry  now,  if 
we  could  see  men  peep  out  ot'  door  in  'em.  O,  we 
mit^lit  have  'em  in  a  morning  to  our  breakfast  so 
finely,  4ind  ne'er  knock  our  heels  to  the  ground  a 
whole  day  for  'em. 

Rav.  Ay  marry,  sir,  I'd  buy  one  then  myself 
But  this  talk  is  by  the  way. — Where  shall  us  sup 
to-night  ?  Five  pound  received— let's  talk  of  that. 
I  have  a  trick  worth  all.  You  two  shall  bear  him 
to  the  tavern,  whilst  I  go  close  with  his  hostess, 
and  work  out  of  her.  I  know  she  would  be  glad 
of  the  sum,  to  finger  money,  because  she  knows 
'tis  but  a  desperate  ^debt,  and  full  of  hazard. — 
"What  will  you  say,  if  I  bring  it  to  ^pass,  that  the 
liofttess«hsilt  be  contented  with  one  half  for  all, 
and  we  to  share  t'other  fifty  shillings,  bullies  ? 

Put.  Why,  I  would  call  thee  king  of  Serjeants, 
and  thou  shouldTst  be  chronicled  in  the  Counter- 
book  for  ever. 

Rav.  Well,  put  it  to  me ;  we'll  make  a  night 
OD't,  i'faith. 

Dog.  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  mure  money, 
}te  stays  so  long. 

Put.  He  tarries  long  indeed.  May  be  I  can  tell 
yoo,  upon  the  good  liking  on't,  the  gentleman  may 
prove  more  bountiful. 

Ra;^.  1  hat  would  be  rare ;  we'll  search  him. 

Put.  Nay,  be  sure  of  it,  we'll  search  him,  and 
make  him  light  enough. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Rav.  O,  here  comes  the  gentleman.  By  your 
kftve,  sir. 


Gent.  God  you  good  den,  ^irs.  Would  yoa 
speak  with  me  r 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  worship,  Mr;  only  we 
are  bold  to  stay  for  a  friend  of  our^s  chat  went  in 
with  your  worship. 

Gent,  Who?  not  the  scholar? 

Put.  Yes,  e'en  he,  an  it  please  yoor  worriiip. 

Gent.  Did  he  make  you  stay  for  him  ?  He  did 
you  wrong  then :  why,  1  can  assure  you  he's  gone 
above  an  hour  ago. 

Rav.  How,  sir? 

Gent.  I  paid  him  his  money,  and  my  man  txM 
me  he  went  out  at  back-door. 

Put.  Back-door? 

Gent.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Put.  He  was  our  prisoner,  sir;  we. did  arrest 
him. 

Gent.  What !  he  was  not?— You  the  sheriff's 
officers  !  You  were  to  blame  then.  Why  did  oot 
you  make  known  to  me  as  much?  I  could  hate 
kept  him  for  you.  I  protest  he  received  all  of  me 
in  Britain  gold  of  the  last  coining.^' 

Rav.  Vengeance  dog  him  with*t  I 

Put.  'Sfoot,  has  he  guU'd  us  so  ? 

Dog.  Where  shall  we  sup  now,  serjeantsi 

Put.  Sup,  Simon,  now !  ^  eat  porridge  for  a 
month. — Well,  we  cannot  impute  it.to  any  lack 
of  good  will  in  your  worship.  You  did  but  as  an- 
other would  have  done.  Twas  our  hard  fortunes 
tjo  miss  the  purchase ; — but  if  e'er  we  clutch  him 
again,  the  Counter  shall  charm  him. 

Rav.  The  Hole  shall  rot  him.^^ 

Dog.  Amen.  [Exeunt  Serfemti, 

Gent.  So; 
Vex  out  your  lungs  without  doors.    I  am  proud 
It  was  my  liap  to  help  him.    It  fell  fit ; 
He  went  not  empty  neither  for  his  wit. 
Alas,  pocN*  wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  brain, 
To  labour  his  delivery,  to  be  free 
From  their  unpitying  fangs.     I'm  glad  it  stood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  scholar  good.      [Eiit. 


♦5  Jprotegtj  he  received  of  me  all  in  Britain  gold  of  the  last  coining.—'*  On  tbel6tb  of  November  1 6M, 
(rays  6t6we,  AnnaU^  p.  856,  edit  16^1,)  was  proclaimed  at  London  certain  netD  pieces  of  coloe  bolk  of 
gnM  and  silver,  with  the  true  valuation  and  weights  of  them,  according  to  the  mint  of  both  lutftoat,  Eng- 
lisb  and  Scottish. — Ma  lone. 

^  Sap,  Simon,  tioae  / — This  allvdes  to  the  jClMiract^r  of,"  Simon  of  Southampton,  alias  Sup-hMk^ 
whom  we  read  of  in  Thomas  of  fleading,  or  the  sixc  wort  hie  Veomen  ^  tAe  We*t.  Now  the  sixth  tims  csrj 
rected  and  enUn-gtd  by  T.  D.  (i.  e.  Thomas  Decker)  16:)2. — Steevens. 

^7  The  fiole  shall  rot  him. — The  Hole  was  one  of  the  meanest  apartments  in  the  Counter  prisoo.  Set 
JTu  Walks  ofJJogsdonj  with  the  Humours  of  Woodstreet  Compter y  a  comedy,  1657  : 

**  Next  from  the  stocks,  the  Hole^  and  Little-ease, 
**  Sad  places,  which  kind  nature  do  displease, 
**  And  from  the  rattling  of  the  keeper's  keys, 

Libera  nos^Domine.^ 

**  If  a  man  must  be  in  a  prison  (says  Suckling)  His  better  to  lie  in  a  private  room,  than  in  tA«  Bsk/^ 

Ma  LOME. 

iio  in  the  Counter-rat^  a  poem,  1658  .* 

*^  In  Woodstreet*s  hohy  or  Po«Ury*s  hell.**--STBEyiirs. 
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SC£N£  VI.— il  Room  in  the  MarshaUea  Pruan, 
Enter  Idle  ;  to  him  Pyeboard.    . 

Idle,  How  now !  Who's  that  ?  What  are  you  ? 

I*ye.  The  same  that  I  should  be,  captain. 

Idle,  George  Pyeboard  ?  Honest  George  ?  Why 
caro'st  thou  in  half-faced,  muffled  so? 

Pye.  O  captaio,  I  thought  we  should  ne'er  have 
lauH,bed  again,  never  spent  frolic  hour  again. 

Idle,  Why  ?  why  f 

Pye.  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  with  news 
As  happy  as  thy  quick  delivery, — 
Was  traced  out  by  the  scent ;  arrested,  captain. 

Jdk.  Arrested,  George  ? 

Pye,  Arrested.  Guess,  guess, — bow  many  dogs 
4o  you  think  I  had  upon  me? 

Idle,  Dc^s  ?  I  say,  I  know  not. 

Pye.  Almost  as  many  as  George  Stone,  the 
bear ;  ^  three  at  once,  three  at  once. 

Idle.  How  didst  thou  shake  them  off  then  ? 

Pye.  The  time  is  busy,  and  calls  upon  our 
wits. 
Let  it  suffice. 

Here  I  stand  safe,  and  scaped  by  miracle; 
i^me  other  hour  shall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  steep 
Our  eyes  in  laughter.  Captain,  my  device 
Leans  to  thy  happiness ;  for  ere  the  day 
Be  bpent  tu  the  girdle,  thou  shalt  be  free. 
The  corporal's  in's  first  sleep ;  the  chain  is  miss'd ; 
Thy  kinsman  has  expressed  thee;  and  the  old 

knight. 
With  palsy  hams,  now  labours  thy  release. 
What  rests, is  all  in  thee; — to  conjure,  captain. 

Idle.  Conjure  ?  'Sfoot,  George,  you  know,  the 
devil  a  conjuring  I  can  conjure. 

Pye,  The  devil  a  conjuring  ?  Nay,  by  my  fay, 
Td  not  have  thee  do  so  much,  captain,  as  the  de- 
vil a  conjuring.  Look  here ;  I  have  brought  thee 
a  circle  ready  charactered  and  all. 
.  Idle.  'Sfcot,  George,  art  in  thy  right  wits  ?  Dost 
know  what  thou  sny*st  ?  Why  dost  talk  to  a  cap- 
tain of  conjuring?  Didst  thou  ever  hear  of  a 
Captain  Conjure  in  thy  life  ?  Dost  call't  a  circle  ? 
^is  too  wide  a  thing,  methinks  ?  had  it  been  a 
lesser  circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have  done. 

Pye,  Why  every  fool  knows  that,  captain.  Nay 
then  ril  not  cog  with  you,  captain  :  if  you'll  stay 
and  hang  the  next  sessions,  you  may. 

Idle.  No,  by  my  faith,  George.  Come,  come ; 
let's  to  conjuring. 

Pye.  But  if  you  look  to  be  released,  (as  my 
wits  have  took  pain  to  work  it,  and  ail  means 


wrought  to  further  it,)  besides,  to  put  crowns  is 
your  purse,  to  make  you  a  man  of  better  hopes; 
and  whereas,  before  you 'were  a  captain  or  poor 
soldier,  to  make  you  now  a  commander  of  rich 
fools,  which  as  truly  the  only  best  purchase  peace 
can  allow  you,  safer  than  highways,  heath,  or  co- 
ny-groves, and  yet  a  far  better  booty ;  for  your 
greatest  thieves  are  never  hanged,  never  hanged : 
for  why?  they're  wise,  and  cheat  within  dours; 
and  we  geld  fools  of  more  money  in  one  night, 
than  your  false-tailed  gelding^  will  purchase  ia 
twelvemonths'  running ;  which  confirms  the  old 
beldam's  saying.  He's  wisest ,  that  keeps  himself 
warmest ;  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good  fire. 

Idle.  Well  opened  i'faith,  George ;  ihou  hast 
pulled  that  saying  out  of  the  husk. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle,  'tis  no  time  now  to  delude 
or  delay.  The  old  knight  will  be  here  suddenly ; 
ril  perfect  you,  direct  you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't : 
'tis  nothing. 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  George,  I  know  not  what  to  -saj 
to't.   Conjure  ?  I  shall  be  hanged  ere  I  conjure. 

Pye.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  captain;  you'll 
ne'er  conjure  after  you're  hanged,  I  warrant  you. 
Look  you,  sir ;  a  parlous  matter,  sure  !  First,  to 
spread  your  circle  upon  tlie  ground,  with  a  little 
conjuring  ceremony,  (as  I'll  have  an  hackney- 
man's  wand  silvered  o'er  o'purpose  for  you ;)  then 
arriving  in  the  circle,  with  a  huge  word,  and  a 
great  trample — as,  for  instance — have  you  never 
seen  a  stalking,  stamping  player,  that  will  raise  a 
tempest  with  his  tongue,  aud  thunder  with  his 
heeU? 

Idle.  O  yes,  yes,  yes ;  often,  often. 

Pye.  Why  be  like  such  a  one.  For  any  thing 
will  blear  the  old  knight's  eyes;  for  you  must 
note,  that  he'll  ne'er  dare  to  venture  into  the 
room ;  only  perhaps  peep  fearfully  through  the 
key-hole,  to  see  how  the  play  goes  forward. 

Idle.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will;  but 
mark  the  end  on't;  I  shall  but  shame,  myself 
i'faiih,  George.  Speak  big  words,  and  stamp  and 
stare,  and  he  look  in  at  key-hole  !  why  the  very 
thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh  outright, 
and  spoil  all.  Nay,  I'll  tell  thee,  George ;  when  I 
apprehend  a  thing  once,  I  am  of  such  a  laxative 
laughter,  that  if  tlie  devil  himself  stood  by,  I 
should  laugh  in  his  face. 

Pye.  Puh !  that's  but  the  babe  of  a  man,  and 
may  easily  be  hushed;— as  to  think  upon  some 
disaster,  some  sad  misfortune ; — as  the  death  of 
thy  father  i'the  country. 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive 


♦•  jilmoit  as  many  as  George  Stone,  the  bear: — George  Stone  was  a  noted  bear  exhibited  at  Paris  Gar- 
den ;  so  called  from  the  name  of  his  owner.  Thus  in  the  Silent  IVoman,  by  B.  Jonson,  1605  : — **^  and  then 
oat  of  the  banqueting  house  window,  when  Ned  Whiting  and  George  Stone  were  at  the  stake.** — Sacarson^ 
the  bear  mentioned  in  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor^  probably  likewise  bore  the  name  of  his  keeper.-^ 
Malone. 

^9  False-tailed  gelding.-^i  e.  a  horse  for  a  highwayman,  with  a  false  tail  to  take  on  and  off. 
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[AllOIITIIOIIlt 


«Miiil9MdiaM  eateGjrf  that  I  dMuld  Wer  Im 

liMBMIIg* 

jPye.  wkr  iImii  dMik  vpoa  fOMg  to  li— giwg, 

Idb.  Utm  tiMt'sfidI  rwcmbemd:  Now  101 
4o  welly  I  warrABt  thee ;  ne'er  fear  ne  WMr.  Bat 
iMiw  shftH  I  doy  Oe«fe,  lor  boMleroot  wvrdf  omI 
hoiTible  iMMiietf 

P^'Ptth !  wqr  fiuiiaii  lOfDcotiooByOeptauiy  wiil 
•eire  as  weU  m  tlie  best,  eo  you  ruit  tbeoi  one 
well !  or  YOU  amj  go  to  a  'potheearj^  Aop^  omI 
take  all  ine  words  froui  die  boaet. 

JdUe.  Trodiy  and  jfoa  saj  troey  George;  there** 
ttvaoge  words  enough  to  raite  a  kaodrad  ^aack- 
nhrm,  tkoos^  tli€^  be  acTer  to  poor  when  tliej 
kepii.  But  bere  liet  tbe  fear  on't :  bow,  if  iu 
thit  false  oonjarttMNi  a  true  devil  tbooid  pop  up 
■kleed? 

Pye.  A  true  den!,  captain?  why  there  wat 
neW  tucb  a  one.  Nay 'faith  be  that  Kas  this  place 
it  at  ftlte  a  knave  at  our  last  churchi-wardea. 

EtUe.  Tbea  h^  false  enoo^  ^  contdeace, 
]^th»  George. 

Prifoaert  cry  «MtAla.]  Good  gentlemen  orer 
tbe  way,  tend  your  relief :  Good  geotlemeq  over 
the  way^— fsood,  or  Godfrey ! 

Fjft.  Hci^eoaieybe^cooM. 

Enter  Sir  Godwkvt^  Edmoho^  and  Nicholas. 

Ifkh,  Matter,  that's  my  kintmaa  yonder  in  the 
bttffjerkia.  ffinsman,  timt't  ny  matter  yonder 
ftbe  taffiity  hat.    Pray  salute  him  entirely. 

[Sir  GoDFAEY  end  Idle  mlmte^  and 
Pyeboard  $alute$  Edmomd. 

Sir  God.  Now  nv  friend. 

[Sir  60DFRBT  end  Idle  f«/%  aiuie. 

JW.  May  I  partake  yoor  name,  nr  ? 

j!^m.  My  name  is  master  Edmoad. 

Pjfc.  Master  Edmond  f  Are  yoa  not  a  Welsh- 
man, sir? 

Edm,  A  Welshman?  why? 

Pve.  Because  roaster  it  your  Christian  name, 
and  Edmond  your  simame. 

Edm,  O  no:  I  have  more  names  at  home; 
matter  Edmond  Plus  is  my  full  name  at  length. 

Pye.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 

Idle,  [Aside'  to  Sir  Godfrey.]  I  understand 
diat  you  are  my  kinsman's  good  master  y  and  in 
xegard  of  that,  the  best  of  my  skill  is  at  your  8er> 
vice.  But  had  you  fortuned  a  mere  stranger,  and 
made  no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  should 
have  utterly  denied  to  have  men  the  roita ;  both 
by  reaton  of  the  act  of  parliament  against  conju- 
rers and  witches,^  as  also,  because  I  would  not 
have  my  art  vulgar,  trite,  and  common. 


Sir  Ood.  I  much  commend  your  care  diere^ 
good  captain  coajorer ;  and  that  I  will  be  lort  tt 
have  it  private  enough*  you  thall  do't  in  my  lit- 
ter't  house;  mine  own  boose  I  may  call  it,  for 
both  nor  chatget  therein  are  proportioaed. 

Idk.  Very  good,  tir.  What  may  I  call  year  kM» 
tir? 

Sir  God.  OyoauMrf  ciil  it  agreat  loH,agiw> 
vous  loss,  sir;  as  goowy  a  diaia  of  gold,  thoogk 
I  say  it,  that  wore  it— flow  tay^at  thou,  Nioh»> 
las? 

^  Nick.  O  *twae  as  delioioot  m  dmm  of  gtU^ 
kijisman,  you  know— 

Sir  God.  Too  ktiow  ?  Did  you  know^  eiptab  ? 

Idle,  Trust  a  fool  with  secrets !— Sir,  be  aii^ 
say,  I  know.  His  meamng  it,  becaose  my  aft  n 
such,  that  by  it  I  may  gather  a  knowledge  of  tl 
thin^ 

Str  God.  Ay,  very  true. 

JU/Se.  ApoEof  allfools!  Theexc«ietta^vp> 
on  my  loogue  like  tbip-pitdi  upon  a  marinsi's 
gowa,  not  to  comt  off  in  baste.  [Atide.]  Bv*r 
lady,  knight,  to  lose  such  a  fur  chain  of  gpl4 
were  a  foul  loss.  Well,  I  can  put  yoa  in  thbgooA 
comfon  on^t :  if  it  be  between  beaven  and  tartly 
knieht,  III  have  it  for  von. 

Sir  God,  A  wonderful  conjurer!  O  ay,^  b^ 
tween  heaven  and  earth,  I  warrant  you ;  it  ctih 
not  go  out  of  tbe  reahnt  I  know  itit  toetewbat 
above  tbe  eaith ; — 

Idle.  Ay,  ni|dier  tbe  earth  tban  tbaa  wotVt  oa 
^    ^  [Anii. 

Sir  God.  For  fint,  my  dbtm  wat  rich,  aad  at 
rich  thing  shall  enter  into  heaven,  you  know. 

lUek.  And  as  for  the  devil,  master,  be  bu  no 
need  on't ;  for  you  know  be  bat  a  great  chain  of 
hit  own. 

Sir  God.  Thou  ta/tt  tme,Nicbdlat^bat  behti 
put  off  that  now ;  that  lies  by  him. 

Idle.  'Faith,  knight,  in  few  words,  I  presomest 
much  upon  tlie  power  of  my  ait,  that  I  could  wai^ 
rant  yoor  chain  apda. 

Sir  God.  O  damty  capttia ! 

Idle.  Marry,  it  will  cost  roe  moch  swctt;  I 
were  better  go  to  sixteen  hot-hootes. 

Sir  God,  Ay,  good  man,  I  vrarrant  thee. 

Idle.  Beside  great  vexation  of  kidney  and  fiver. 

Nich.  O,  ^will  tickle  you  hereabouts,  cooiin; 
because  you  have  not  bciui  used  toV 

Sir  God.  No  ?  have  yoa  not  been  used  tt\ 
captain? 

Idle.  Plague  of  an  foolts^l?  [Awk.]  Indeed, 
knight,  1  have  not  used  it  a  good  while,  and  ther^ 
fore^twili  strain  me  so  much  the  more,  you  know. 


^  Both  hf  runam  of  the  oet  cf  parlimment  ogmhut  co^juren  ukA  witeAet.— Tbe  act  aDaded  to  pit* 
sed  In  tbe  Hist  year  of  James  I.  (1604.)  This  paisage,  therefore,  corroborates  the  varioas  other  circts- 
stances  that  have  been  mentioned,  to  ihow  that  the  play  befbre  m  was  not  written  tlU  afler  that  perish 
There  It  a  particular  cUuue  io  this  statute  agaiut  all  persou  ^  taking  upoothem  by  wltcbciafk,  &c.  I* 
tell  or  declare  la  what  place  any  ticaiare  of  gold  or  silver  should  or  lainl  be  ftM  or  bad  la  the  caithi 
or  other  secret  places.**— Malohe. 
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SirGotL  O,  it  will,  it  wilU 

Id/e,  What  plunges  he  pots  me  to  ?  Were  oot 
kiii|;ht  a  fool,  I  had  been  twice  spoiled  now. 
That  captain's  worse  than  accursed  that  has  an 
ftfs  to  his  kinsman.  *8foot,  I  fear  he  will  drivel 
it  out,  before  I  come  to't. — Vow,  sir,  to  come  to 
the  point  indeed  :  You  see  I  stick  here  in  the  jaw 
of  the  Marshalsea,  and  cannot  do'c 

^Sir  God.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning :  thou 
wouldV  say  thouVt  a  prisoner :  I  tell  thee  tbouVt 


Idle,  How,  none  ?  why  is  not  this  the  Marshal- 

Sir  God,  Wilt  hear  me  speak  ?  I  heard  of  thy 
rare  conjuring ; 
My  chain  was  lost ;  I  sweat  for  thy  release, 
As  thou  shalt  do  the  like  at  home  for  me  :— 
Keeper? 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep,  Sir. 

iSir  God,  Spenk,  is  not  this  man  free  ? 

Keep.  Yes,  at  his  pleasure,  sir,  the  fees  dischar- 
ged. 

Sir  God,  Go,  go ;  111  discharge  them,  L 

Keep,  I  thank  your  worship.       [Ex'U  Keeper. 

Id/e.  Now,  trust  me,  you're  a  dear  knight. — 
Kindness  unexpected  !  ().  there's  nothing  to  a  free 
gentleman.  I  will  conjure  for  you,  sir,  till  froth 
come  through  my  buff-jerkin. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  then  thou  shalt  not  pass  with  so 
little  a  bounty ;  f  >r  at  the  first  sight  of  my  chain 
again,  forty  fine  angels  shall  appear  unto  thee. 

Idie,  ''fwill  be  a  glorious  show,  i'faith,  knight ; 
a  very  fine  show.  But  are  all  these  of  your  own 
bouse  ?  Are  you  sure  of  that,  sir  ? 

Sir  God,  Ay,  ay ; — no,  no.  What's  he  yonder 
talking  with  my  wild  nephew  ?  Pray  heaven  be 
give  him  good  counsel. 

Idle,  Who,  he  ?  He's  a  rare  friend  of  mine,  an 
admirable  fellow,  knight;  the  finest  fortune-tel- 
ler,— 

Sir  God.  O !  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my 
lady  sister,  and  foretold  the  loss  of  my  chain :  I 
am  not  angry  with  him  now,  for  I  see  'twas  my 
fortune  to  lose  it.  By  your  leave,  master  fortune* 
teller,  I  had  a  glimpse  of  you  at  home,  at  my  sis- 
ter's the  widow's ;  there  you  prophecied  of  the 
loss  of  a  chain :  simply,  though  I  stand  here,  | 
was  he  that  lost  it. 

Pye.  Was  it  you,  sir  ? 

^ht,  O'  my  troth,  nuncle,  he's  the  rarest  fel- 
low ;  has  told  nae  my  fortune  so  right !  I  find  it 
to  right  to  my  nature. 

Sir  God.  What  ib't !  God  send  it  a  good  one. 

Edm.  O,  'tis  a  passing  good  one,  nuncle ;  for 
he  snys  I  shall  prove  such  an  excellent  gamester 


in  my  time,  that  I  ifaall  spend  all  faster  than  mj 
father  got  it. 

Sir  God,  There's  a  fortune  indeed. 

Edm,  Nay,  it  hits  my  humour  so  pat 

Sir  God.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't.  Will 
the  curse  of  the  beggar  prevail  so  much,  that  the 
son  shall  consume  that  foolishly  which  the  father 
got  craftily  ?  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  'twill,  'twill,  'twill. 

Pye.  Stay,  stay,  stay. 

[Opern  an  Almanack^  and  takei  loLt 
oMide, 

Idle.  Turn  over,  George. 

Pye.  June— July— Here,  July ;  that's  this  month; 
Sunday  thirteen,  yesterday  fourteen,  to-day  fif- 
teen. 

Idle,  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  day.  If 
within  the  compass  of  these  two  days  there  would 
be  some  boisterous  storm  or  otlter,  it  woald  be 
the  best;  I'd  defer  him  off 'till  then.  Some  tem- 
pest, an  it  be  thv  will. 

Pye.  Here's  the  fifteenth  day.  [Reads]  Hoi 
and  fair. ^'^ 

Idle,  Pub  I  would  it  had  been  hoi  andfouL  ' 

Pye.  The  sixteenth  day ;  that's  to-morrow  i^^ 
[Reads.]  The  morning  for  the  most  part  fair  and 
pleasant — 

IdU.  No  luck. 

Pye.  But  about  high^noon^  lightning  and  thun* 
der. 

Idle,  Lightning  and  thunder?  admirable  !  best 
of  all  I  I'll  conjure  to-morrow  just  at  high-noon, 
George. 

Pye,  Happen  but  true  to-morrow,  almanack, 
and  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  lie  all  the  jear  after. 

Idle.  Sir,  I  must  crave  your  patience,  to  be- 
stow this  day  upon  me,  thai  1  may  furnish  myself 
strongly.  I  sent  a  spirit  inta  Lancashire  t'other 
day,  to  fetch  back  a  knave  drover,  and  I  look  for 
his  return  this  evening.  To-morrow  morning  mj 
friend  here  and  I  will  come  and  breakfast  wita 
you. 

&>  God.  O,  you  shall  be  most  welcome. 

Idle.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  purpose 
to  conjure. 

Sir  God.  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fine  time  for  yoa« 

Edm.  Conjuring?  Do  you  mean  to  conjure  at 
our  house  to-morrow,  sir  r 

Idle.  Mariy  do  I,  sir;  'tis  my  intent,  young 
gentleman. 

Edm.  By  my  troth,  I'll  love  you  while  I  live 
for't.  O  rare  !  Nicholas,  we  shall  have  conjuring 
to-morrow. 

Nich.  Pub  !  ay,  I  could  ha'  told  you- of  that. 

Idle,  La,  he  could  have  told  him  of  that !  fool, 
concomb,  could  you  ?  [Aside, 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me,  sir?  I  desire  more  ac» 


"  Here*8  thtfiJUtnth  day^Hoi  anA  fair,  Ac<— When  Ibis  play  was  written,  even  scholars  and  men  ol 
sense  believed  the  ^trological  predictions  of  the  Alnumackd-^Paac  y« 
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quaiotence  on  you.  You  slmll  eap  sorot  maney 
of  me,  now  I  know  you  can  conjure  ;^-but  can 
you  fetch  any  that  is  lost? 

Idle.  O,  any  thing  that's  lost. 

JErfwi.  Why  look  you,  sir,  I  tell  it  you  as  a  friend 
find  a  conjurer.  I  should  marry  a  'pnathecary's 
daughter,  ^nd  'twas  told  m^,  she  lost  her  maiden- 
head at  Stony<^ratford :  now,  if  you'll  do  but  so 
much  as  conjure  for't,  and  make  all  whole  agwh*- 

Idte.  That  I  will,  sir. 

Earn.  By  my  trotti  I  thmik  you,  l«. 


Idle.  A  little  merry  with  yoor  tistier's  ton,  sir. 

Sir  Ood.  O,  a  simple  young  man,  ^f«ry  simf^ 
Come  captain,  and  you,  sir ;  well  e'en  part  intb 
a  gallon  of  wine  till  tOHnorrow  breakfast 

j£;  }  Troth,  agreed,  sir, 

iVicA.  Kinsman— scholar. 
Pye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  knave;  wortk 
a  hundred  Brownists.'* 

Nkh,  Am  I  indeed,  la?  I  tbimk  yon  heartily, 
la,  [£ret»l. 


ACT  IV. 


fSCJ^lLl.^  An  Apartment  in  the  Widow' »  Hmiee. 
Enter  Mary  and  Sir  Jonv  Pennyovb. 

Sir  John,  But  I  hope  you  will  not  serve  a  knight 
90,  gentlewoman,  will  you?  to  cashier  him,  and 
cast  him  off  at  your  pleasure !  What,  do  you 
think  I  was  dubbed  for  nothing  ?  No,  by  my  futh, 
lltdy's  daughter. 

Maty.  4:'ray,  sir  John  Pennydub,  let  it  be  de- 
ferred awhile.  I  have  as  big  a  heart  to  marry  as 
you  can  have ;  but,  as  the  fortune-teller  told  me— 
.  Sir  John.  Pox  o*  the  fortune-teller!  Would 
Derrick  had  been  his  fortune  seven  years  ago,^^ 
10  cross  my  love  thus !  Did  he  know  what  case  I 
was  in  ?  W])y  this  \s  abl^  to  niake  ft  man  drown 
himself  in  his  father's  fish-pcuid.. 

ilio;^.  And  then  he  told  me  moreover,  sir  John, 
that  the  |>r^pfa  of  (t  1^^  my  fpu^r  in  purgl^tor 
ry. 


Sir  John,  In  purgatory  ?  why  let  him  porjeoot 
his  heart  there;  what  have  we  to  do  with  thst? 
There's  physicians  enough  there  to  cast  h»  wa- 
ter :'^  is  that  anv  matter  tons?  How  can  he  hin- 
der our  love  ?  Why  let  him  be  hanged,  now  he^s 
dead. — Well,  have  I  rid  post  day  and  night,  lo 
bring  you  meri^  news  of  my  fatbits  deau,  and 
now — 

Mary.  Thy  fi^tber^s  death?  Is  the  oki  fanaer 
dead? 

Sir  John.  As  dead  as  his  barn-door,  MolL 

Afary.  And  you*ll  keep  your  word  with  nt 
now,  sir  John ;  that  I  shall  have  my  coach  and 
my  coachman  ? 

Sir  John.  Ay  'faith.  . 

Mary.  And  two  white  borsea  wiUi  black  (ea* 
thers  to  draw  it? 

Sir  John,  Two. 
■    Mary,  A  guarded  lackv  to  run  before  it,"  aod 
pied  liveries  to  come  trashing  aftcr'L'^ 


'^  fVhy  ntm  thou  art  a  good  knave ;  worth  a  kimind  Brownitts. — Sectaries,  so  called  from  Rabcrt 
Br<own,  who  first  advanced  the  doctrines  held  by  them,  about  the  year  1683.  8ee  FaUer*s  CkuthUkL 
B.  IX.  p.  €68. — ^Malonb. 

See  notes  on  Tmt\fth  Nighty  Uit  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  SSI.— Steevevs. 

^  WoHtd  derrick  had  ^#ra  hUfortumo  iovm  yearn  ago.^^Derrick  was  the  conunon  haagnan  at  the  tinf 
thtv  play  was  produced. — Malovb- 

So  in  the  Bell-man  of  London,  1C16 : — **  He  rides  circuit  with  the  devil,  and  Derrieke  must  be  bis  brat, 
>nd  T}  borne  the  inoe  at  which  he  Fill  Hf  ht.*'  Again,  **  if  Derrieke'*  cables  do  but  hold.*'  Again,  is  the 
ancient  Ballad^  eptitled,  <*  Upon  the  Eftrle  of  Essex  his  Death  :** 


V  Derick,  thou  know*st  at  Gales  I  saved 
.  '*  rhy  life  lost  for  a  rape  thete  done, 
**  Where  thou  thyself  can^st  testifie 
^'  Ihine  owne  hand  three  and  twenty  bung. — iSrsBTBiis. 

s^  There^e  pkysidani  enough  there  to  cast  bis  water.^To  discover  his  distemper  by  the  inqieetieo  of  lis 
urine.    80  in  Macbeth : 

**  If  ihou  couldst,  doctor,  cast 

**  The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease,*'  Sfc. — Malorb. 

*    Btt  note  on  Maebethf  last  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  fi97.»-STBBVE«s. 

^'  ^  guarded  lacky  to  run  brfore  if.— A  running  footman,  with  guaf^  or  faciqgs  to  his  livefy«^llA* 

XiONK. 

'^  This  word  has  greatly  puzzled  dramatic  critics.    It  occurs  in  Bopdnca,  where  Caratach,  dcscri* 
blo^  his  retreat,  says, 

I  fled  too. 


€i 


But  not  BO  fttft,  your  jewel  had  beeii  lost  then, 
"V  ooog-Ueiigo  there— he  tnuhod  me,  JNeunius, 

I  took  biipi  and  with  ny  toiigh  belt  to  my  back 
I  buckled  him,*'  d(c, 
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Sir  John,  Thoo  shalt,  MolL 

Mary,  And  to  let  me  bave  money  io  my  pone, 
to  go  whither  I  will. 

Sir  John.  All  this. 

Mary,  Then  come;  whatsoe'er  comes  on't, 
we'll  be  made  sore  toother  before  the  maids 
Tthe  kitchen.  [Exeunt. 

SCENfe  n,^A  Rdfom  in  the  Widam's  fibate, 
wnih  a  door  at  the  tide  leading  to  another  apart' 


Sinter  Widam,  Fhavcis,  and  Fbailtt. 

Wid,  How  now  ?  Where's  my  brother  sir  God- 
frey  ?  Went  he  forth  this  mommg  ? 

FraiL  O  no  madam ;  he's  above  at  breakfast, 
with  (air  reverence)  a  cunJOTer. 

WUL  A  coDJarer !  Wliat  manner  of  fellow  is 
be? 

IVw/L  O,  a  wonderous  rare  fellow,  mistress ;  very 
Mroogly  made  upward,  for  he  goe*  in  a  bulF  jerkin. 
He  says  he  will  fetch  sir  Oodfre/s  chain  again  if 
it  hang  between  heaven  and  earth. 

Wid.  What !  he  will  not?  Then  he's  an  excel- 
lent fellowy  I  warrant.  How  happy  were  that 
woman  to  be  blest  with  such  a  huslMUid !  A  cun- 
ning man!  How  does  he  look.  Frailty?  Very 
awartly,  I  warrant;  with  black  beaidy  soorch'd 
cheeks,  and  smokv  eyebrows. 

FhttL  Po!  He^  neither  smoke-dried,  nor 
Bcorch'd,  nor  black,  nor  nothing.  I  tell  you,  ma- 
dam, he  looks  as  fair  to  see  to  as  one  of  us.  I  do 
not  think  but  if  you  saw  him  once,  you'd  take  liim 
Co  be  a  Christian. 

Fran.  So  fair,  and  yet  so  conning !  that's  to  be 
wonder'd  at,  mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muck  hill,  and  Sir  AifoaEw 

Tipstaff. 

Sir  Oliv.  Bless  you,  sweet  hidy. 

Sir  And,  And  you,  fair  mistress. 

[Brit  Frailty. 

Wid,  Coades,  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen? 
Fie,  did  1  not  give  you  your  answers? 

Sir  OUv,  Sweet  lady. 

Wid.  Well,  J  will  not  stick  with  you  for  a  kiss: 
dawhter,  kiss  the  gentleman  for  once. 

Fran,  Yes,  forsooth. 

Sir  And.  Vm  proud  of  such  a  favour. 

Wid.  Thily  la,  sir  Oliver,  you're  much  to 
blame,  to  come  agein  when  you  know  my  mind 
so  well  delivered  as  a  widow  could  deliver  a 
thing. 

Sir  OUv.  But  I  expect  a  further  comfort,  bdy. 


Wid,  Why  la  yon  now !  did  I  not  desire  yoa 
to  put  off  your  suit  quite  and  clean  when  yoa 
came  to  me  again?  How  say  you?  Did  I  not? 

Sir  OUv,  But  the  sincere  love  whidi  my  heart 
bears  you— — 

Wid.  Go  to.  111  cut  you  off :— And  sir  Oliver 
to  put  you  in  comfort  afar  o%  my  fortune  is  read 
me ;  I  must  marry  asain. 

Sir  OAv.  O  blest  fortune ! 

Wid,  But  not  as  loug  as  I  can  choose :— nay, 
III  hold  out  well. 

Sir  Olio.  Yet  are  my  hopes  how  fairer. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FriuL  O  mndam,  madam. 

Wid.  How  now?  what's  the  haste? 

[Frailty  whitpert  her. 

Sir  JfuL 'Faith,  mistress  Frances,  I'll  maintain 
you  gallantly.  1*11  bring  you  to  court ;  wean  you 
among  the  mir  society  of  ladies,  poor  kinswomen 
of  mine,  in  cloth  of  silver ;  beside,  you  shall  have 
your  monkey,  your  parrot,  your  musk-cat,  and 
your  piss,  piss,  piss, 

F^an.  It  will  do  very  well. 

Wid,  What  does  he  mean  to  conjure  here 
then  ?  How  shall  I  do  to  be  rid  of  these  knighu  ? 
Please  you,  gentlemen,  to  walk  a  while  in  the 
garden,  to  other  a  pink  or  a  gilly-flower  ? 

BotL  With  all  our  hearts,  lady,  and  'count  ue 
favoured. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Oliver,  and 
Frailty.  Ihe  Widow  and  Frances  go 
in  to  the  adjoining  Room. 

Sir  Ood.  [within,^  Step  m,  Nicholas ;  look,  is 
the  coast  clear. 

Nick,  [within,]  O,  as  dear  as  a  cat's  eye,  sir. 

Sir  Ood,  [within,]  Then  enter  Captain  Cuofu- 
rcr. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Idle,  Pyeboard,  Edmord, 

and  Nicholas. 

» 

Now,  how  like  you  vour  room,  sir? 

Idle.  O,  wonderAil  convenient 

Edm,  I  can  tell  jiOu,  captain,  simply  though  it 
lies  here,  'tis  the  fairest  njom  in  my  mother^ 
house :  as  dainty  a  room  to  conjure  in,  niethioks. 
Why,  you  may  bid|  I  cannot  tell  how  many  devils 
welcoine  in't;  my  father  has  had  twenty  in*t  at 
once. 

Fye.  What!  devils? 

Edm,  Devils !  no ;  deputies^— and  the  wealthip 
est  men  he  could  get. 

Sir  God,  Nay,  pot  by  your  chats  now ;  fall  to 
your  business  roundly :  the  fescue  of  the  dial  is 


That  there  may  be  oo  farther  strife  about  this  word,  be  it  known,  that  It  is  a  term  of  dog-breakersi  When 
an  ancient  lean-hooml'waf  disposed  to  range  too  fast  and  wide,  tfinngpiece  of  rope  was  fastened  to  bb 
coUar,  which,  dragging  loose  oo  the  ground,  impeded  his  movemeofa,  kitl  lessened  bis  impetuoiity*  The 
sane  thing  b  done  to  a  modern  pointer  io  similar  circumttaoces,  and  is  itill  called  troiking.  The  imne* 
dhnent  of  the  boy  delayed  Caratach's  flight  i  and,  io  the  present  passage,  the  pied  liveries  are  metapbor- 
rically  said  to  trash  after  the  coach  like  the  long  rope. 


4SD 


THE  PURITAN. 


[Akomtmovi. 


«pon  (9)6  christ-croBs  of  noon.'^  fiat  O,  bear  me, 
captain ;  a  qualm  ooroes  o'er  my  stomach. 

Idle.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Sir  God.  Of  how  if  the  devil  should  prove  a 
knave  and  tear  the  hangings ! 

Idle,  Fbh  !  I  warrant  you,  sir  Godfrey. 

Edm.  Ay,  nuncie,  or  spit  fire  upon  the  deling? 

Sir  God,  Very  true  too,  for  'tis  but  thin  plais- 
ter'd,  and  'twill  quickly  take  hold  o'  the  laths ;  and 
i  f  he  chance  to  spit  downward  too,  he  will  bum 
all  the  boards. 

Idle.  My  life  for  yours,  sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  My  sister  is  very  curious  and  dainty 
of  this  room,  I  can  tell  you ;  and  therefore  if  he 
must  needs  spit,  I  pray  desire  himtd  spit  in  the 
chimney. 

.  Pye.  Why,  assure  you,  sir  Godfrey,  he  shall  not 
he  brought  up  with  so  little  manners,  to  spit  and 
epawl  o'  the  floor. 

Sir  God.  Why  I  thank  you, good  captain;  pray 
-have  a  care.  [Idle  and  Fyeboard  retire  to  the 
upper  end  of  the  Room,]  Ay,  fall  to  your  circle ; 
we'll  not  trouble  you  I  warrant  you.  Come,  we'll 
into  the  next  room ;  and  because  we'll  be  sure  to 
keep  him  out  there,  we'll  bar  up  tbe  door  with 
aome  of  the  godly's  zealous  works. 

Edm,  That  will  be  a  fine  device,  nnncle ;  and 
because  the  ground  shall  be  as  holy  as  the  door, 
I'll  tear  two  or  three  rosaries  in  pieces,  and  strew 
the  pieces  about  the  chamber.  [Lightning  and 
thunder]  Oh  !  the  devil  already. 

[Sir  Godfrey  and  Edmomd  run  into  the  ad- 
joining Room. 

Pye.  'Sroot,  captain,  speak  somewhat  for  shame: 
it  lightens  and  thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin. 
Why  when— 

mldle.  Pray  peace,  George ;  thou'lt  make  me 
laugh  anon,  and  spoil  all. 

[L^Af  fling  and  thunder. 

Pye.  O,  now  it  begins  again ;  now,  now,  now, 
captain. 

Idle.  RhuTTtbos  ragdayon  pur  pur  colucundrion 
hois  plots. 

Sir  God.  [at  ike.  door.]  O  admirable  conjurer  ! 
he  has  fetch*d  thunder  already. 

Pye.  Hark,  hark! — again  captain. 

Idle.  Benjamino  gaspois  hay  gosgothoteron  urn- 
brois. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  I  would  the  devil 
would  come  away  quickly ;  he  has  no  conscience 
to  put  a  man  to  such  pain. 

Pve.  Again. 

Idle.    Fkmste  kakopumpot  dragone  lelomnenos 
hodge  podgem 

Pye.  Well  said,  captain. 

Sir  God.  [at.  the  door^  So  lone  a  coming  ?  O, 
irould  I  had  ne'er  begun  it  now  T  for  1  fear  me 


these  roaring  tempests  itill  destroy  all  thefrgiti 
of  the  earth,  and  tread  upon  my  coTU—ltkiaiikr] 
Oh — in  the  country. 

Idle.  Gogdegog  hobgoblin  hunks  kaunsUmhocir 
teyte  coombpark. 

Wid.  [at  the  door  |  O  brother,  brother,  whsti 
tempest's  in  the  garden  !  Sure  there's  some  cos* 
juration  abroad. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  Tis  at  home,  sister. 

Pye.  By  and  by  I'll  step  in,  captain. 

Idle.  Nunc  nunc  rip-gaskins  ips  drip — drofiU. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  He  drips  and  dropi, 
poor  man :  alas,  alasf 

Pye.  Now,  I  come.       • 

Idle.  O^sulphure  saotface. 

Pye,  Arch-conjurer,  what  wooldst  tbon  with 
me  ? 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  the  devil,  sistrr,  is 
the  dining-chamber  !  Sing,  sister ;  I  warrant  jos 
that  will  keep  him  out: — quickly,  quickly, qoiddj. 

Pye.  So,  so,  so ;  I'll  release  thee.  Enoo^ 
captain,  enough ;  allow  us  some  time  to  laugh  s 
little;  They're  shudderii^  and  shaking  by  thii 
timet  as  if  an  earthquake  were  in  their  kidneys. 

Idle.  Sirrah  George,  bow  was't,  how  wai*tf 
Did  I  do't  well  enough  ? 

Pye.  Woult  believe  me,  captain  ?  better  thso 
any  conjui^r ;  for  here  was  no  harm  in  this,  and 
yet  their  horrible  expectations  satisfied  well.  Ym 
were  much  beholden  to  tlinnder  and  lightning  at 
this  time ;  it  graced  you  well,  I  can  tell  you. 

Idle.  I  must  needs  say  so,  George.  Sirrah,  if 
we  could  have  convey*d  hither  cleanly  a  cracker 
or  a  fire-wheel,  it  had  been  admirable. 

Pye.  Blurt,  blurt !  there's  nothing  remaiot  to 
put  thee  to  pain  now,  captain. 

Idle.  Pain  ?  I  protest,  George,  my  heels  are 
sorer  than  a  Whitsun  morris- dancer's. 

Pye.  All's  past  now ;  only  to  reveal  that  the 
chain's  in  the  garden,  where  thou  knowest  it  bss 
lain  these  two  days. 

Idle.  But  I  fear  that  fox  Nicholas  has  rercaTd 
it  already. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  captain ;  you  must  put  it  ta  tbe 
venture  now.  Nay 'tis  time;  cad\  upon  tbcoi, 
take  pity  on  them ;  for  I  believe  some  of  tben 
are  in  a  pitiful  case  by  this  time. 

Idle,  dir  Godfrey,  Nicholas,  kinsmaa.  'SfooC 
they're  fast  at  it  still,  George— Sir  Godfrey: 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  is  that  the  devil*! 
voice  ?  How  comes  he  to  know  my  name? 

Idle.  Fear  not,  sir  Godfrey ;  all's  quieted. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  the  Widow,  Feavces,  ni 

Nicholas, 

Sir  God.  What,  is  he  laid  ? 


^  The  fescue  of  the  dial  is  upon  the  christ-crots  of  noon.— A  fescue  is  a  small  wire,  by  which  thsie 
VI  ho  teach  children  to  read,  point  out  the  letters.— Malo HE. 
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Idle,  Lud ;  and  has  newly  tlropped  your  chain 
io  the  garden. 

Sir  God.  Id  the  garden  ?  in  our  garden  ? 

Idle.  Your  garden. 

Sir  God,  O  tvreet  conjurer  1  whereabouts  there  ? 

Idle,  Look  well  about  a  bank  of  rosemary. 

Sir  God.  Sister,  the  rosemary  bank.  Come, 
come ;  tbere*s  my  chain,  he  says. 

WidL  Ob,  happiness !  run,  run, 
[Exeunt  WidoWf  Sir  Godfrey,  Franc^  and 
Nicholas. 

Edm,  [at  the  door.]  Captain  Conjurer? 

Idle.  Who ?  Master  Edmond  ? 

Edm,  Ay,  master  Edmond.  May  I  come  in 
safely  without  danger,  think  you  ? 

Idle.  Puh,  long  ago;  it  is  all  as  'twas  at  first. 
Fear  nothing ;  pray  come  near :  how  now,  itum  ? 

Enter  Edmond. 

Edm,  O !  this  room's  mightily  hot  iYaith.  'Slid, 
my  shirt  sticks  to  my  belly  already.  What  a 
steam  the  rogue  has  left  behmd  him  !  Fob  !  this 
room  nouist  be  air'd,  gentlemen ;  it  smells  horribly 
of  brimstone :  let's  open  the  windows. 

Pye.  'Faith  master  Edmond,  'tis  but  your  oon- 
ceiL 

Edm,  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that, 
i'faitb.  Why,  do  you  think  I  cannot  smell  his  sa- 
vour from  another?  Yet  I  take  it  kindly  from 
TOO,  because  you  would  not  put  me  in  a  fear, 
lYaitb.  On  my  troth,  I  shall  love  you  for  this  the 
longest  day  of  my  life. 

Idle.  Puh,  'tis  nothing,  sir;  love  me  when  you 
;see  more. 

..    Edm.  MasSt  now  I  remember  1*11  look  whether 
be  has  singed  the  hangings,  or  no. 

Pye.  Captahi,  to  entertain  a  little  sport  till  they 
come,  make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invi- 
siblo.  He's  apt  to  admire  any  thing  you  see. 
JJet  me  alune  to  give  force  to  it. 

Idle.  Go ;  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm*  I  protest  you  are  a  rare  fellow ;  are  you 
not? 

.Idle,  0  master  Edmond,  you  know  but  the 
least  part  of  me  yet.  Why  now  at  this  instant  I 
could  but  flourish  my  wand  thrice  o'er  your  head, 
and  charm  you  invisible. 

Edm,  What !  you  could  not  ?  make  roe  walk 
invisible,  man !  I  should  laugh  at  that  i'faith. 
Troth,  I'll  requite  your  kindness,  an  you'll  do't, 
.good  Captain  Conjurer. 

Idle.  Nay,  I  should  hardly  deny  you  such  a 
small  kindness,  master  Edmund  Plus.  Why,  look 
3FOU,  sir,  'tis  no  more  but  this,  and  thus,  and  again, 
and  now  you're  invisible. 

Edm.  Am  I  i'faith?  Who  would  think  it? 

Idle.  You  see  the  fortune-teller  yonder  at  far- 
ther end  o'  the  chamber.  Go  toward  him ;  do 
what  you  will  with  him,  he  shall  never  find  you. 

Edm,  Say  you  so?  I'll  try  that  i'faith. 

[lost  let  him, 

Pye.  How  now,  captain?  Who's  that  jostled  me  ? 

Idle,  Jostled  you  ?  I  saw  nobody. 


Edm,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Say,  'twas  a  spirit. 

Idle,  Shall  I  ? — May  be  some  spirit  that  haunts 
the  circle. 

[Edmond  pulls  Pteboard  2^  the  note. 

Pye,  O  my  nose,  again!  Pray  conjure  then, 
captain. 

Edm.  Troth,  this  is  excellent ;  I  may  do  any 
knavery  now,  and  never  be  seen.  And  now  I 
remember,  sir  Godfrey,  my  uncle,  abused  me 
t'other  day,  and  told  tales  of  me  to  my  mothen 
Troth  now  Tm  invisible,  I'll  liit  him  a  sound 
wherret  on  the  ear  when  he  comes  out  o'  the  gar- 
den.   I  may  be  revenged  on  him  now  finely. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  the  Widow,  and  Frances. 

Sir  God,  I  have  my  chain  again ;  my  chain's 
found  B£ain.    O  sweet  captain  1  O  admirable  coo-  . 
jurer!  [Edmond  strikes  him]  Oh!  what  naean 
you  by  that,  nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew  ?  I  hope  you  do  not  know  mc^ 
uncle. 

Wid,  Why  did  you  strike  your  uncle,  sir  ? 

Edm.  Why,  captain,  am  I  not  invisible? 

Idle.  A  good  jest,  George. — Not  now  ypu  are 
not,  sir.  Why  did  not  you  see  me,  wheu  I  did 
uncharm  you  ? 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  captain. — Then  praj 
you  pardon  me,  uncle ;  I  tliought  I'd  i>een  invisi- 
ble when  I  struck  you. 

Sir  God.  So,  you  would  do't  ?  Go,  you're  a  fool- 
ish boy ; 
And  were  I  not  o'ercome  with  greater  joy, 
I'd  make  you  taste  correction. 

Edm.  Correction  !  pish.  No  neither  you  nor 
my  mother  shall  think  to  whip  me  as  you  Iwve 
done. 

Sir  God,  Captain,  my  joy  is  such,  I  know  not 
how  to  thank  you :  let  me  embrace  you.  O  vuf 
sweet  chain !  gladness  e'en  makes  me  giddy. 
]tare  man  !  'twas  just  i'the-rosemarjr  hank,  as  if 
one  should  have  laid  it  there.  O  cunning,  cnnnuig! 

Wid.  Well,  seeing  my  fortune  tells  me  I  must 
marry,  let  me  marry  a  man  of  wit,  a  man  of  parts. 
Here  s  a  worthy  captain,  and  'tis  a  line  title  truly 
la  tp  be  a  captain's  wife.  A  captain's  wife !  ic 
goes  very  finely :  beside,  all  the  world  knows  that 
a  worthy  captain  is  a  fit  companion  to  any  lord ; 
then  why  not  a  sweet  bed-fellow  for  any  lady  ? 
I'll  have  it  so. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  mistress — geutlemep — there's  the 
bravest  sight  coming  along  tliis  way. 

Wid.  What  brave  sight  ? 

Frail.  O,  one  going  to  burying,  and  another  go- 
ing to  hanging. 

Wid.  A  rueful  sight 

Pye.  'Sfoot,  captain,  1*11  pawn  my  life  the  cor- 
poral's coffin'd,  and  old  Skirmish  the  soldier  go- 
ing to  execution ;  and  'tis  now  full  about  the  time 
of  his  waking.  Hold  out  a  little  longer,  sleepy 
potion,  and  we  shall  have  excellent  admiration ; 
for  111  take  upon  me  the  cure  of  him.    [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.— TAe  Street  b^e  the  Wid<m*i 

Hou$e, 

Enter^frmn  the  KoutCy  Sir  Oodfret,  the  WidoWf 
IDLE^  Pye^ard,  Edmokd,  Frailty,  and  Ni- 
cholas* A  Coffin^  with  Corporal  Oath  tn  it^ 
brought  in.  Thim  enter  Skirkxsh  bounds  and 
led  in  by  Officers  ;  the  Sheriffs  Sfc,  attending, 

FraiL  O  here  they  come,  here  they  come ! 

Pye,  Now  must  I  close  secretly  with  the  sol- 
dier; prevent  his  impatience,  or  else  all's  disco- 
vered. 

Wid,  O  lamentable  seeing!  these  were  tbose 
brothiers  that  fought  and  bled  before  our  door. 

Sir  Ood^  What !  they  were  not,  sister ! 

Skir.  George,  look  to't;  FU  peach  at  Tybom 
dae. 

Pye.  Mum. — Gentles  all,  vouchsafe  me  an* 
dience, 
And  you,  especially,  good  master  sheriff: 
Yon  man  is  bound  to  execution. 
Because  he  wounded  this  that  now  lies  coffined. 

Sher,  True,  true ;  he  shall  have  the  law,— and 
I  know  the  law. 

Fye.  But  under  favour,  master  sheri£^  if  this 
man  had  been  cured  and  safe  again,  he  should 
have  been  released  then  ? 

Sher.  Why  make  you  (]uestion  of  that,  sir  ? 

Pye.  Then  I  release  him  freely ;  and  will  take 
upon  me  the  death  that  he  should  die,  if,  withfai 
a  little  season,  I  do  not  care  him  to  his  proper 
health  again. 

Sher.  How,  sir !  recover  a  dead  man !  That 
were  most  strange  of  all. 

Fran.  Sweet  sir,  I  love  you  dearly,  and  could 
wish  my  best  part*  yours.  O  do  not  undertake 
such  an  impossible  venture ! 

Pye.  Love  you  me  ?  Then  for  your  sweet  sake 
111  do't.  Let  me  entreat  the  corpse  to  be  set 
down. 

Sher.  Bearers,  set  down  the  cofi^n. — ^This  were 
'  wonderful,  and  worthy  Stowe*s  Chronicle. 

Pye,  I  prav  bestow  the  freedom  of  the  air 
i]poa  our  wholesome  art.  Mass !  his  cheeks  be- 
gm  to  receive  natural  warmth.  Nay,  good  cor- 
poral,.wake  betiroe,  or  I  shall  have  a  longer  sleep 
than  you.  'Sfoot !  if  he  should  prove  dead  in- 
deed now,  he  were  fully  revenged  upon  me  for 
making  a  property  of  htm :  yet  I  had  rather  run 
upon  the  ropes,  than  have  a  rope  like  a  tetter 
run  upon  me.  O,  he  stirs  !  he  stirs  again  !  look, 
gentlemen,  he  recovers !  he  starts,  he  rises ! 

Sher.  O,  O,  defend  us !  Out,  alas ! 


Pye.  Nay,  pray  be  still ;  yoo*11  make  him  moie 
giddy  else.    He  knows  nobody  yet. 

Oath.  'Zounds !  where  am  I  ?  Covered  wkh 
snow !  I  marvel. 

Pye.  Nay,  I  knew  he  would  swear  the  fint 
thing  he  did  as  soon  as  ever  he  came  to  his  lift 
I  again. 

Oath,  ^foot,  hostess,  some  hot  porridge.  0^ 
O ! — lay  on  a  dozen  of  faggots  in  the  Moon  Pftr- 
lour,  there.    ' 

Pye,  Lady,  you  must, needs  take  a  little  ntj 
of  him  i'faith,  and  send  him  in  to  your  kitONa 
fire. 

Wid.  O,  with  all  mjr  heart,  sir:  Nidiohs  nd 
Frailty,  help  to  bear  him  in. 

'Nich.  Bear  him  in,  quotb-a!  Pray  call  out 
the  maids:  I  shall  ne*er  have  the  heart  to  do% 
indeed  la. 

FraiL  Nor  I  neither ;  I  cannot  abide  to  handle 
a  ghost  of  all  men. 

Oath.  'Sblood,  let  me  see— where  was  I  draak 
last  night  f  heh  ? 

Wid.  O,  dmll  I  bid  yo.  once  .gwn  l>ke  Urn 
awavf 

JmiL  Why  we  are  as  fearful  as  yon,  I  wir* 
rantyou.    Oh ! 

Jvid.  Away,  villains !  bid  the  maids  make  hiai 
a  caudle  presently,  to  settle  his  brain,— or  a  po^ 
set  of  sack ;  quickly,  quickly. 

Ejeunt  Frailtt  and  Nicholas^  pushing 
in  the  CorporaL 

Sher,  Sir,  whatsoever  yon  are,  I  do  more  tbta 
admire  you: 

Wid,  O  ay,  if  you  knew  all,  master  sberil^  as 
you  shall  do,  you  would  say  then,  that  here  were 
two  of  the  rarest  men  within  the  walls  of  Cbrit- 
tendom. 

Sher.  Two  of  them  ?  O  wonderful !  Officen^  I 
discharge  you ;  set  him  free ;  alFs  in  tone. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  and  a  banquet  ready  by  this  thae^ 
master  sheriff;  to  which  I  most  clieerfally  invite 
you,  and  your  late  prisoner  there.  See  you  this 
goodly  chain,  sir?  Mum !  no  more  words;  *kwas 
lost,  and  is  found  again.  Come,  my  inestimable 
bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  noble  acts  in  sparkling 
charnico ;  and,  instead  of  a  jester,  we'll  have  the 
ghost  in  the  white  sheet  sit  at  the  upper  cod  cf 
the  table. 

Sher.  Excellent,  merry  man,  iYaith ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  FaAiien. 

Fran.  Well,  seeing  I  am  enjoined  to  lovc^  aad 
marry. 
My  foolish  vow  thus  I  cashier  to  air. 
Which  first  begot  it.    Now,  Love,  play  thy  pait; 
The  schohtf  reads  his  lecture  in  my  heart.  [Erit 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— 3%e  Street  hefore  the  Widoa^i 

House, 

Enter  Edicond  and  Feailty. 

Edm,  This  is  the  marriage-morning  for  my 
mother  and  my  sister* 

Frail.  O  me,  master  Edmond !  w^  shall  have 
rmre  doin(i(9. 

Edm.  Nay  go,  Frailty,  nm  to  the  sexton ;  you 
kno^  my  mother  will  be  mnrried  at  Saint  Ant- 
lings.  Hie  thee;  'tis  pa:it  tive;  bid  them  open 
tlie  church-door :  mv  sister  is  almost  ready. 

FratL  What,  already,  master  Edmond? 

Edm,  Nay,  go;  hie  thee.  First  run  to  the 
aexton,  and  run  to  the  cScrk ;  and  then  run  to 
master  Pigman  the  parson ;  and  U^en  run  to  the 
milliner;  and  then  run  home  again. 

FraiL  Here's  run,  run,  run. 

Edm,  But  hark,  Frailty. 

FraiL  What,  more  yet  ? 

Edm.  Have  the  maids  remembered  to  strew 
^e  way  to  the  church  ? 

FraiL  Foh  I  an  hour  ago :  t  helped  them  my- 

telf. 

Edm.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

FraiL  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

[Esit  Frailty. 

Edm.  I  shall  have  a  simple  father-iu-law,  a 
brave  captain,  able  to  beat  all  our  street,— cap- 
^in  Idle.  Now,  my  lady-mother  will  be  fitted 
for  a  delicate  name,— my  lady  Idle,  my  lady 
Idle !  the  finest  name  that  can  be  for  a  woman : 
and  then  the  scholar,  master  Pyeboard,  for  my 
sister  Frances,  that  will  be  mistress  Frances  Pyt^ 
board;  mistress  Frances  Pyeboard  !  tliey'U  keep 
a  good  table,  I  warrant  you.  Now  all  the  knights' 
poses  aie  put  out  of  jcrtnt ;  they  may  go  to  a  bone- 
setter's  now. 

Enter  Idl^  ane/  Pteboabp^  with  Attendants. 

Hark,  hark !  O,  who  come  here  with  two  torches 
before  them?  My  sweet  captain,  and  my  fine 
scholar.  O,  how  bravely  they  are  shot  up  m  one 
night !  They  look  like  fine  Britons  now  methinks. 
Here's  a  gallant  change  i'faith !  'Slid,  they  have 
hired  men  and  all,  by  the  clock. 

Idle.  Master  Edmond;  kind,  honesi,  dainty 
mastar  Edmond. 

Edm.  Foh,  sweet  captain  fathei^in-laiv !  A  rare 
perfume  i'faith. 

Pye.  What,  are  the  brides  stirring  ?  May  we 
steal  upon  them,  think'st  thou,  master  Edmond? 

Edm.  Fob,  they're  e'en  upon  readiness,  I  can 
assure  you;  for  they  were  at  their  torch  e*en 
now:  by  the  same  token  I  tumbled  down  the 

Pye,  A1a9i  poor  master  Edmond. 


Enter  Muiidanu 


Idle.  O,  the  musicians !  I  pr'ythee.  master  Ed« 
mond,  call  them,  and  liquor  them  a  httle. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  sweet  captain  father-in- 
law  ;  and  make  each  of  them  as  drunk  as  a  com- 
mon fiddler.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  ll^The  tame. 

Enter  Mary  in  a  Balcony,    To  her  below,  Sir 
John  Penkyoub. 

Sir  John.  Whew  !  mistress  Moll,  mistress  M(^L 

Mary.  Who's  there  ? 

Sir  John.  Tis  1. 

Mary.  Who?  sir  John  Pennydub?  O  you^re 
an  earlv  cock  i'faith.  Who  would  have  thought 
you  to  be  so  rare  a  stirrer  ? 

iSiV  John,  Pr'ythee,  Moll,  let  me  come  up. 

Mary,  No,  by  my  faith,  sir  John ;  I'll  keep  yoa 
down ;  for  you  knights  are  veiy  dangerous,  if  ones 
you  get  above. 

Sir  John.  I'll  not  sUy  i^faith. 

Mary.  ITaith  you  shall  stay;  for,  sir  John,  yoa 
must  note  the  nature  of  the  cnmates :  your  north- 
em  wench  in  her  own  country  may  well  hold  out 
till  she  be  fifteen ;  but  if  she  touch  the  sooth  once» 
and  come  up  to  Londoq,  here  the  chimes  go  pre- 
sently after  twelve. 

Sir  John.  O  thou'rt  a^mad  wench,  Moll :  but 
I  pr'ythee  make  haste,  for  the  priest  is  gone  be- 
fore. 

Mary^  Do  yoa  follow  him ;  I'll  not  be  long  af- 
ter. [ExiunU 

SCENE  UL-rJ  Room  in  Sir  Olivzr  Muck- 
hill's  Hoiae, 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mvckhill,  SirJUtMicw  Tif- 
STAFF,  an(<,  Skirmish. 

Sir  OUt,  O  monstrooSy  unheard  of  fbrgery  ? 

&r  And.  Knight,  I  never  beard  of  such  villain/ 
in  our  own  country,  in  my  life. 

Sir  Oliv.  Why,  %s  impossible.  Dare  yoa  main- 
tain your  words  ? 

Skir.  Dare  we  ?  even  to  their  weazon-pi  pes.  We 
know  all  their  plots ;  they  cannot  squander  with 
us.  They  have  knavishly  abused  us,  made  only 
properties  of  us,  to  advance  themselves  upon  our 
shoulders ;  but  they  shall  rue  their  abuses.  Thb 
morniiig  they  are  to  be  married. 

Sir  Oliv.  ^Fis  too  true.  Yet  if  the  widow  lie 
not  too  much  besotted  on  sleights  and  forgeriev 
the  revelation  of  tlieir  villainies  will  make  them 
loathsome.  And  to  that  endj  be  it  in  private  to 
you,  I  sent  Ute  last  night  to  an  honourable  pcr-» 
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Bomige,  to  whom  I  am  mach  indebted  in  kind- 
ness, as  he  is  to  me;  and  therefore  presume  upon 
the  payment  of  his  tongue,  and  that  he  will  lay 
out  good  words  for  me :  and  to  speak  truth,  for 
such  needful  occasions  I  only  preserve  him  in 
bond  :  and  sometimes  he  may  ao  me  more  good 
here  in  the  city  by  a  free  word  of  his  mouth,  than 
if  he  had  paid  one-half  in  hand,  and  took  dooms^ 
day  for  t'other. 

Sir  And,  In  troth,  sir,  without  soothing  be  it 
spoken,  you  have  published  much  judgment  in 
these  few  words. 

Sir  Olit.  For  you  know,  wliat  such  a  man  ut- 
ters will  be  thought  effectual, and  to  weighty  pur- 
pose ;  and  therefore  into  his  mouth  we*ll  put  the 
approved  theme  of  their  forgeries. 

Skir.  And  TU  maintain  it,  knight,  if  she'll  be 
true. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Sir  Oliv.  How  now,  fellow  ? 
Ser.  May  it  please  you,  sir,  my  lord  is  newly 
lighted  from  his  coach. 

Sir  Oliv,  Is  my  lord  come  already  ?  His  hor 
noiir*s  early. 
You  see  he  lores  me  well.    Up  before  seven  ! 
Trust  me,  I  have  found  him  night-capped  at  ele- 
ven. 
There's  good  hop^  yet :  come,  I'll  relate  all  to 
him.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— .4  Street  ;  a  Church  appearing, 

f^nter  Idle,  Pyeboard,  Sir  Godfrey,  and  £d- 
MONd;  the  Widow  in  a  bridal  dress;  Sir  Job v 
Pennydub,  Mary,  and  Frances;  Nicholas, 
Frailty,  and  other  Attendants.  To  them  a 
Nobleman^  Sir  Oliver  Muckbill,  and  Sir 
Andrew  Tipstaff. 

Nob.  By  your  leave,  lady. 

Wid,  My  lord,  your  honour  is  most  chastely 
welcome. 

Nob,  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  court, 
I  come  not  to  flatter  you.  Upon  whom  can  I 
justly  cast  this  blot,  but  upon  your  own  forehead, 
that  know  not  ink  from  milk  }  such  is  the  blind 
)l>esotting  in  the  state  of  an  unheaded  woman 
|hat*s  a  widow.  For  it  is  the  property  of  all  you 
ihat  are  widows  (a  handful  excepted)  to  hate 
those  that  honestly  and  carefully  love  you,,  to  the 
maintenance  of  credit,  state,  and  posterity ;  and 
strongly  to  dote  on  those  that  only  love  you  to 
iindo  you.  Who  regard  you  least,  are  best  re- 
garded; who  hate  you  most,  are  best  bclovfd. 
And  if  there  be  but  one  man  amongst  ten  thou- 
sand millions  of  men,  that  is  accurst,  disastrous, 
nnd  evilly  planeted;  whom  Fortune  beats  most, 
whom  God  hates  most,  and  all  societies  esteem 
least,  that  man  is  sure  to  be  a  husband.  Such  is 
tiic  peevish  moon  that  rules  your  bloods.  An  im- 
pudent fellow  best  wooes  you,  a  flattering  lip 
12 


best  wins  you ;  or  in  a  mirth,  who  talks  rou^ 
liest,  is  most  sweetest :  nor  can  voo  distiogoMk 
truth  from  forgeries,  mists  from  simplicity ;  wit- 
ness those  two  deceitful  monsters^  that  you  hm 
entertained  for  bridegrooms. 
Wid,  Deceitful! 
Pye.  All  will  out 

Idle,  'Sfoot,  wjio  has  blabbed,  George;  tint 
foolish  Nicholas } 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  besotted  your  essy 
blood  withal,  were  nought  but  forgeries :  the  fo^ 
tune-telling  for  husbands,  the  conjuring  for  the 
chain  sir  Godfrey  heard  the  falsehood  o(  all, 
nothing  but  mere  knavery,  deceit,  and  coiena^ 
Wid,  O  wonderful !  indeed  I  wondered  thit 
my  husband,  with  all  his  craft,  could  not  keep 
himself  out  of  purgatory. 

Sir  God^  And  I  more  wondered,  that  mv  chain 
should  be  gone,  and  my  tailor  had  none  of  it 

Mary.  And  I  wondered  most  of  all,  that  I 
should  be  litd  from  marriage,  having  such  a  mind 
to  it  Come,  sir  John  Pennydub,  fair  weather 
on  our  side :  The  moon  has  changed  since  yes- 
ternight. 

Pye,  The  sting  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 
Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feipn  not 
with  you,  behold  their  fellow  actor  in  iho«^  for- 
geries; who,  full  of  spleen  and  envy  at  their  so 
sudden  advancements,  revealed  all  their  plot  ia 
anger. 

Pye,  Base  soldier,  to  reveal  us ! 
Wid,  Is't  possible  we  should  be  blinded  so,  and 
our  eyes  open? 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  false 
which  too  soon  you  believed  true? 
Wid,  O,  to  my  shame,  X  do. 
&V  God.  But  under  favour,  my  lord,  ray  chaio 
was  truly  lost,  and  strangely  found  again. 
Nob.  Resolve  him  of  that,  soldier. 
Skir,  In  few  words,  knight,  then  thou  wert  die 
arch-gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How,  sir  ? 

Skir.  Nay,  I'll  prove  it :  for  the  chain  was  hot 
hid  in  the  rosemary-bank  all  this  while ;  and  tboo 
Eot'st  him  out  of  prison  to  conjure  for  it,  who  did 
It  admirably,  fustian ly ;  for  indeed  what  needed 
any  other,  when  he  knew  where  it  was } 

Sir  God,  Q  villainy  of  villainies !  Bat  bow 
came  my  chain  there  ? 

Skir.  Where's  Truly  la.  Indeed  U,  he  that  will 
not  swear,  but  lie ;  he  that  will  not  steal,  but  rob; 
pure  Nicholas  Saint-AntUngs? 

Sir  God.  O  villain !  one  of  our  society. 
Deemed  always  holy,  pure,  religious : 
A  puritan  a  thief!  When  was't  ever  heard? 
Sooner  we*ll  kill  a  man,  than  steal,  thou  know'st, 
Out  slave  !  Ill  rend  my  lion  from  thy  back. 
With  mine  own  hands. 
Nich.  Dear  ma.«ter  !  O  ! 
Nob.  Nay  knight,  dwell  in  patience.  And  now, 
widow,  being  so  near  the  church,  'twere  great  pi- 
ty, nay  uncharity,  to  send-  yoii  home  again  with- 
out a  husband.    Draw  nearer,  you  of  true  wor* 
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ship,  state,  and  credit;  that  should  not  stand  so 
far  off  from  a  widow,  and  suflfer  forged  shapes  to 
come  between  you.  Not  that  in  these  I  blemish 
the  true  title  of  a  captain,  or  blot  the  fair  mar- 
geot  of  a  scholar ;  for  I  honour  worthy  and  de- 
aenring  parts  in  the  one,  and  cherish  fruitful  rir- 
toes  in  the  other.  Come,  lady,  and  you  virgin, 
bestow  your  eyes  and  your  purest  affections  upop 
men  of  estimation  both  in  court  and  city,  that 
have  long  wooed  you,  and  both  with  their  hearts 
and  wealth  sincerely  love  yopi. 

Sir  God,  Good  sister,  do.  Sweet  little  Franke, 
these  are  men  of  reputation :  yon  shall  be  wel- 
eome  at  court;  a  great  credit  for  a  citizen. — 
Sweet  sister, 

Noh,  Come,  her  silence  does  consent  to't. 

Wid,  I  know  not  with  what  face 

Nobk  Poh,  pohy  with  your  own  face;  they  de-  I 
sire  no  other.  | 


Wid,  Pardon  me,  worthy  sirs :  I  and  my  daugh- 
ter 
Have  wronged  your  loves. 

SirOliv,  'Us  easily   pardoned,  lady,  if  you 
vouchsafe  it  now. 

Wid,  With  all  my  soul. 

Fran.  And  I,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mary,  And  I,  sir  John,  with  soul,  hearts,  lights, 
and  all. 

Sir  John.  They  arc  all  mine,  Moll. 

Nob.  Now,  lady, 
What  hune»t  spirit  but  will  applaud  your  choice^ 
And  gladly  furnish  you  with  hand  and  vuice  ? 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  even  heaven  re- 
joice. 
Come,  enter  into  your  joys ;  you  shall  not  want 
For  fathers,  now ;  I  doubt  it  not,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  shall  have  hands  enough  to  give  ye.''^ 

\lSixeunt  omnes. 


s*  Thoiigh  Shakespeare  has  ridiculed  the  Puritfma  in  bis  jtWa  Well  thai  Endt  «wf7,  and  T\oelflk  Night, 
jet  be  seems  not  to  have  had  the  smallest  share  in  fhe  present  con^dy.  The  author  of  it,  however,  was 
wdl  acquainted  with  kii  plays,  as  appears  from  resemblances  already  pointed  out.  There  is  little  at- 
tempt at  character  throoghont  the  piece,  and  that  little  has  not  proved  v^ry  succe^sfo].  The  suitors  are 
an  unmeaning  group  i  and,  though  we  have  eight  of  the  sanctimonious  tribe  on  the  stage,  they  are  by  no 
■eaas  nicely  discrhninated  f^om  each  other.  Nicholas  St  Antlingn  indeed  might  have  been  designed  for 
their  chief,  as  he  possesses  most  of  their  qualities,  t.  e.  Is  the  greatest  hypocrite  of  them  all. — 1  have  not 
met  with  the  old  ballad  from  which  our  comedy  receives  its  title ;  but  am  told,  that  the  second  of  these 
fofDrmanccs  has  no  other  obligation  to  the  first.— Steevbus^ 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Husband, 

Matter  of  a  College, 

A  Knightj  (a  Magistrate,) 

Several  Gentlemen, 


Samuel,  a  Senusnt. 

Other  Servants  and  Officers. 

A  Httle  Boy,  ^c 

Wife. 
Maidrseroant, 


SCBHE — CaLVEBLT  IV  Yo&KftHERE. 
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ACTL 


SCENE  L— ii  Room  in  Calverfy  HalL 

Enter  Oliver  and  Ralph. 

^  Oliv.  Sirrah  Ralph,  my  young  mistress  is  in 
^uch  a  pitiful  passionate  humour  for  the  long  ab- 
seuce  of  her  love— 

^ Ralph,  Why,  can  you  blame  her  ?  Why,  apples 
hanging  longer  on  the  tree  than  when  they  are 


ripe,  makes  so  many  failings ;  vtz.  mad  wwAa, 
because  they  are  not  gathered  in  time,  are  faio  to 
drop  of  themselves,  and  then  'tis  oommon  joe 
know  for  every-man  to  take  them  up. 
^OUv,  Mass  thou  say'st  true,  'tis  oomnoo  is* 
deed.    But  sirrah,  is  neither  our  younf^aaster 

I  returned,  nor  our  fellow  Sam  come  from  Lon- 
don f 


Mfk 


* 

■  "  A  booke  called  A  Torkahire  Tragedfi,^  was  entered  by  Thomas  Pavler  at  Stationen*  HaO,Msyt, 
160K,  and  the  play,  or  rather  fnterlade,  was  printed  by  him  in  the  same  year,  under  tlie  title  of  A  YwA^ 
•hire  Tragedy,  not  to  new  ax  lamentable  amd  true.  The  marder,  on  which  this  ibort  drama  is  foamlfd,  w« 
committ<^  in  1604,  and  a  ballad  was  nuide  upon  it  in  the  following  year  i  of  wbleb,  probably,  tkii  tn- 
gedy  Is  only  an  enlargement.  The  fact  is  thus  related  in  Stowe*t  Chronicle,  aooo  1604 : — **  Waller  CaU- 
▼erly  of  Cal?erly,  in  Yorkshire,  ljqaii>r,  roardred  two  of  his  young  chiMren,  stabbed  his  wife  intotte 
bodie,  with  full  purpose  to  have  murdred  her,  and  instantly  went  from  his  boose  to  have  tUiw  hii 
youngest  child  at  nurse,  but  was  prevented.  For  which  fact,  at  his  iriall  in  Yorke,  bee  stood  BMte,sBd 
was  judged  lo  be  prest  to  death ;  according  to  which  judgment  he  was  executed  at  the  castcil  of  Yorkc 
the  />tb  of  August." 

The  piece  before  us  Was  acted  at  the  Qlobe,  together  with  three  other  short  dramas  that  were  resre* 
seated  on  the  same  day  under  the  name  of  AU^s  One,  as  nppean  from  one  of  the  titles  of  ibe  quarto,  lIMi 
which  runs  thus :  **  All's  One,  or  one  of  the  foure  plait*  in  one,  called  a  Yorkshire  tragedy t  as  it  asi 
plaied  by  the  kiog*s  majestie's  plalers."    Shakspeare's  name  is  affixed  to  this  piece. — Malohb. 
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Raiph.  Neither  of  eit)i«ry  as  the  poritan  hawd 
fiayt.  'Slid  1  hc^r  Sam.  Sam's  come ;  here  he 
is;  tarry ;-^ooiiie  i'faith :  now  my  nose  itches  for 
news. 

O/to.  And  so  does  minf  elbow. 

Sam.  [Within,]  Where  are  you  there?  Boy, 
look  you  walk  my  horse  with  discretion.  I  have 
rid  him  simpfy :  I  warrant  his  skin  sticks  to  his 
back  with  wery  heat.  If  he  should  catch  cold, 
and  get  the  coufh  of  the  lungs,  I  were  well  ser- 
ved, were  I  not  r 

Enter  Sam. 

What,  Ralph  and  Oliver  I 

Both.  Honest  felk>w  Sam,  welcome  i'faith. 
What  tricks  hast  thou  brought  from  London  } 

Sam,  You  see  I  am  hanged  after  the  truest  fa- 
shion; three  hats,  and  two  glasses  bobbing  upon 
tbeip ;  two  rebato  wires'  upon  my  breast,  a  cap- 
case  by  my  side,  a  brush  at^my  back,  an  almanack 
in  my  pucket,  and  three  ballads  m  my  codpiec^. ' 
^ay,  I  am  the  true  picture  of  a  common  ser- 
ving-man. ^ 

Oliv.  I'll  swear  thou  art ;  thou  may*st  se(  up 
when  thou  wilt :  there's  many  a  one  begins  wltn 
less,  I  can  tell  thee,  that  proves  a  rich  man  ere 
be  dies.  But  what's  the  news  from  London, 
Sam? 

Ralph.  Ayi  that's  well  said ;  what's  the  news 
from  London,  sirrah  ?  My  young  mistress  keeps 
such  a  puling  for  her  love. 

Ssipk  Why,  the  more  fool  she ;  aj,  tlia  more 
oimiy-hammer  she. 

Oiw.  Why,  Sam,  why? 

Sam,  Why,  he  is  married  to  another  long  ago* 

Boih.  I'faith  ?  You  jest. 

Sawi.  Why,  did  you  not  know  that  till  now? 
Why,  he^s  married,  beats  his  wife,  and  has  two  or 
three  children  by  her :  For  you  must  note,  that 
anj  woman  bears  the  more  when  she  is  beaten. ' 


Ralph,  Ay,  that's  true,  for  she  bears  the  blows. 

Oliv,  Sirrah  Sam,  I  would  not  for  two  years' 
wages  my  young  mistress  knew  so  much ;  she'd 
run  upon  the  left  hand  of  her  wit,  and  ne'er  be 
her  own  woman  again. 

Sam.  And  I  think  she  was  blest  in  her  cradle, 
that  be  never  came  in  her  bed.  Why,  he  has 
consumed  all,  pawned  his  lands,  and  made  his 
university  brother  stand  in  wax  for  him  :  there's 
a  fine  phrase  for  a  scrivener.  Pub !  he  owes 
more  tlian  his  skin  is  worth. 

Oliv,  Is't  possible  ? 
^Sam,  Nay,  I'll  tell  you  moreover,  he  calls  his 
wife  uhore,  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll 
and  Doll;  and  his  children  bastards,  as  naturally 
as  can  be.— But  what  have  we  here  f  I  thought 
'twas  something  pulled  down  my  breeches;  I 

?[uite  forgot  iqy  two  poking  sticks :  these  came 
rom  London.    Now  any  thing  is  good  here  that 
comes  from  London. 

Oliv.  Ay,  far-fetched,  ^ou  know,  Sam.— But 
speak  in  your  conscience  i'faith ;  have  not  we  a« 
good  poking-stick9  i'the  coiuitry  as  need  to  be 
put  in  the  fire  ? 

:TSam,  The  mind  of  a  thiag  is  all ;  the  mind  of 
a  thing  is  all ;  and,  as  thou  said'st  even  uqw,  far- 
fetch^  are  the  best  things  Jbr  ladies^ 

Oliv.  Ay,  and  for  waitinp^gentlewomen  too« 
"^Sam.  But  fiMph,  what,  is  our  beer  sour  this 
thunder? 

Ra^th.  No,  no,  it  holds  countenance  yet. 
^Soat.  Why  then,  follow  me;  I'll  teach  you  the 
nnest  humoA'  to  be  drunk  in :  I  learned  it  at 
London,  last  week. 

-^Boih.  lYaith,  let's  hear  it,  let'k  hear  it 
TTtSbm.  The  bravest  hamour !  'twould  do  a  man 
good  to  be  drunk  in  i^ :  they  call  it  knighting  in 
London,  when  they  drink  upon  their  knees.  ^ 
Both,  Taith,  that's  eicellent 
Sam,  Come  follow  me ;  111  give  you  all  the  de- 
gree^  of  it  in  order  '  [Exeunt. 


*  See  notes  on  Muck  Ado  abmtt  Noihmg^  last  edit.  vol.  il.  p.  391. — SriKVETf  s. 

J^g^  was  the  aame  of  an  ancient  head-dress.  The  wires  were  used  ta  distend  the  hair  or  lace.— 
P*acY. 

^  in  my  codpiece— See  note  on  the  7\m  Oentlemm  of  Vgroma^  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  165.— Stbbvkvs. 

^  The  true  picture  of  a  common  serving'man.^^l  remepiber  to  have  seen  one  of  these  representations  of 
a  naa  loaded  with  several  domestic  iastroments  and  utensils.  It  was  painted  against  a  battery  fronting 
the  screen  of  an  ancient  hall.  1  think  another  hieroglyphic  of  the  same  kind  is  still  visible  at  one  of  oar 
pabUe  schools  or  colleges.  la  the  year  IS66  k  entereo  oa  the  btationers'  books  *«  The  pourtraicture  of 
m  tmsty  servant" — Stbbvbhs. 

'  jimg  women  heare  the  more  when  ahe  U  ieaten,  Allndiog  to  the  old  aoBwnnerly  proverb,  that  says,  A 
momam  and  a  walnut  tree  bear  the  better  for  being  tkn»he4- — 3tebv  bns. 

6  I%^caUUIuA^ildDg  in l4muhn^whenthejf  drink  uptm, their  kneea,'^^  Part  II.  s 

'    **  Do  me  right, 

*   **  And  dub  me  knighL** 

See  the  note  there,  vol.  v.  p.  JiOT.  edit  1778.— Malokb. 

'  riigboeyeu  all  the  degreee  of  it  tn  order. — Alluding  perhaps  to  Philocotheniitat  or  the  Drnnkanl ;  a 
panphlet  by  Thomas  Haywood,  in  which  all  these  di^gri^es  are  set  down  with  the  most  minute  exactness. 
The  earliest  copy  of  this  piece  that  I  have  met  with,  was  published  in  1636,  but  the  first  editioa  of  it  is 
perhaps  of  much  cider  date.— STBBYl»i!i 
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SC£N£  n. — Another  Apartmenl  in  the  fame. 

Enter  Wife. » 

Wife,  What  will  hectiroe  o?  as  ?  All  will  away : 
My  husband  never  ceases  in  expense, 
Borh  U)  consume  his  credit  and  his  house ; 
And  'lis  set  down  by  heaven's  just  decree, 
That  rioc*s  child  must  needs  be  beggary. 
Are  these  the  virtues  that  his  youth  did  pronilise? 
Dice  and  voluptuous  meetings,  midnight  reviErls, 
Taking  his  b^a  with  surfeits ;  ill  beseeming 
The  ancient  honour  of  his  house  and  name  f 
And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  niost, 
A\'hcn  he  recounts  his  losses  and  false  fortunes. 
The  wcaktiess  of  his  state  so  much  dejected, 
Not  as  a  maii  repentant,  but  half  mad 
His  fortunes  cannot  answer  his  expense. 
He  ^its,  and  sullenly  locks  up  his  arms; 
Forgetting  heaven, looks  downward ;  which  makes 

him 
Appear  so  dread f\j1  that  he  frights  my  heart : 
Walks  heavily,  as  if  his  soul  were  earth ; 
Not  penitent  for  those  his  sins  are  past, 
Bui  vexed  his  money  cannot  make  them  last : 
A  fearful  melancholy,  utigodty  sorrow. 
O,  yonder  he  comes ;  now  in  despight  of  ills 
ril  speak  to  him,  and  I  will  hear  him  rfpeak. 
And  do  my  best  to  drive  it  froq;i  his  bearL 

Enter  Bu$iraHd. 

Hut.  Pox  o*  the  last  throw  !  It  made  five  bun- 
dred  angels 
Vanish  from  my  srglit.  I  am  damned,  I'm  damned ; 
The  an^ls  have  forsook  me.  Nay,  it  is 
Certainly  true :  for  he  that  has  no  coin 
Is  damned  in  this  world ;  he  is  gone,  he's  gone. 
Wife.  Dear  huhbaod  ! 
Hut,  O !  most  pmiishment  of  all,  I  have  a 

wife. 
Wife,  I  do  entreat  you,  as  you  love  your  soul, 
Tell  me  the  cause  of  this  your  discontent. 
^^Hut.  A  vengeance  scrip  thee  naked !  thou  art 

cause, 
Eflfc»ct,  quality,  property ;  thou,  thou,  thou.  [Exit, 
Wife,  Bad  turned  to  worsen  both  beggary  of 
the  soul 


And  of  tb^  body  ^-^-Md  lb  toobb  tnlike 
Hlirtsfelf  it  first;  its  if  wmc  vexed  spirit 
Had  got  hi^  fdHki  upon  him.    He  eumes 

Re-enter  Husband. 

he  says  I  am  the  cause :  I  never  yet 
Spoke  less  than  words  of  duty  and  of  love. 

Hut.  if  marriage  be  honourable,  then  cudoMs 
ire  honourablie,  tor  they  cannot  be  made  witlmt 

t marriage.  Fool  1  what  meant  I  to  marry,  to  get 
Deggars }  Now  must  my  eldest  son  be  a  knave  or 
othing ;  he  cannot  live  a|p>n  the  fool,  for  he  will 
ave  no  land  to  maintain  him.  That  mortgage  ati 
kike  a  snafBe  upon  mine  inheritance,  and  maka 
bie  chew  upon  iron.  My  second  son  mast  be  t 
|)romoter,  atid  my  third  a  thief,  or  an  under-pat- 
ter;  a  slave  pander.  Ob  beggary,  beggatr,  to 
what  base  uses  dost  thou  put  a  itian !  I  miok  the 
devil  scorns  to  be  a  bawd ;  be  bears  himself  matt 
proudly,  has  more  care  of  his  credit. — Bas^  lis- 
vish,  abject,  filthy  poverty  ! 

Wife  Good  sir,  by  all  our  vows  I  do  beicetk 
you, 
Show  me  the  true  cause  of  your  discontent 

tiut.  Money,  money,  money ;  and  thon  moil 
supply  me. 

wife,  Alas,  t  am  the  least  cause  of  yoor  (fit- 
content ; 
Yet  what  is  mine,  either  in  rings  or  jevrel% 
Use  to  your  own  desire;  but  1  beseech  yoo. 
As  you  are  a  gentleman  by  many  bloods, 
Though  I  myself  be  out  or  yonr  respect, 
Think  on  the  state  of  these  three  lovely  bqjs 
You  have  been  father  to. 

Hut.  Puh !  bastards,  bastards,  baMards;*  b^ 
got  in  tricks,  begot  in  tricks. 

Wife.  Heaven  knows  how  those  words  wroag 
me  :  but  t  may 
Endure  these  griefs  among  a  thousand  more* 
O  call  to  mind  vour  lands  already  mortgaged. 
Yourself  wound  into  debts,  vour  hopefoi  brodMf 
At  the  university  in  Ixxids  for  you. 
Like  to  be  seized  upon ;  and 

Hut.  Have  done,  thou  harlot, 
Whom,  though  for  fashion-sake  I  married, 
T  never  could  abide.    HiinkSt  thon,  thy  wor^ 
Shall  kill  my  pleasures  ?  Fall  off  to  thy  " 


*  ^nter  Wifi.  It  is  observable,  that  the  poet  has  not  gtvea  a  aane  tb  aAy  of  the  penens  exkibitei  is 
tliiii  piece,  except  the  three  servants. — Malqn^. 

The  author  mtgbt  not  think  bfibseir  at  liberty  to  ibe  the  reAl  iii|ibes  l>eloBgiflf  to  bb  chancteis,  aad  it 
the  same  time  was  of  opij)ioo  that  fictitloai  ones  wdnld  appear  Uniatisfisetory,  as  the  tree  weie  aahv* 
sally  knoun,  either  fVoib  the  ballad  spokien  of  by  Mr  Malone,  or  Ihmi  the  prose  nanratives  pablishdltsaa 
after  ibtrse  notorioos  murders  were  committed.     See  note, the  last. — Stkkvbms. 

^  Puh  !  bastards,  bastards,  bastards. — I'hoagh  the  author  has  thought  it  necessary  to  deviate  firsa 
his  story  as  it  is  still  related  io  Yorkshire,  >et  here  he  seems  to  have  had  the  original  cause  of  thb 
Vy  gfutl<*man's  lashne^  in  ^is  miod.  Air  Calv<^r1y  fs  reprrteAtM  tb  have  been  of  a-p«asiokMite<  . 
and  to  have  stnirk  one  uf  his  cbildrea  tb  the  presence  of  ht^  wif^,  who  pertly  told  bin,  Io  cornel 
dren  of  his  ovn^  lohen  he  could  pnoduct  ekif.  On  this  B\u^t  provocation  be  is  said  to  have  IsftOMittBMl 
committed  all  the  bloody  fbcts  that  AiHkish  ttiattcr  for  the  tragedy  Mefoit  as.  He  died  possessed  of  a  lai|i 
estate. — Stbbvbns* 


AlfONTIfOUB.] 


A  YORKSHIRE  TRAGEDY, 


499 


Thon  «nd  thy  faafltards  bi^;  I  will  not  bdte 
A  whit  in  humour.  Midnight,  still  I  luve  yoO| 
And  revel  in  your  company !  Curbed  in. 
Shall  it  be  uid  in  all  societies. 
That  I  broke  custom  ?  that  I  flagged  in  money  ? 
No,  those  thy  jewels  I  will  play  as  freely 
As  when  my  state  was  fullest. 

Wife.  Be  it  so. 

Hum,  Nay  I  protest,  (and  tike  that  for  an  ear^ 
nest)  [Sj^amt  ker, 

I  will  for  ever  hold  thee  in  contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  siieets  that  coyer  thee^ 
Bat  be.  divorced  in  bed,  till  thou  consent 
Thy  dowrv  ahull  be  sold,  to  give  new  life 
Unto  thfibe  pleasures  which  I  roost  afiect. 

Wifs.  Sir,  do  but  turn  a  n^entle  eye  on  me^ 
And  what  rhe  law  shall  give  me  leave  to  do^ 
Yoti  frhall  command. 

Uus,  Look  it  be  done.  Shall  I  want  dust. 
And,  like  a  slave,  wear  nothing  in  my  pockets 

iBold$  kit  handi  in  hi$  Focktlt, 
s,  to  fill  them  up  with  nails  ? 

0  much  agaidst  my  blood !  Let  it  be  done ; 

1  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  on^ 

A  bawd  to  dice ;  1*11  sliake  the  drabs  myself, 
And  make  them  yield:  I  say,  look  it  be  done. 

Wife.  I  take  my  leai-e :  it  shaU.  [hxU^'' 

Hut,  Speedily,  speedily. 
X  bate  the  very  hour  I  chose  a  wife : 
A  trrmlile,  trou  ble !  Three  children, like  three  evils, 
Haag  on  me.  Fie^  fie^  fie !  Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

Enter  three  Gentlemen^ 

Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

1  dent.  Still  do  these  loathsome  thoughts  jar 
on  your  tongue  f 
Tourself  to  stain  the  honour  of  your  wife. 
Nobly  descended  ?  Those  whom  men  call  mad. 
Endangers  others ;  but  he's  mure  than  mad 
That  wounds  himself;  whose  own  words  do  pro- 
claim 
Scandals  unjust,  to  soil  his  better  name. 
It  is  not  fit ;  I  pra;|r,  forsake  it. 

H  Oent.  Good  sir,  let  modesty  reprove  yon. 
3  Gent,  Let  honest  kindness  sway  to  much  with 

you. 
Hut.  Good  den ;  1  thank  you,  sir;  how  do  you  ? 
Adieu! 
I  am  glad  to  sec  you.    Farewell  instructions,  ad- 
monitioBs !  [Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  sirrah  ?  What  would  you  ? 

Ser.  Only  to  certify  you,  ftir,  that  my  mistress 
was  met  bv  the  way,  by  them  who  were  sent  for 
faer  up  to  London  by  her  honourable  uncle,  your 
worship's  late  guardian. 


Hut.  So,  sir,  then  sh6  is  gone ;  and  s6  tnay  yon 
be; 
But  let  her  look  the  thing  be  done  sjie  wots  of. 
Or  hell  will  stand  more  pleasant  than  her  house 
At  home.  [Exit  Servant. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Well  or  ill  met»  I  care  not 

Hut.  No,  nor  I. 

Gent.  1  am  come  with  confidence  to  chide  yod. 

Hut.  Who  ?  me  ? 
Chide  me }  Do*t  finely  then ;  let  it  not  move  me : 
For  if  thou  cbid'st  me  angry,  I  shall  strike. 

Gent.  Strike  thine  own  follies,  for  'tis  they  d«» 
serve 
To  be  well  beaten.  We  are  now  in  private ; 
There's  none  but  thou  and  L  Thou  art  fond  and 

peevish ; 
An  unclean  rioter;  thylan^s  and  credit 
Lie  now  both  sick  of  a  consumption : 
1  am  sorty  for  thee.  That  man  spends  with  shame. 
That  with  his  riches  doth  consume  his  name ; 
And  such  art  thou. 

Hut.  Peace. 

Gent.  No,  thou  shalt  helu*  me  further. 
Thy  father's  and  fore-fathers'  worthy  honours, 
Which  were  our  country  monuments^  our  grace^ 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  spring-time  of  thy  youth  did  fairly  promise 
Such  u  most  fruitful  summer  to  thy  fnends, 
It  scarce  can  enter  into  men's  beliefs. 
Such  dearth  should  hang  upon  thee.  We  that  see 

It,         * 
Are  sorry  to  believe  it.    In  thv  change. 
This  voice  into  all  places  will  bo  hurld — 
Thou  and  the  devil  have  deceived  the  world. 

Hut.  Ill  not  endure  thee. 

Gent.  But  of  all  the  worst. 
Thy  virtuous  wife,  right  honourably  allied. 
Thou  haat  proclaimed  a  strumpet. 

Hut.  Nay,  then,  I  know  thee ; 
Thou  art  her  champion,  thou ;  her  private  friend ; 
The  party  you  wot  on. 

Gent.  O  ignoble  thought ! 
I  am  past  my  patient  blood.  Shall  I  stand  idle, 
And  see  my  reputation  touched  to  death  ? 

Hut.  It  has  galled  you,  this;  has  it ? 

Gent.  No, monster;  I  will  prove 
My  thoughts  did  only  teud  to  virtuous  love. 

Hut.  Love  of  her  virtues  ?  there  it  goes. 

Gent.  Ba^  spirit. 
To  lay  thy  hate  upon  thcir»Uful  honour 
Of  thine  own  bed  ! 

[Theyjight^  and  the  Huthand  it  hurtm 

Hut.  Oh  I 

Gent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet? 

Hut.  Sir,  sir,  I  have  not  done  with  you. 


'^  EaU. — Between  this  scene  and  (be  next,  the  lady  has  travelled  from  Calverly,  in  Yorkshire)  to 
London,  and  from  London  back  again  to  Calverly ;  in  all  about  three  hondred  and  eighty«8iz  miles, 
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Cent.  I  hope,  nor  ne'er  shall  do. 

[Theyjifkt  again. 
Hum.  Have  yoa  got  tricks  ?  Are  you  m  cunning 

with  roe  ? 
Gent.  No,  plain  and  right : 
He  needs  no  cunning  thai  for  truth  doth  fight. 

[Huiband falls  dotcn. 
Hui.  Hard  ibrtune !  am  I  levelled  with  the 

ground  ? 
.Gent.  Now,  sir,  yon  lie  at  mercy. 
Hus.  Ay,  you  slave. 

.  Cent.  Alas,  that  hate  should  bring  us  to  our 
grave ! 
Yon  see,  ray  sword*s  not  diirsty  for  your  life : 
I  am  sorrier  for  your  wound  than  you  yourself. 
YouVe  of  a  virtuous  house ;  show  virtuous  deeds ; 
Tis  not  year  tioiiour,  'tis  your  folly  bleeds^ 
Much  good  has  been  expected  ia  yoor  life ; 
Cancel  not  all  men's  hopes :  you  Imve  a  wife. 
Kind  and  obedient ;  heap  not  wrongful  shame 
Qa  her  aad  your  posterity ;  let  only  sin  be  sore, 
And,  by  this  fall,  rise,  never  to  fail  more. 
And  so  I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Hum.  Has  the  dog  left  me  then, 
After  his  tooth  has  left  roef  O,  my  heart 
Would  fain  lenp  after  him !  Retenge,  I  say ; 
Vm.  mad  to  be  revenged.  My  strumpet  wife, 
It  is  thy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  flesh, 
And  makes  my  breast  spit  blood ; — but  thou  shalt 

bleed. 
Vanquished  ?  got  down  ?  unable  even  to  speak  ? 
Surely  'tis  want  of  money  makes  men  weak : 
Ay,  'twas  that  o'erthrew  me  s  I'd  ne'er  been  down 
else.  [Esit. 

SCENE  ILL — Another  ^oom  in  the  same. 

Enter  Wife  and  a  Servant. 

Ser.  'Faith,  mistress,  if  it  might  not  be  pre- 
sumptioQ 
In  me  to  tell  you  so,  for  his  excuse 
You  had  nmall  reason,  knotting  his  abuse. 
•  Wife.  I  grant  1  had;  but  alas, 
Why  should  our  faults  at  home  be  spread  abroad  ? 
Tis  grief  enough  within  doors.    At  first  sight. 
Mine  uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodi'^nl  life 
As  perfectly,  as  if  his  serious  eye 
Had  numberfHl  all  his  follies : 
Knew  of  his  mortgaged  lands,  his  friends  in  bonds. 
Himself  withered  with  debts;  and  in  that  minute 
Hod  I  added  his  usage  and  unkindness, 
^would  have  confounded  every  thought  of  good : 
Where  new,  fathering  his  riots  on  his  youth. 
Which  time  and  tame  experience  will  shake  off,-^ 
Guessing  bis  kindness  to  me,  (as  (  smoothed  him 
With  all  tlie  skill  I  had,  though  his  deserts 
Are  in  form  uglier  than  an  utiftha'ped  bear,) 
Ue*s  ready  .to  prefer  him  to  some  office 
And  place  at  court;  a  good  and  sure  relief 
To  all  his  stooping  fortunes.  Twill  be  a  means,  I 

hope. 
To  make  new  league  between  us,  and  redeem 
His  virtues  with  his  kinds.  •' 

iSqr*  I  should  think  so,  mistress.    If  he  should 


not  DOW  be  kind  to  you,  and  love  roOf  and  che- 
rish you  up,  I  should  think  the  devil  biinacif  kept 
open  house  in  him. 

Wife.  I  doubt  not  but  he  will  Now  pr'ydiee 
leave  me;  I  think  I  bear  him  ooming. 

Ser,  1  am  gone.  [Eiit. 

Wife.  By  this  good  means  I  shall  preseive  my 
lands, 
And  free  my  husband  out  6f  naiirers'  hands. 
Now  there's  no  need  of  sale ;  my  uncle's  kind : 
I  hope,  if  aoght,  this  will  content  his  nundw^ 
Here  comes  my  husband. 

Enter  Husband, 

Hus.  Now,  are  yon  come?  Whereas  the OMh 
ney?  Let's  see  the  money.  Is  the  rubbish  sold? 
those  wis»>acres,  your  lands? — Why  when?  llie 
money?  Where  is  it?  Pour  it  down;  down  witit 
it,  down  with  it :  I  tay  poor't  on  the  ground; 
let^s  see  it,  let's  see  it. 

Wife.  Good  sir,  keep  bot  in  patience,  and  I 
hope  my  words  shall  like  you  well.  I  bring  yoa 
better  comfort  than  the  sale  of  my  dowiy. 

Alts.  Ha!  what's  that? 

Wife,  Pray  do  not  fright  me,  air,  bat  voodh 
safeme  hearme.  My  uncle,  glad  of  year  kindness 
to  me  and  mild  usage,  (for  so  I  made  H  to  hiia,) 
hath,  in  pity  of  your  declining  fortunes,  provided 
a  place  for  you  at  court,  of  worth  and  credit; 
which  so  much  overjoyed  roe— 

Hus.  Out  on  thee,  filth !  orer  and  oTeijqjfd, 
when  I  am  in  torment  ?  [^ntrtu  Aer.]  Thou  po- 
litic whore,  subtiler  than  nine  devils,  was  th»  thj 
journey  to  nundc  ?  to  set  down  the  hiatacy  of  nie^ 
of  my  state  and  fortunes?  Shall  I.  that  dedicated 
myself  to  pleasure,  be  now  confinod  in  service  ? 
to  crouch  and  stand  like  an  old  nian  i'tbe  hams, 
my  hat  off  ?  1  that  could  never  abide  to  uncover 
my  head  i'the  church?  Base  slut!  thb  fruit  bear 
thy  complaints. 

Wife,  O,  heaven  knows 
That  my  complaints  were  praises,  and  bea  woids 
Of  you  and  your  estate.  Orily,  my  friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgaged  lands,  and  were  po*> 

sessed 
Of  every  accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  suspect  it  but  a  plot  in  me 
To  keep  my  dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good. 
Or  my  poor  children's,  (though  it  suits  a  mother 
To  show  a  natural  care  in  their  reliefs,) 
Yet  ril  forget  myself  to  calm  youf  blood : 
Consume  it,  as  your  pleasure  counsels  yoa. 
And  all  I  wish  even  clemency  aflbrds; 
Give  me  but  pleasant  looks,  and  modest  wordsi 

Hus,  Money,  whore,  money,  or  I'll — 

[Drsms  a  Dagger, 

Enter  a  Servant,  hastify. 

What  the  devil !  How  now !  thy  hasty  news? 

Ser,  May  it  please  you,  sir— 

Hus.  What !  may  I  not  look  apOQ  my  daggtr? 
Speak,  villain,  or  I  will  eitecute  toe  point  on  thee: 
Quick,  short. 
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Ser,  Why,  nr,  n  nntleroaa  from  the  univeruty 
stars  Mow  to  speak  with  ^ou.  [Exit. 

jBu$,  From  the  university?  so;  universi^: — 
that  long  word  mos  through  mc.  [kxit 

Wife.  Was  ever  wife  so  wretchedly  beset  ? 
Had  not  this  news  stepp*d  in  betweeo,  the  point 
Had  offered  Tiolenoe  unto  ro?  breast. 
That  which  some  women  call  great  misery, 
Would  show  but  little  here;  would  scarce  be  seen 
Among  mT  miseries.    I  may  compare 
For  wretched  fortunes,  with  all  wives  that  are. 
Nothing  will  please  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 
He  calb  it  slavery,  to  be  preferred ; 
A  place  of  credit,  a  base  servitude. 
What  shall  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  children. 
Two  here,  and  one  at  nurse  ?  my  pretty  b^ars ! 
I  see  how  Ruin,  with  a  pabied  hand. 
Begins  to  shake  this  ancient  seat  to  dust; 
The  heavy  weight  of  sorrow  draws  my  lids 
Over  my  dankish  eyes :  I  can  scarce  see ; 
Thus  grief  will  last;— it  wakes  and  sleeps  with 
me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  W. -^Another  Apartment  tn  the  tame. 
Enter  Husband^  and  the  MaUer  of  a  College* 

Hut.  Please  you  draw  near,  sir;  you're  ex- 
ceeding welcome. 

Afosf.  That's  my  doubt;  I  fear  I  come  not  to 
be  welcome. 

Hut.  Yes,  howsoever. 

Mattm  Tis  not  my  fashion,  sir,  to  dwell  in  long 
circumstance,  but  to  be  plain  and  effisctual ; 
therefore  to  the  purpose.  The  cause  of  my  set- 
ting forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable.  That 
hopeful  young  gentleman,  your  brother,  whose 
virtues  we  all  love  dearly,  throu|iih  your  default 
and  unnatural  neglii^ence  lies  in  bond  eieruted 
for  your  debt,— a  prisoner ;  all  his  studies  ama- 
zed, his  hope  struck  dead,  and  the  pride  of  his 
youth  muffled  in  these  dark  clouds  of  oppression. 

Mux.  Umph,  umph,  umph ! 

Alait.  O  you  have  killed  the  towardest  hope  of 
all  our  university :  wherefore,  without  repentance 
and  amends,  expect  ponderous  and  sudden  judge- 
ments to  fail  grievously  u))on  you.  Your  brother, 
a  man  who  profited  in  his  divine  employments, 
and  might  have  made  ten  thousand  souls  fit  for 
henven,  is  now,  by  your  careless  courses,  cast  into 
prison,  which  you  must  answer  for;  and  assure 
your  spirit  it  will  come  home  at  length. 

/fm.  O  God  !  oh  ! 

Matt.  Wise  men  think  ill  of  you ;  others  speak 
ill  of  you;  no  man  loves  you;  nay,  even  those 
whom  honesty  condemns,  condemiKjrou :  And 
take  this  from  the  virtuous  affection  I  bear  your 
brother;  never  look  for  prosperous  hour,  good 
thoughts,  quiet  sleep,  contented  walks,  nor  any 
thing  that  makes  man  perfect,  till  you  redeem 
him.  What  is  your  answer  ?  Uow  will  you  bestow 
him  f  Upon  desperate  misery,  or  better  hopes  ? — 
I  suffer  till  1  hear  your  ansiver. 

Hut.  Sir,  you  have  much  wrought  with  me ;  I 


feel  you  in  my  soul :  you  are  your  art's  master.  I 
never  had  sense  till  now;  your  syllables  have  cleft 
me.  Both  for  your  words  and  pains  I  thank  vou. 
I  cannot  but  acknowledge  grievous  wrongs  done 
to  my  brother;  mighty,  mighty,  mighty,  mighty 
wrongs  4-«- Within,  there. 

Enter  Servant. 

Hat.  Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.  [Exit  Servcmt.l 
Alas,  poor  brother,  bruised  with  an  execution  for 
my  sake ! 

Matt.  A  bruise  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal 
sore. 
Till  the  grave  cure  them. 

Reenter  Servant  with  Wine. 

Hut*  Sir,  I  begin  to  you ;  you've  chid  your 
welcome. 

Matt.  I  could  have  wished  it  better  for  your 
sake.  I  pledge  yoo,  sir  :-^To  the  kind  man  io 
prison. 

^fiicj.  Let  it  be  so.    Now,  sir,  if  you  please  to 
"^nd  but  a  few  minutes  in  a  walk  about  my 

§  rounds  below,  my  man  here  shall  attend  you.  I 
oubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furnished  of  a 
sufficient  answer,  and  therein  my  brother  fully  sa- 
tisfied. 
Matt.  Good  sir,  in  that  the  angels  woukl  be 
pleased. 
And  the  world's  murmurs  calmed ;  and  I  should 

I  set  forth  then  upon  a  lucky  day. 

[Exeunt  Matter  and  Servant. 
Hut.  O  thou  confused  man !  Thy  pleasant  sins 
have  undone  thee;  thv  damnation  has  beggared 
thee.  That  heaven  should  say  we  must  not  sin, 
and  yet  made  women !  give  our  senses  way  to 
find  pleasure,  which,  bein^  found,  confounds  us ! 
Why  should  we  know  those  thiugs  so  much  mis- 
use us  ?  O,  would  virtue  had  been  forbidden  !  We 
sliould  then  have  proved  all  virtuous;  Tor'tis  our 
blood  to  love  what  we  are  forbidden.  Had  not 
drunkenness  been  forbidden,  what  man  would 
have  lieen  fool  to  a  beast,  and  zany  to  a  swine,— 
to  show  tricks  in  the  mire?  What  is  there  in 
three  dice,  to  make  a  man  draw  thrice  three 
tliousand  acres  into  tlie  compass  of  a  little  round 
table,  and,  with  the  gentleman's  palsy  in  the  hand, 
shake  out  his  posterity  thieves  or  hf  ggars  ?  Tis 
done ;  I  have  don't  i'faith :  terrible,  horrible  mi- 
sery I — How  well  was  1  left !  Very  well,  very 
well.  My  lands  show'd  like  a  full  mr>on  about  me ; 
but  now  the  moon's  in  the  last  quarter — waning, 
waning;  and  I  am  mad  to  think  that  moon  was 
mine ;  mine  and  my  father's  and  my  fore- fathers'; 
generations,  generations. — Down  goes  the  house 
of  us ;  down,  down  it  sinks.  Kow  is  the  name  a 
beggar ;  begs  in  me.  That  name,  which  hundreds 
of  years  has  made  this  shire  famous,  in  me  and 
my  pofsterity,  runs  nut.  In  my  seed  five  are  made 
miserable  besides  myself:  my  riot  is  now  my 
brother's  gaoler,  my  wife's  sighing,  my  three  boys 
penury,  and  iniue  own  confusion.     * 
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Wby  sit  my  hairs  apoo  mjr  coned  be«d  ? 

f  Tears  hit  hair. 
"  O,  mjr  bro- 
ther's ' 
In  execution  among  devils  that 
Stretch  him  and  make  him  give ;  '*  and  I  io  WMt. 
Not  able  for  to  live,  nor  toredeem  him ! 
Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  hell. 
But  in  my  he^rt  her  sereraf  torments  d^ccU ; '' 
Slaverr  and  miseiy.   Who,  in  this  case, 
Would  not  take  up  money  upon  bis  soul } 
Pawn  his  salvation,  live  at  interest  ? 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
Por  me  to  want,  eiceeds  the  throes  of  helL'^ 

Enter  4  Uitle  Boy,  with  a  Top  and  a  Scourge, 

What  ail  you,  fattier  ?  Are  you  not  well  ? 
I  cannot  scourge  my  top  as  long  as  you  stand  so. 
You  take  up  all  the  room  witli  your  wide  le^^s.-^^ 
Pah!  you  cannot  make  me  ahi|id  with  this;  I 
fear  no  vizards,  nor  bugbears.  '^ 

[He  takes  up  the  Child  by  the  tkirtt  of 
hit  long  Coat  with  one  hand,  and 
drawt  hit  Dagger  with  the  other. 
Hut,  Up,  sir,  for  here  thou  hast  no  inheritance 

left.'<^ 
Son.  O,  what  will  you  do,  father?  I  am  your 
white  boy. 

Hut.  Thou  shalt  be  my  red  boy ;  take  that. 

[Stnkethim, 
Son.  O,  yon  hurt  me,  father. 
Hut.  My  eldest  beg^. 
Thou  shalt  not  live  to  ask  an  usurer  bread ; 
To  cry  at  #g^«at  man's  gate;  or  follow, 


Good  your  honour^  by  a  ooach;  no^  nor  yow  bro* 

ther : 
Tis  chanty  tp  brain  you. 
Son.  How  shall  I  learn,  now  my  head's  hrekc? 
Hut.  Bleed,  bleed,  [Siah  him. 

Bather  than  beg.    Be  not  thy  name's  disgraos : 
Spurn  thou  thy  fortunes  first ;  if  they  be  bass, 
Come^  view  thv  second  brotbet's.    Fates!  bj 

children^  blood 
Shall  spin  into  your  faces;  yon  shall  see^ 
How  confidently  we  scorn  beggwy ! 

iBiitwUhMtSm. 

SCENE  V.'^A  Maid  ditcovered  wUh  a  CkiU 
in  her  armt ;  the  Mother  on  a  Couch  by  Acr, 
atleqf. 

Maid.  Sleep,  sweet  babe;  sorrow  makes  tby 

mother  sleep : 
It  bod^s  small  good  when  heaviness  falls  so  dse|i. 
Hush,  pretty  Ixiy;  thy  hopes  might  have  bees 

better. 
Tis  lost  at  dice,  what  ancient  honour  won : 
Hard,  when  the  father  plays  away  the  son  I 
Nothing  but  Misery  serves  in  this  house ;  '^ 
Ruin  and  desolation.    Oh ! 

Enter  Huthand,  with  hit  Son,  bleeding. 

Hut.  Whore,  give  me  that  bcur. 

[Strivet  with  her  for  the  CUUL 
Maid.  O  help,  help  \  Out  alas !  murder,  nai^ 

der! 
Hut.  Are  voa  gossiping  you  prating  stardj 

quean  r 


"  IFAy  tit  fliy  hairs  up9H  nuf  carted  bead  f 

WiU  mot  thit  poifoa  louter  tkem  ?— Alloding  to  the  eftcts  of  some  kiaii  of 
poisoD.  So  in  Leic€tter''tComnunmeaUh  i  **  yet  wps  be  like  Io  have  lost  hit  life,  bat  escaped  ia  theori 
(heing  yoog)  with  the  Uate  oa^ly  of  kit  hairt,"  The  author  is  here  ipeaklof  of  a  pace  who  had  tutnt 
potion  prepared  by  Leicester  for  the  earl  of  £a8ez.--*STEErBiis. 

'^  jind  make  him  give. — l>ather  when  stretched  is  said  to  ^toe.— Malomb. 

■S  Divines  and  iytng  mat  may  talk  afkett^ 
But  in  my  heart  her  teoeral  tormmUs  itoett. — Thas  in  Eowe's  Tomwrlmu: 

** the  restless  damn*d 

*'  (If  mufliet  lye  not)  wander  thus  la  helL"— Stbbvbits. 

'^  /,  thai  did  ever  in  abundance  dwetl^ 

For  me  to  want  exceeds  the  throet  0/ AeU.— The  same  aggravatimi  of  the  ouss* 
ries  occasioned  by  unexpected  p'overty,  is  introduce  in  Tlmon  ^ 

'*  Bat  myself, 
*'  That  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary 

**  I  to  bear  this 
"  That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  soiferance.'*— Stbstbrs. 

'^  I  fear  no  vizards  nor  bugkeart. — This  is  a  natural  circumstance.  The  child  mistakes  the  distartisBi 
of  real  passion,  for  grimaces  exhibited  only  with  a  sportive  intention  to  fright  him.— Stbbveiis. 

'6  Up,  sir f  for  here  thou  hast  no  inheritance  le/t.—He  meani,  1  believe,  that  his  child  havi%  aDtkisc 
left  on  earth,  he  will  send  him  to  heaTen.*<-MALONB 

'^  Nothing  hut  Miseij  serves  in  this  homs;  • — In  JC.  Henry  Fill,  we  have  a  similar  pcnonificatisa: 


it 
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Aad  Danger  tarvet  among  them."— Stbbv'BH s. 
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I'll  breftk  yoar  clamour  with  your  neck.    Down 

stairs ; 
7anibley  tumble,  headlong.    So  :— 

[He  throws  her  down,  and  slabs  th^ 
Child, 
The  surest  way  to  charm  a  woman's  tongue," 
Is— break  her  neck :  a  politician  did  it.'' 
Son,  Mother,  mother;  I  am  killed,  mother ! 

[Wife  awakes. 
Wife,  Ha,  who's  tliat  cried  ? — O  me !  my  chil- 
dren ? 
Both,  both,  bloody,  bloody ! 

[Catches  up  the  younf^est  ChiU. 
Hus,  Strumpet,  let  go  the  boy ;  let  go  the  beg- 
gar. 
Wife,  O  my  sweet  husband  ! 
Hus.  Filth,  hnrlot. 

Wife.  O,  what  will  you  do,  dear  husband  f 
Hus.  Give  me  the  bastard. 
Wife.  Your  own  sweet  boy — 
Hus.  There  are  too  many  beggars. 
Wife,  Good  my  husband — 
flus.  Dost  thou  prevent  me  still  ? 


Wife.  O  God ! 

Uus.  Have  at  his  heart. 

[Stabs  at  the  Child  in  her  arms. 
Wife.  O,  my  dear  boy  ! 
Hus.  Brat,  thou  shait  not  live  to  shame  thy 

house — 
Wife.  Oh  heaven ! 

[She  is  hurtf  and  sinks  down. 
Hus.  And  perish  I — Now  be  gone : 
There's  whores  enough,  and  want  would  make 
thee  one. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  0  sir,  what  deeds  are  these  ? 
Hus,  Base  slave,  my  vassal ! 
Com'st  thou  between  my  fury  to  question  me  ? 
Ser.  Were  you  the  devil,  I  would  hold  youjsir. 
Hus.  Hold  me?  Presumption!  I'll  undo  thse 

for  it. 
Ser.  'Sblood,  you  have  undone  us  all,  sir. 
Hus.  Tug  at  thy  master  ? 
Ser.  Tug  at  a  monster. 


"•  To  charm  a  woman*n  tongue. — To  silence  her. — Ma  lon  r. 

"  Break  her  neck :  a  politician  did  it. — The  satire  in  Ibis  passage  is  undoubtedly  personal.  The.  poli' 
tkian  alladed  to  was  queen  Elizabeth's  favourite,  the  carl  of  Leicester,  the  death  of  whose  firpt  wife  is 
thus  described  In  the  celebrated  libel  entitled  his  Commonwealth.  This  work  is  attributed  to  Parsons  th^ 
Jesait,  thoiigh  sir  William  Cecil,  lord  Burleigh^  is  suspected  of  having  furnished  bis  materials.  It  was 
first  printed  abroad  in  the  year  1584,  and  wa«  circulated  with  malicious  industry  by  means  of  multiplied 
editions,  throughout  our  kingdom,  and  through  others  by  repeated  translations  into  various  languages* 

"  The  death  of  Leicester's  first  lady  and  wife." 

"  For  first  his  lordship  hath  a  speciall  fortune,  that  when  he  desireth  any  woman^s  favour,  then  what 
person  so  ever  staodeth  in  his  way,  hath  the  luck  to  dye  quickly  for  the  finishing  of  his  desire.  As  for 
example,  when  his  lordship  was  in  full  hope  to  marry  her  majesty,  and  his  ownc  wife  stood  in  his  light, 
as  he  supposed ;  he  did  but  send  her  aside  to  the  house  of  his  servant  Forster  of  Cumner  by  Oxford, 
where  Portly  after  she  had  the  chance  to  fall  from  a  paire  ofttairtSy  and  so  to  breake  her  neck,  but  yet 
withont  hurting  of  her  hood  that  stood  upon  her  head  But  sir  Richard  Vamey,  who  by  commandment 
remained  with  her  that  day  alone,  with  one  roan  onely,  and  had  sent  away  perforce  all  her  servants  from 
her  to  a  niarket  tvfo  miles  off,  he  (I  say)  with  his  man,  can  tell  how  she  died,  which  man  being  taken  af- 
terward for  a  felony  iii  the  marches  of  Wales,  and  offering  to  publish  the  manner  of  the  said  murder,  was 
made  away  privily  In  the  prison  :  and  sir  Richard  himself  dying  about  the  same  time  in  London,  cried 
pitiously  and  blasphemed  God,  and  said  to  a  gentleman  of  worship  of  mine  acquaintance,  not  long  be- 
fore hb  death,  that  all  the  devils  in  hell  did  teare  him  in  pieces.  The  wife  also  of  Bald  Butler,  kinsman 
to  my  lord,  gave  out  the  whole  fact  a  little  before  her  death.  But  to  return  unto  my  purpose,  this  was 
my  lord's  good  fortune  to  have  his  wife  dye,  at  that  time  when  it  was  like  to  tame-most  to  his  profit." 

When  this  book  was  republished  Tor  reasons  of  policy,  in  1641,  a  metrical  monologue,  railed  Leicester's 
Ohost,  was  appended  to  it,  and  there  likewise  the  same  fact  is  recorded.  The  following  quotation  is 
from  a  more  peffcct  a^id  ample  MS.  copy  of  the  same  poemi 

«  My  first  wife  she/e//  downe  a  paire  ofstaires 
**  And  brake  her  necke^  and  so  at  Conmore  dyed, 
"  Whilst  her  true  servants  led  with  small  affaires, 

"  Unto  a  fayre  at  Abbingdon  did  ride; ... 

'*  This  dismall  happ  did  to  my  wife  betyde : 

•*  Whether  ye  call  yt  chance  or  destinie, 

'*  Too  true  y  t  is,  she  did  untimely  dye.*' 

Lest  it  skoald  be  objected  to  the  probability  of  Shakespeare*s  having  irritten  the'KorJfciAire  Tragedy, 
that  be  would  not,  on  account  of  his  intimacy  with  the  friend  of  Kssev,  have  treated  the  memory  of 
Leicester  with  so  mack  freedom,  let  me  add,  that  the  former  was  executed  in  1600,  and  our  author  was 
therefore  left  at  full  liberty  to  adopt  the  common  sentiments  relative  to  this  great  but  profligate  statcs- 
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Hu8,  Have  I  no  power  ?  Shall  my  slave  fetter 

tnc  ? 
Ser.  Nay  then  the  devil  wrestles ;  I  am  thrown. 
Hum.  O  villain !  now  Til  tug  thee»  now  I'll  tear 
thee; 
Set  quick  spurs  to  my  vassal  ;^°  bruise  him,  tram- 
ple him. 
So;  I  think  thou  wilt  not  follow  me  in  haste.' 
IVly  horse  stands  ready  saddled.    Away,  away ; 
Now  to  my  brat  at  nurse,  my  sucking  beggar : 
Fates !  I'll  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on- 

^       [Exit. 

SCENE  VI Court  before  the  House. 

Enter  Husband  ;  to  him  the  Matter  of  the  Col- 

lege. 

Mastm  How  is  it  with  you,  sir  ? 
Methiiiks  you  look  of  a  distracted  colour. 

Hus.  Who,  1,  sir?  Tis  but  your  fancy. 
Please  you  walk  in,  sir,  and  III  soon  resolve  you : 
I  want  one  small  part  to  make  up  Che  sum, 
And  then  my  brother  shall  rest  satisfied. 

Mast!  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  it :  Sir,  Til  attend 
you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIL-^^  Room  in  the  House. 

J%e  Wife,  Servant,  and  Children,  discovered. 

Ser.  Oh,  I  am  scarce  able  to  heave  up  myself. 
He  has  so  bruised  me  with  his  devilish  weight, 
And  torn  my  flesh  with  his  blood-hasty  spur: 
A  man  before  of  easy  constitution, 
Till  now  hell  power  supplied,  to  his  sours  wrong : 
O  how  damnation  can  make  weak  men  strong !    ' 

Enter  the  Master  of  the  College,  and  two  Ser^ 

vants, 

Ser.  O  the  most  piteous  deed,  sir,  since  you 

came ! 
Mast,  A  deadly  greeting !  Hath  be  summed  up 
these. 
To  satisfy  his  brother?  Here's  another ; 
And  by  the  bleeding  infants,  the  dead  mother. 
Wife.  Oh  !  oh ! 


ilf«tff.  Surgeons  I  surgeon*!  shereoovenlile:- 
One  of  his  men  all  faint  and  bloodied ! 

1  Ser.  Follow;  our murderoas ni^ster hai took 
hqrse. 
To  kill  his  child  at  nurse.     Q,  follow  quickly. 

Mast.  I  am  the  readiest ;  it  shall  be  jDycfavp 
To  raise  tln^  town  upon  hiip." 
1  Ser.  Good  sir,  do  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Master^  and  Iwpo  Sert§ati> 
Wife.  0  my  children  ! 
1  Ser.  How  is  it  with  my  mntX  afflicted  n* 

tress  ? 
Wife.  Why  do  I  now  recover  ?  Whylialfliw^ 
To  see  my  children  bleed  before  mioe  eyas? 
A  sight  able  to  kill  a  mother's  breast,  witboot 
An  executioner.— What,  art  thoa  mangled  t»\ 
1  Ser.  I,  thinking  to  prevent  wbat  his  fptk 
mischiefs 
Had  so  soon  acted,  came  and  rushed  apoa  hin. 
We  struggled ;  but  a  fouler  strength  timn  bb 
Overthrew  me  with  bis  arms ;  ^^  tbeo  did  be  bnme 

me, 
And  rent  my  flesh,  and  robbM  roe  of  ay  hair; 
Like  a  man  mad  in  execution,^' 
Made  me  unfit  to  rise  and  follow  him. 

'  Wife.  What  is  it  has  bef^iled  him  of  all  pie^ 
And  stole  away  humanity  from  his  breast? 
To  slay  bis  children,  purpose  to  kill  his  wilie^ 
And  spoil  bis  servants— 

Enter  a  Servmmt. 

Serv.  Please  you  to  leave  this  mo8|  accursed 
place : 
A  surgeon  waits  within. 

Wife.  Willing  to  leave  it  ? 
Tis  guilty  of  sweet  blood,  innooen|  blood : 
Murder  has  took  this  chamber  with  full  baadi^ 
And  will  ne'er  out  as  long  as  the  house  staod^ 

[£rtwt 

SCENE  ym.-^  Higkroad. 

Enter  HuOand.     He  folk. 

Hus.  O  stumbling  jade !  The  tfiayio  ovotiM 
thee! 


*° now  tU  tear  thee  ; 

Set  quick  ipors  to  my  vassal,  &c«  So  afterwards  the  Servant  layi , 

He  has 

— —  torn  my  flesh  with  his  blood-has|y  spur. 

To  render  this  intelligible.  It  should  be  understood,  that  the  ancient  spojfs  biid  ftiwels  whose  paiat*  woe 
more  than  an  inch  long,  with  keeii  broad  edges  like  daggers'.— Psacy. 

^^  To  raise  the  town  upon  him. — '1  he' town  of  Calverly,  as  I  am  iofisnned,  is  aboat  a  arilefirMS^ 
spot  where  these  murders  were  committed.— Stekvens. 

^^  Overthrew  ike  with  his  arms— ^.  e.  employed  his  awns  as  its  instrameDt,  of  ageat.— ^BrsBtnis. 

*3  Like  a  man  mad  in  emcution. — The  servant  means  to  compare  his  OMSler  either  So  a  Aflisai  wki* 
rage  kindles  in  the  progress  of  lis  gratificatioB ;  or  to  a  madman  iNuied  ia  the  '"TTin'Tim  mhmtk  ^ 
barity.-^Srasvsiis.         • 
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(^diseases  ttop  thee  !*^ 

m  sorely  braised  !  Piague  founder  thee ! 

iin'st  at  ease  aiid  pleasure.  Heart  of  chance! 

iw  me  now,  wtthini  a  fixisjixt  o*  the  town, 

I  plain  even  ^und  too !  'Sfoot,  a  man 

be  upon  it,  and  throw  awajr  the  meadows. 

least ! 

'  withiii,]  Follow,  follow,  follow. 

.  Ha !  1  hear  sounds  of  men,  like  hue  and 

cry. 

f  and  straggle  to  thy  horse ;  make  on; 

ch  that  little  beggar,  and  all's  done. 

fiiiiikin.]  Here,  here;  this  way,  this  way. 

.  At  my  back  ?  Oh, 

*ate  hare  I !  ray  limbs  deny  me  go. 

1  is  'bated ;  bc^ary  claims  a  part. 

d  I  here  reach  to  the  infant's  heart } 

the  Moiter  of  the  College,  three  Gentler 
Mffi,  and  Atiendanttf  with  halberdt. 

Here,  here ;  yonder,  yonder. 
t.  Unnatural,  flinty,  more  tluin  barbarous ! 
ythians,  even  the  marble- hearted  Fates, 
not  have  acted  more  remorseless  deeds, 
r  relentless  natures,  than  these  of  thine, 
lis  the  answer  I  lon^;  waited  on } 
dsfaction  for  thy  prisoned  brother  } 
.  Why,  he  can  Imve  do  more  of  us  than  our 
skinf, 

»me  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 
iut.  Great  sins  have  made  him  impudent. 
t.  He  has  shed  so  much  blood,  that  he  can- 
not blush. 

fnt.  Away  with  him ;  hea^  him  to  the  jus- 
tice's. 

Icroan  of  worship  dwells  at  hand : 
shall  his  deeds  be  blazed. 
.  Why  all  the  better. 
ry  'tis  to  have  my  action  known ; 
e  for  nothing,  but  I  miss'd  of  one. 
t.  There's  little  of  a  father  in  that  inef: 
im  away.  [Exeuni, 

£  IX. — A  Room  in  the  House  of  a  Magt- 
itrate. 

^nter  a  Knight  and  three  Gentlemen. 

iht*  Endangered  so  his  wife  ?  murdered  his 
children  ? 


1  Gent,  So  the  cry  goes. 

Knight.  I  am  sornr  I  e'er  knew  him ; 
That  ever  he  took  life  and  natural  being 
From  such  an  honoured  stock,  and  fair  dfrscent. 
Till  this  black  minute  without  stain  or  blemish.^^ 

1  Geni,  Here  come  the  men. 

Enter  Matter  of  the  College,  Sfc.  with  the  PrL 

soner, 

Knifht,  The  serpent  of  his  house  ?  I  am  sorry 
For  this  time,  that  I  am  iu  place  of  justice. 
Matt,  Please  you,  sir— 
Knight,  Do  not  repeat  it  twice ;  I  know  too 
much :      V 
Would  it  had  ne*er  been  thought  on  !  Sir,  I  bleed 
For  you. 

1  Gent,  Your  father^s  sorrows  are  alive  in  roe. 
What  made  you  show  such  monstrous  cruelty  ? 

Ehit,  In  a  word,  sir,  1  have  consumed  all, 
played  away  long-acre ;  and  I  thought  it  the  cha- 
ritahlest  deed  I  could  do,  to  co2eii  beggary,  and 
knock  my  house  o*  the  head. 

Knight,  O,  in  a  cooler  blood  you  will  repent  it. 
Hut,  1  repent  now  that  one  is  \e(t  unkiiied ; 
My  brat  at  nurse.  I  would  full  fain  have  weuned 
him. 
Knight,  Well,  I  do  not  think,  but  in  to-mor* 
row's  judgment. 
The  terror  will  sit  closer  to  your  soul, 
When  the  dread  thought  of  death  remembers 

▼ou: 
To  further  which,  take  this  sad  voice  from  me, 
Never  was  act  played  more  uhuaturally. 
Hut,  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Knight,  Go  lead  him  to  the  gaol : 
Where  justice  claims  all,  there  must  pity  fail. 
Hut,  Come,  come ;  away  with  roe. 

[Exeunt  Hutband^SfC, 
Matt,  Sir,  you  deserve  the  worship  of  your 
place: 
Would  all  did  so  !  In  yon  the  law  is  grace. 
Knight,  It  is  my  wish  it  should  be  so.— Ruin- 
ous man  ! 
The  desolation  of  his  house,  the  blot 
Upon  his  predecessor's  honoured  name  ! 
That  man  is  nearest  shame,  that  is  past  shame.  ^ 

[Exeunt. 


^efiftjf  iinatts  Hop  thee  t^**  Had  be  as  qiany  diseases  as  two  and  fifty  horses,*'  occurs,  1  thiak,  la 

m^g  of  a  Shrew,— MaIsO  HE, 

"e  b  aa  old  book,  emitted  the  Fiflg  Diteaset  of  a  Hone ;  by  Gervase  Markham. — Steev  rks. 

itl  tkit  black  minute  without  ttain  or  biemiMk, — It  should  seem  from  hence,  that  the  worthy  magh- 

rai  the  only  person  In  the  nelghboorbood  anacquainted  with  this  gentleman's  roarsc  of  life,  or 

I  thoogbt  his  preceding  extravagance,  and  inhumanity  to  his  wife,  was  no  dis/;mce.to  his  family. 

rtber  1  proceed,  the  more  am  1  convinced,  that  oar  little  drama  was  a  piece  of  hasty  patch worJc. 

BNS. 

kat  mam  is  nearett  shame,  that  is  past  tAraw.— The  compoiKor  perhaps  caught  this  word  from  tli« 
the  line.    The  author,  I  believe,  wrote : 

That  man  b  nearest  sin,  that  is  past  shamc-^^Ai^oNEu 
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SCENE  X.— JBr/br€  Calverly  Hall. 

Enter  Husband  fiuarded,  Master  of  the  College, 
Gentlemen,  and  Attendants, 

Has.  I  am  right  against  inj  house,— se&t  of  my 
1   ancestors :  *^ 
I  hear  my  wife's  alive,  but  much  endangered. 
Let  me  entreat  to  speak  with  her,  before 
The  prison  gripe  me. 

His  Wife  is  brought  in. 

Gent.  See,  liere  she  comes  of  herself. 
Wife.  O  my  sweet  husband,  my  dear  distressed 
husband. 
Now  in  the  hands  of  unrelenting  laws, 
IVly  greatest  sorrow,  my  extremest  bleeding ; 
Now  my  soul  bleeds. 

Hus.  How  now  ?  Kind  to  me  ?  Did  I  not  wound 
thee?    , 
Left  thee  for  dead? 

Wife.  Tut,  far,  far  greater  wounds  did  my. 
breast  feel; 
Unkindness  strikes  a  deeper  wound  thaii  steel. 
You  have  been  still  unkind  to  me. 

Hus.  'Faiih,  and  so  I  think  I  have ; 
I  did  my  murders  roughly  out  of  hand. 
Desperate  and  sudden ;  but  thou  hast  devised 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  mc :  thou  hast  given  mine 

eves 
Seven  wounds  apiece.  Now  glides  the  Devil  from 

Departs  at  every  joint;  heaves  up  my  nails. 
O  catch  him  torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented  ! 
Bind  him  one  thousand  more,  you  blessed  angels, 
In  that  pit  liottomless !  Let  him  not  rise 
To  make  men  act  unnatural  tragedies ; 
To  spread  into  a  father,  and  in  fury 
Make  him  his  children's  executioner; 
Murder  his  wife,  his  servants,  and  who  not  (— 
For  that  man's  dark,  where  heaven  is  quite  for- 
got. 

Wife.  O  my  repentant  husband  ! 

Hus.  O  my  dear  soul,  whom  I  loo  much  have 
wronged; 


VoT  death  I  die,  and  for  this  have  I  lon^. 

Wife.  Thou  sbould'st  nor,  be  assured,  for  these 
faults  die. 
If  the  law  could  forgive  as  soon  as  I. 

iThe  two  Children  laid  out. 

Hus.  What  sight  is  yonder? 

Wife.  O,  our  two  bleeding  boys, 
Laid  forth  upon  the  threshold. 

Hus.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  heart- 
string  cracl^ 
O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  souls 
Might  look  from  heaven  into  your  fathers  eye», 
Then  should  you  see  the  penitent  glasses  nelt, 
And  both  your  murders  shoot  upon  mycbe&»! 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  angels'  laps. 
And  will  not  look  on  me,  who,  void  of  grace^ 
Kil'cd  you  in  beggarV' 

0  that  I  might  my  wishes  now  attain  ! 

1  should  then  wish  you  living  were  again,   • 
Thoush  I  did  beg  with  you,  which  thing  I  fetred: 
O,  'twas  the  enemy  my  eyes  so  bleared  ! 

O,  would  you  could  pray  heaven  me  to  forpve, 
That  will  unto  my  end  repentant  live  ! 

Wife.  It  makes  me  even  foi^et  all  oth^  tor' 
rows, 
And  live  apart  with  this. 

Offi.  Come,  will  you  go? 

Hus.  I'll  kiss  the  blood  I  spilt,  and  then Fll  go: 
My  suul  is  bloodif:d,  well  may  my  lips  he  so.— 
Farewell,  dear  wife;  now  thou  and  I  most  part; 
I  of  thy  wroni;s  repent  me  with  my  hearL 

Wife.  O  stay  !  thou  shalt  not  go.  '  « 

Hus.  That's  but  in  vain ;  you  see  it  mutt  be  so. 
Farewell  te  bloody  ashes  of  my  boys ! 
My  punishments  are  their  eternal  joys. 
Let  every  father  look  into  my  deeds. 
And  then  their  heirs  may  prosper,  while  nuoe 
bleeds.       [E.Teunt  Husband  and  Offictrt. 

Wife.  More  wretched  am  I  now  ni  this  distress^ 
Than  former  sorrows  made  me. 

Mast.  O  kind  wife. 
Be  comforted  ;  one  joy  is  yet  anmnrdered; 
You  have  a  boy  at  nurse ;  your  joy's  in  him. 
Wijc.  Dearer  than  all  is  mv  poor  husbtftfTi 
life. 


^''  /  am  right  against  myhouse^  seat  of  my  ancestors : — I  am  told,  surh  grneral  horror  was  inspired  by 
the  fact  on  which  this  play  is  founded,  that  the  mansion  of  Mr  Calverly  was  relinqai»hrd  by  all  hisrrfa- 
lions,  and,  hein^  permitted  to  decay,  has  never  since  proved  the  residenre  of  persons  of  fa^bioo  or  fstatr, 
being  at  present  no  more  than  a  farm-house.  They  ^ay  nUo,  it  would  he  difficult  even  now  to  penuaie 
some  of  the  common  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  that  the  unfortunate  master  oF  Calverly  BaHio- 
derwcnt  the  fate  of  Regulus,  and  was  roll<M  down  the  hill  before  his  own  seat,  enclosed  in  a  barrel  slack 
with  nails.  Such  is  one  of  the  ktories  current  among  the  yeiimanry  of  the  circumjacent  villages;  wkm 
it  \H  likewise  added,  that  the  place  of  IVIr  Calverly's  intrimcnt  was  never  exactly  known,  several  reftv, 
fupposed  to  be  filled  with  sand,  having  been  deposited  in  various  parishev,  that  his  remains  might  elodt 
the  purniit  of  the  populace,  who  threatened  to  expose  them  to  public  infamy  on  a  gibbet.-  Thev  vert 
imagined  however,  at  last,  to  have  been  clandestinely  conveyed  into  the  family  vault  in  C  alverly  cliiirrk, 
where  the  bodies  of  his  children  lie;  and  it  was  long  believed,  that  his  ghost  rode  every  Difht  «itk 
dreadful  rries  through  the  adjoining  woods,  to  the  terror  of  thote  whose  business  compelled  them  to  tra- 
vel late  at  night,  or  early  in  the  morning. — I  hnvr  related  all  this  mixture  of  truth  and  fable,  only  ti» 
gain  an  opportunity  of  observing,  that  no  murders  were  ever  more  deeply  execrated,  or  bid  fairer  furs 
lasting  remembrance.-- 'Steevens. 
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Heaven  give  my  body  strength,  which  is  yet  faint 
With  much  expense  of  blood,  and  1  will  kneel , 
Sue  for  his  life,  number  up  ail  my  friends 
To  plead  for  pardon  for'^ny  dear  husband's  life. 
Mast.  Was  it  in  man  to  wound  so  kind  a  crea- 
ture ? 


1*11  ever  praise  a  woman  for  thy  sake. 
I  must  return  with  grief;  my  answer's  set  i 
I  shall  bring  news  weighs  heavier  than  the  debt. 
Two  brothers,  one  in  bond  lies'  overthrown, 
This  on  a  deadlier  execution.        [Exeunt  omne9. 


CoNCERNtNc  this  piny  I  hare  not  been  aV))e  to  form  any  decided  opinion.  The  arguments  pro^ 
duced  hy  Mr  Steevens  in  support  of  its  authenticity,  appear  to  me  to  have  considerable  weight.  If 
its  date  were  not  so  precisely  ascertained,  little  doubt  would  remain,  in  my  mind  at  least,  upon  the 
sobject.  I  find  it,  however,  difficult  to  believe  that  Shakespeare  could  have  written  Macbeth^  King 
Lear^  and  the  Yorkshire  Tragedjf,  at  nearly  the  same  period. — Ma  lone.  ' 

The  Yorkshire  lYagedy  hath  been  frequently  called  Shakspeare*s  earliest  attempt  in  the  drama ; 
bat  most  certainly  it  wns  not  written  by  our  poet  at  all.  The  fact  on  which  it  is  built,  was  perpe- 
trated no  sooner  than  1605 ;  much  too  late  for  so  mean  a  performance  from  the  hand  of  Shakespeare. 
Farmer. 

Lone  ago  was  it  obsened  by  Dr  Johnson,  that  from  mere  inequality  in  works  of  imagination,  no- 
thing could  with  exactness  be  inferred;  but  if  Dr  Farmer's  argument  be  allowed  to  operate  in  re- 
spect to  Shakespeare  on  this  occasion,  may  it  not  be  employed  hereafter  with  equal  force  in  regard 
to  Drydcn  and  Rowe?  It  will  surely  tend  to  prove,  that  the  author  of  Don  Sebastian  did  not  finish 
his  dramatic  career  with  so  mean  a  performance  as  Love  Triumphantf  or  that  the  despicable  Siter 
vt'as  produced  earlier  than  all  the  other  plays  by  the  same  hand,  as  much  as  that  Shakespeare  was  not 
the  writer  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy,  because  it  is  unworthy  of  his  ripened  genius  and  amended 
judgment. 

I  confess  I  have  always  regarded  this  little  drama  as  a  genuine  but  a  hasty  production  of  our  au- 
thor.*' Though  he  was  seldom  vigilant  of.  reputation  as  a  poet,  he  might  sometimes  have  been  at** 
tentive  to  gain  as  a  manager.  Laying  hold,  therefore,  on  the  popular  narrative  ^  of  this  ^  bloody 
business,*'  it  was  natural  enough  that  he  should  immediately  adapt  it  to  the  stage.  His  play,  indeed, 
has  ail  ^he  marks  of  an  unpremeditated  composition.  At  fast  as  ideas  on  the  subject  presented 
tlienisclves*  whether  clothed  in  verse  or  prose,  they  seem  to  have  been  thrown  on  paper,  without 
the  slightest  regard  to  method  or  uniformity  of  writing.  The  piece  was  probably  meant  for  repre- 
!>entation  no  longer  than  while  its  original  continued  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  audience ;  and  we 
therefore  find  the  corruptions  in  it  are  few,  being  proportioned  to  the  shortness  of  its  run.  Other 
re^ons,  however,  may  be  assigned  for  the  appearance  of  a  tragedy  compressed  within  such  narrow 
limits.  Perhaps  it  was  contrived  as  a  prop  to  some  feeble,  or  as  a  supplement  to  some  scanty  per- 
formance;— was  produced  through  a  wish  to  join  with  three  particular  friends  in  the  entertainment 
of  a  single  afternoon  ; — or  was  only  intended  as  a  sketch  which  the  author  would  at  leisure  have 
transplanted  on  a  more  extensive  canvas.  It  is  possible,  also,  that  it  was  manufactured  out  of  some 
loose  unconnected  scenes,  attempted  in  the  infancy  of  Shakespeare's  art,^°  being  meant  by  him  to 
have  comprehended  the  whole  circle  of  misfortunes  incident  to  an  unthinking  London  Prodigal;  ^' 


^^  It  was  not  only  printed  as  Shakespeare's,  but  is  entered  voith  his  natne  on  the  Stationers*  Books.  See 
also  the  coincidences  between  his  other  pla>s  and  this,  which,  considering  Its  size,  exhibits  as  many  as 
U  ill  t>e  found  in  Pericles, 

^9  On  the  12tb  of  June  l(V()5,  the  following  entry  was  made  on  the  books  of  the  Stationers*  Company : 
**  Twoo  udiiaturall  murthcrs,  the  one  practised  hy  Mr  Coverly  a  Yorkshire  gent,  nppon  his  wife,  and 
happened  on  bis  children  the  23d  of  April  1005.  The  other  practised  by  Mrs  Browne,  and  performed  by 
her  servant  upon  ber  faushand,  who  in  Lent  last  were  executed  at  Berry  in  Suffolke.'* 

Again,  July  1605  :  "A  ballad  of  a  lamentable  raurther  done  m  Yorkeshire  by  a  gent,  oppon  8  of  his 
owoe  children,  sore  wounding  his  wife  and  nunc.** 

Again,  August  24,  1605  :  ^'  The  Arraigncmcnt  and  Condempnacion  of  Mr  Calverly  at  Yorke  in  Au- 
gust I6U5." 

*°  The  frequent  mixture  of  rhyme  with  blank  verse,  may  serve  to  strengthen  this  supposition. 

^*  The  hero  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy  fint  enters  reflecting  on  the  fatal  throw  that  cost  him  the  small 
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and  as  this  idtisfticm  df  biS  WM»  dimtfKCd  in  th^  theatre  mliong  hk  camtnda,  it  nn^t  pro¥e  tbe 
ion  wht  aitbth^r  fiiece  with  the  Mtne  title  wa^  afterwards  ascribMl  to  hiin.  When  this  news  of  die 
YotlLShir^  Mt^jftrophe  a'lritred  in  London,  he  m^ght  have  been  tempted  to  aooommodate  this  his  en\j 
prolusion^  as  well  as  ha^e  virodild  perinh  (for  mdeed  his  later  corrections  often  militate  against  b/ 
cirigina!  plans)  to  th^  pftrticelaft  of  another  story,  (as  Otway  has  since  converted  lleeieo  into  the 

?ounger  Manut)  for  many  events  are  introdaced  into  our  tragedy  which  form  no'  part  of  the  tale,  ic 
received  it  fronii  a  person  who  heard  it  frequently  related  in  the  paiish  where  the  hero  of  it  lired. 
Hence  the  incongruity  of  jthe  beginning,  &c.  with  all  the  rest,  and  the  ac^dmiilation  of  incidents  nei- 
ther to  be  found  in.Stowe'sContinuator,or  the  ballads  of  the  age,  which'  usually  confined  themsehti 
within  the  bounds  of  circumstantiality  and  truth.  Yet  whatever  was  its  origin  or  mode  of  construe 
tion,  though  by  no  means  un6  of  our  author*s  most  powerful  effusions,  it  is  still  entitled  to  better 
treatment  th<inr  rt  has  hitherto  met  with  from  its  various  editors.  If,  on  the  whole,  it  has  lesspoeti- 
eal  merit  than  Some  of  the  serious  dialogues  in  the  Midiummer  Nighft  Dream,  or  Lovt^$  Lahokn 
Loti,  it  has  surely  as  much  of  nature  as  will  be  discovered  in  many  parts  of  these  desultory  dramei. 
Murder,  whioh  appears  ridiculous  in  Titu9  AndronicuSf  has  'iti  proper  effect  in  the  Yorkshire  TVs* 
gedy ;  and  the  command  this  little  piece  tnay  claim  over  the  passions  will  be  fuut^d  to  c<pal  tnj 
our  author  has  vested  in  the  tragic  divisions  of  TroUut  and  Cret$ida^ — I  had  nlnaost  said  in  Kin^ 
Richard  the  Second,  which  critics  may  applaud,  though  the  successive  audiences  of  nH>re  than  aceo- 
tary  have  respectfully  slumbered  over  it  as  often  as  4t  has  appeared  on  the  stage.  Mr  Garrick  had 
once  resolved  on  its  revival ;  but  his  good  sense  at  last  oVerpowered  his  ambition'  to  raise  it  to  the 
dignity  of  the  acting  list.  Yet  our  late  Roscius's  chief  expectations  from  it,  as  h^  himself  confesied, 
would  have  been  founded  on  scener;^  displaying  the  magnificence  of  our  ancient  barriers. — To  retun 
to  my  subject  ;~this  tragedy  in  miniature,  (exhibiting  at  least  three  of  the  chaVacterisdcs  of  Sluke- 
speare,  I  mean  his  quibbles,  his  facility  of  metre,  and  his  struggles  to  introduce  comi<^  ideas  into  trt- 
gic  situations)  appears  at  present  before  the  reader  with  every  advantage  that  a  careful  comparisoa 
of  Qopies,  and  attention  to  obscurities,  could  bestow  on  it ;  and  yet  among  the  slight  outlines  of  ov 
theatrical  Raphael,  and  not  among  his  finished  paintings,  can  it  expect  to  misintain  a  place. 

The  Companion  to  the  Playhouse^  however,  informs  us,  that  the  late  Mr  Aaron  Hill  has  founded 
On  It  '^  a  very  beautiful  piece  of  one  act,  entitled.  Fatal  Extravagance.**  It  was  represented,  if  act 
published,  in  1720,  under  the  name  of  Joseph  Mitchell ;  an  unfortunate  though  ah  amiable  man,  who 
ivas  then  in  need  of  pecuniary  assistance.  I  have  never  met  with  this  pr^iduCtioo;  but  additiooil 
respect  is  surely  due  to  the  plot  of  the  Yorkshire  Traced  if y  since  it  has  been  adopted  by  the  transla- 
tor of  Meropt  and  Zayre,  who  possessed  no  common  share  of  dramatic  sagadity,  and  has  the  merit  of 
being  the  first  who  show^.d  our  theatrical  adventurers  the  way  into  the  treasury  of  Voltaire.  Mr  ITiU, 
however,  was  not,  like  some  of  his  successors,  a  l>oi  rower  without  acknowledgment^  or  a  copi^  who 
had  produced  no  originals. 

As  the  ability  and  erudition  displayed  by  Mr  Malone  in  the  publication  of  the  preceding  plays, csn- 
not  fail  to  obtain  for  them  a  greater  number  of  readers  tluin  they  have  hitherto  met  with,  perhaps  this 
is  no  improper  time  to  suggest  an  inquiry,  how  it  iKippencd,  that  the  namie  of  Shakespeare  should  be 
prefixed  to  five  dramaS  oH  discordant  styles,  and  inconsiderable  merit,  rather  than  to  as  many  others 
approaching  nearer  to  hi^  own  language,  and  not  altogether  so  much  beneath  his  acknowledged  ex- 
cellence. The  scanty  light  I  can  throw  on  this  matter,  is,  by  suppoung  that  our  author  had  casuallj 
mentioiied  a  future  design  of  adopting  subjects  similar  to  those  of  Loctme,  the  Puritan,  &b.;  and  wis 
afterwards  known  to  have  been  instrumental  in  bringing  pieces  with  such  titles  on  the  stage ;— or 


rem^ilns  of  bis  fortiine.  <»  Concerning  this  too  he  expresses  himself  as  of  a  recent  calamity,  ab  occarroKf 
that  had  happened  inmiediatcly  before  his  appearance  on  the  scene. 

Pox  0*  tfti  last  throw,  &c. 

Here  Mr  Malone  observes,  that,  being  just  returned  from  London  into  the  country,  the  cirmmstaoce 
which  occasioned  his  floal  loss  might  yet  be  uppermost  in  his  mind.  1  am  still  however  Influenced  bv 
the  suspicion  I  have  already  encouraged ;  for,  considering  the  slat^  of  ro.ids  a  century  and  a  half  ago, 
•ar  hero  could  not  have  reiiched  his  seat  at  Calverly  in  less  than  six  or  eight  da^s ;  and,  before  that  tine 
was  elapsed,  it  is  natural  to  conceive,  th.nt  all  his  recollection  of  the  particulars  of  loss  must  have  girea 
way  to  the  single  overu  helming  idea  of  hopeless  mi&ery  and  decisive  ruin. 

If,  as  Mr  Malone  observes,  this  couple  were  just  orrived  from  the  metropolis,  bow  happened  it  that 
ao  application  was  made  by  the  wife  (as  soon  as  her  husband  was  beggared  by  gaming)  to  her  uncle  «  ho 
resided  in  London  ?  Was  it  necessary  for  her  to  travel  down  into  Yorkshire,  only  that  she  might  retwni 
to  town,  aad  then  go  back  again  ?  1  am  more  and  more  confirmed  in  my  former  belief,  that  thi»  play  a# 
Hastily  and  carelessly  constructed  with  heterogeneous  matet ials. 
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that  he  recommended  some  trivial  alterations  in  them  whi)^  they  were  ?et  in  rehearsal  ;<-H>r  that  their 
real  owners  being  carefully  concealed,  these  productions  were  imputed  to  him  as  to  one  whose  repu- 
tation fTM  befit  able  to  promote  their  sale,  or  support  their  credit  with  an  audience.  The  necessity  of 
aheltering  the  plays  of  unpopular  poets  ondef  borrowed  names,  was,  I  believe,  at  that  period  unknown, 
as  well  as  the  more  maliciouspractice  of  fi^lbering  unsuccessful  scenes  on  persons  by  whom  they  were 
never  written.  Neither  was  it  then  customary  (as  since)  for  distinguished  authors  to  lend  or  f^ell  their 
names,  or  to  permit  (like  some  Italian  artists)  the  scholar  to  vend  his  paintings  for  those  of  the  mas- 
ter. It  seems,  however,  that  it  was  not  unusual  for  booksellers  to  issue  out  the  works  of  one  man 
ooder  the  nominal  sanction  of  another.  Heywood,  in  his  preface  to  the  Brasen  Age^  complains,  that 
a  noted  pedaeogue  had  impudently  stolen  from  him  certain  versions  of  Ovid,  and  published  them  at 
his  own.  Shirley  likewise  claims  a  play  which  was  sent  into  the  world  as  Fletcher's.'^  I  know  in- 
deed that  our  ancient  stationers  were  not  very  scrupulous  in  this  particular.^'  Anticipated  by  their 
rirals  in  procuring  copies  of  some  of  Shakespeare's  genuine  labours,  b^  way  of  retaliation  they  miriit 
have  placed  his  name  before  the  next  tragedies  or  comedies  that  fell  into  their  hands.  Part  of  this 
indeed  is  but  conjecture.  I  have  merely  started  the  subject,  and  leave  it  to  be  pursued  by  literary 
antiouarians,  whose  sagapity  and  exjperienoe  are  greater  than  mine ;  repeating  only,  that  Locfine  and 
the  Puriiam  were  possibly  the  works  of  two  diierant  academics;  that  Ol&oitU  and  Cromwell  (af 
Dr  Farmer  observes)  might  be  ranked  amon^  the  almost  innumerable  dramas  of  Hevwood ;  and 
that  the  Prodigal,  having  nothing  characteristic  in  its  composition,  may,  with  emial  likelihood,  be 
mscribed  to  a  pen  distinct  from  all  the  rest.  Here,  however,  I  should  observe,  that  JLocrm^,  Croatve^ 
and  the  Puritan,  were  not  pubUcfy  ascribed  to  our  author  till  the  appearance  of  the  folio  in  1664. 
What  has  been  previously  urged  with  relation  to  the  Tbpo  Noble  Kimmen,  Periclei,  and  the  York' 
skire  Tragedy,  is  submitted  to  every  reader  with  that  total  diffidence  which  should  always  accompap 
ny  imperfect  knowledge,  and  would  by  no  means  disgrace  even  opinions  built  on  more  solid  grounds 
than  those  of  bare  prolMibility. 

I  cannot  conclude  this  note  without  observing,  how  fortunate  a  circumttaiiGe  it  is  for  any  socie- 
ty, and  especially  for  one  immediately  subservient  to  learning,  when  an  intelligent  man  is  placed  bj 
the  chance  of  rotation  at  its  head.  To  the  careful  researches  and  liberal  curiositv  of  Mr  Ixxkyer 
Davis,  the  pre^nt  Master  of  the  Stationers'  Company,  we  owe  a  recent  discovery  of  the  greater  part 
of  the  nrst  volume  of  their  records,  which  was  long  supposed  to  hare  been  lost  through  neglieenoey 
or  to  have  been  destroyed  in  the  fire  of  London.  The  numberless  dates  of  our  earliest  intenodes, 
plays,  ballads,  &c.  which  will  hereafter  be  ascertained  by  the  aid  of  these  annals,  cannot  fail  to  rank 
the  name  of  the  sentleman  already  mentioned  among  those  of  the  best  benefactora  to  the  history  of 
ancient  English  literature.  Many  of  our  critical  or  biographical  perfonaaooes  may  also  in  time  to 
come  be  indebted  to  the  warmth  of  his  seal,  and  the  success  of  his  investigatiooa.  At  least  I  am 
sure,  that  the  labour  of  turning  over  the  memoirs  which  he  has  rescued  from  oblivion,  will  be  const* 
derebl  V  alleviated,  should  his  successors  entrust  them  to  future  authors^  with  a  readiness  and  poKte* 
nets  like  his  own.-— Stesvexs. 


^*  These  partfcolars  escaped  me  till  after  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare  was  printed  off.  See  note  on 
PerieU$,y.  176. 

SI  I  affirm  this  on  repeated  inspection  of  their  books,  in  which  both  tbeir  ftegnent  frauds  and  invasions 
of  each  otber^s  property,  and  their  respective  fines  on  discovery,  fue  minntely  recorded.  The  names  of 
eight  of  the  printers  of  the  qoarto  editions  of  our  author's  plays,  appear  on  the  lii|  of  these  deUnqaents. 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


TBB 


PINNER  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


The  author  of  this  Play  is  unknown.  Philips  and  Winstanlei/  ascribe  it  to  John  He^ooA,  amthm 
of  the  Four  P*b,  and  other  pieces  which  bear  not  the  least  resemblance  to  the  present  perfarmnct. 
The  story  on  which  it  is  grounded  seems  to  have  its  foundation  in  the  particular  traditions  of  the 
town  of  Wakefield :  that  part  which  relates  to  Robin  Hood  is  contained  in  one  of  the  popular  Bat- 
lads  concerning  that  celebrated  outlaw,  printed  in  the  first  volume  of  Evan's  Collection  of  Old  Bal- 
lads, p.  99.     This  Ballad  is  mentioned  6y  Drayton^  iti  his  Poly-olbion,  Song  the  Twentieth-eighth : 

**  It  chanced  she  io  ber  coarse  on  Kirk  bey  cast  ber  eye, 

Where  merry  Robin  Hood,  that  honest  thief,  doth  lie; 

Beholding  fitly  too  before  how  Wakefield  stood. 

She  doth  not  only  think  of  lusty  Robin  Hood, 

But  of  his  merry  man,  the  Pindar  of  the  town 

Of  Wakefield,  George  a  Green,  whose  fames  so  far  are  blown 

For  their  so  valiant  fight,  that  every  free  man*8  song 

Can  tell  you  of  the  same,  quoth  she  be  talkM  on  long, 

For  ye  were  merry  lads,  and  those  were  merry  days;*'  &c* 

And  Richard  Braithwaite,  in  the  Strappado  for  the  Devil,  1615;  Svo.  p,  ^03,  says  : 

**  At  least  such  places  labour  to  make  known, 

As  former  times  have  honoured  with  renown. 

So  by  thy  true  relation 't  may  appear 

They  are  no  others  now,  than  as  they  were 

£ver  esteemed  by  anntient  times  records, 

Which  shall  be  shadow'd  briefly  in  few  words* 

The  first  whereof  that  I  intend  to  show. 

Is  merry  Wakefield,  and  her  Pindar  too: 

Which  Fame  hath  blaz*d  with  all  that  did  belong, 

Unto  that  I'owne  in  uiany  gladsome  song : 

The  Pindar*8  valour,  and  how  firm  he  stood 

In  the  I  ownes  defence,  'gainst  the  rebel  Robin  Hood ; 

How  stoutly  he  behaved  himselfe,  and  would, 

In  spite  of  i«  obin  bring  his  horse  to  th*  fold ; 

His  many  Maygames  which  were  to  be  seene, 

Yeerel>  presented  upon  Wakefield  greene. 

Where  lovely  Jugge,  and  Rustle  7^  would  go. 

To  see  Tom  lively  tume  upon  the  toe ; 

Bobf  i>6,  and  Crtwde  the  fidler  would  be  there,. 

And  maoy  more  I  will  not  speake  of  here : 
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Good  God !  how  glad  hath  been  this  hart  of  min^. 
To  see  that  towne,  which  hath  in  former  time 
So  floorishM  and  so  gloried  in  her  name, 
Famous  by  tlie  Pindar  who  first  raised  the  same  ; 
Yea,  I  have  paced  ore  that  greene  and  ore, 
Ahd  th*  more  I  saw't,  I  toolce  delight  the  more  i 
For  where  we  taice  contentment  in  a  place, 
A  whole  dales  walke  seemes  as  a  cinque  pace. 
Unto  thy  taske,  my  muse,  and  now  make  knowne 
The  jolly  shoo- maker  of  Bradford  towne. 
His  gentle  craft  so  raised  in  former  time. 
By  princely  journey-men  hii  discipline, 
nhere  he  was  wont  with  passengers  to  quaffe. 
But  suffer  none  to  carry  up  their  staffe 
Upon  their  shoulders,  whilst  they  past  through  toWn, 
For  if  they  did,  be  soon  should  beat  them  downo. 
(So  Yaliant  was  the  Souter),  and  from  hence, 
'Twixt  Kobin  Hood  and  him  grew  th*  difference ; 
Which,  cause  it  is  by  most  stage  poets  writ, 
For  brevity,  1  thought  good  to  omit.*' 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiH. 


Edward,  King  of  England, 
James,  King  of  Scotland, 
Earl  of  Kesd ALU 
fjord  Warwick. 
Lord  Bom  FIELD. 
Ijord  Humes. 
Sir  Gilbert  Armstrong. 
Sir  Nicholas  Manneiung. 
George  a  Greene. 
Old  Musgrove. 
Young  CuDDiE,  hi$  Sim* 
Mr  Grime. 


Bettris,  }ii$  toavghUr, 

Robin  Hood. 

Jenkin,  a  ClotDn, 

Wily, 

Much,  the  Millers  Son. 

Maid  Marion. 

Scarlet. 

A  Justice, 

A  Townsman, 

John. 

Jane  a  Barley. 

A  Shoemaker^  Soldieri,  Misungers,  &a 


THE 


PINNERS  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


nter  the  Earl  ^Kendall,  with  him  the  Lord 
Bon  field,  &r  Gilbert  Armstrong,  and 
John. 

Ken.  Welcome  to  Bradford,  martial  gentlemen, 
>rd  Boafield,  aud  sir  Gilbert  Armstrong  both, 


And  all  my  troops,  even  to  my  basest  groom, 
Courage  Rod  welcome ;  for  the  day  is  ours. 
Our  cause  is  good,  it  is  for  the  land's  avail : 
Then  let  us  fight  and  die  for  England's  good. 

Omues,  We  will,  my  lord. 

Ken.  As  I  am  Henry  Momford,  Kendall's  earl, 


'  Pinner,  or  Pindar  ;--»The  keeper  of  the  Pinfolds  belonging  to  the  common  fields  about  Wakefield. 


inios,  in  bis  Etymologicon,  voce  Fende,  says :  *'  Pende  Includere  ch.  ab  A.  S.  penoan  pyndan  idem  sig- 
Scante.    ^'  Uinc  pinder  pinner.   Qui  pecora  ultra  fines  vagantia  septo  includit."  Mr  Steeyens 


at  the  figure  of  this  rustic  hero  is  still  i^resexved  on  a  sign  at  the  bottom  of  GrayVInn«Lane. 
VOL,  J. 


observei; 
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You  honour  me  with  this  assent  of  yours; 

*  And  here  upon  my  sword  I  make  protest. 

For  to  relieve  the  poor,  or  die  myself. 

And  know,  my  lords,  that  James,  the  king  of  Scots, 

Wars  hard  upon  the  borders  of  this  laod : 

Here  is  his  post ;  say,  John  laylor, 

What  news  with  king  James  ? 

John,  War,  my  lord,  I  tell ;  and  good  news  I 
trow; 
For  king  James  vows  to  meet  you  the  twenty-sixth 
Of  this  nioiith,  God  willing ;  marry  doth  he,  sir. 

Ken.  My  friends,  you  see  what  we  have  to  win. 
Well,  John,  commend  me  to  king  James,  and  tell 

him, 
J  will  meet  him  the  twenty-sixth  of  this  month, 
And  ail  the  rest;  and  so  farewell.     [Exit  John. 
Bonfield,  why  stand'st  thou  as  a  man  m  dumps  ? 
Courage;  fur  if  I  win,  1*11  make  thee  duke. 
I  Henry  Momford  will  be  king  myself, 
And  I  will  make  thee  duke  of  Lancaster, 
And  Gilbert  Armstrong  lord  of  Doncaster. 

Bon.  Nothing,  my  lord,  makes  me  amazed  at  all. 
But  that  our  soldiers  find  our  victuals  scant. 
We  must  make  havock  of  those  country  swains^ 
For  so  will  the  rest  tremble  and  be  afraid, 
And  humbly  send  provision  to  your  camp. 

GiL  My  lord  Bonfield  gives  good  advice ; 
They  make  a  scorn  and  stand  upon  the  king : 
So  what  is  brought  is  sent  from  them  perforce ; 
Ask  Mnnnering  else. 

Ken,  What  sayest  thou,  Mannering? 

Man.  When  as  I  shewed  your  high  commission. 
They  made  this  answer, 
Only  to  send  provision  for  your  horses. 

Ken.  Well,  hie  thee  to  Wakefield,  bid  the  town 
To  send  me  all  provision  that  I  want ; 
Lest  I,  like  martial  Tamberlaine,  lay  waste 
Their  bordering  countries,  leaving  none 
Alive  that  contradicts  my  commission. 

Man.  Let  me  alone,  my  lord,  I'll  make  them 
Vail  their  plumes;  for  whosoever  he  be. 
The  proudest  knight,  or  justice,  or  other,  that 

gainsayeth 
Your  word,  1  clap  him  fast,  to  make  the  rest  to 
fear. 

Ken.  Do  so,  Nick  !  hie  thee  thither  presently. 
And  let  us  hear  of  thee  to-morrow. 

Man,  Will  you  not  remove,  my  lord  ? 

Ken.  No,  I  will  lie  at  Bradford  all  this  night, 
And  all  the  next.     Come,  Bonfield,  let  us  go, 
And  listen  out  some  bonny  lasses  here. 

\Exeunt. 


Enter  the  Justice,  a  Towntman^  Geobge  i 
Greene,  and  Sir  Nicholas  Mannebisc, 
with  hit  commission, 

Juti,  M.  Mannering,  8tan4  aside,  whilst  we 
confer 
What  is  best  to  do,  townsmea  of  Wakefield : 
11k;  earl  of  Kenriall  here  hath  sent  for  Yictuals; 
And  in  aiding  him,  we  shew  ourselves 
No  less  than  traitors  to  the  king ; 
Therefore  let  me  hear,  townsmen. 
What  is  your  consents. 

Towns.  Even  as  you  please,  we  are  all  oonteat 

Just,  Then  M.  Mannering  we  are  resolved 

Man.  As  how  ? 

Just.  Marry,  sir,  thus. 
We  will  send  the  earl  of  Kendall  no  yictual^ 
Because  he  is  a  traitor  to  the  king, 
And  in  aiding  him  we  shew  ourselves  no  leu. 

Man.  Why,  men  of  Wakefield,  are  you  wtxen 
road. 
That  present  danger  cannot  whet  your  wits, 
Wisely  to  make  provision  of  yourselves  ? 
The  earl  is  thirty  thousand  men  strong  in  power, 
And  what  town  soever  him  resist. 
He  lays  it  flat  and  level  with  the  ground : 
Ye  silly  men,  you  seek  your  own  decay : 
Therefore  send  my  lord  such  provision  as  he 

wants, 
So  he  will  spare  your  town,  and  come  no  nearer 
Wakefield  than  he  is. 

Just.  Master  Mannering,  joo  have  your  answer; 
You  may  he  gone. 

Man,  Well,  Woodrofle,  for  so  I  guess  btby 
name, 
1*11  make  thee  curse  thy  '  overthwart  denial ; 
And  all  that  sit  upon  the  bench  this  day 
Shall  rue  the  hour  they  have  withstood  my  lonTi 
Commission. 

Just.  Do  thy  worst,  we  fear  thee  not. 

Man.  See  you  these  seals  ?  before  yoo  pass  the 
town, 
I  will  have  all  things  my  lord  doth  want, 
lu  spite  of  you. 

Geo.  Proud  dapper  Jack,  vail  bonnet  to  die 
bench 
That  represents  the  person  of  the  king ; 
Or,  sirrah.  Til  lay  thy  head  before  thy  feet 

Man.  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 

Geo.  Why,  I  am  George  a  Greene, 
True  liegeman  to  my  kiiig, 
VVho  scorns  that  men  of  such  esteem  as  theK^ 


^  And  here  vpon  my  stoord  I  make  protest : — It  was  fomerly  common  to  swear  upon  tht  sword ;  that  is, 
upon  the  cross  whi<-h  the  old  swords  always  had  npoo-  ike  M\U  Q€  iIhs  eosKMi  many  iaslattces  are  quoted 
by  Dr  Farmer  and  Mr  Steevens,  Id  their  Notes  on  Hamlet,  A.  I.  S.  ft. 

Agaui,  in  Your  fine  Gallants,  by  Middleloo,  A.4 : — ^**  Sweare  on  tAii  sword  then  to  set  span  toyoir 
horhe«  not  to  looke  back,  to  give  no  markes  to  any  passenger.** 

3  Overthwart  denial :— So  io  Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folic,  1549,  Sign.  C  2  :  "  —  but  when  the  Gods  ar« 
^tte  at  bankette,  he  plaieth  the  jester,  now  wylh  h}8  lymphaultyoge,  now  with  hb  skui&nge,  aodoo* 
^  ith  bU  overthwartt  woords  to  provuke  them  all  to  laughter." 

Unphues  and  his  England^  p.  57  : — **  As  one  to  young  to  understande,  or  obstinate  to  overthwart."^ 
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SfaDoM  bradk  the  bmres  of  any  treitorom  squire. 
Yoo  of  the  bench,  and  you  my  felbvv- friends, 
Neighbottrs>  we  subjects  all  unto  the  kin^ ; 
We  are  English  born,  and  therefore  Edward's 

friends, 
Vow'd  unto  him,  even  in  our  mothers'  womb, 
Oar  minds  to  God,  our  hearts  uuto  our  king  ; 
Our  wealth,  our  homage,  and  our  carcases, 
Be  all  kin^  Edward's.    Then,  sirrah,  we  have 
Nothing  left  for  traitors^  b«it  our  swords, 
Whetted  to  bathe  them  in  your  bloods. 
And  die  against  you,  before  we  send  yoa  any 
victuals. 
Ju§i,  Well  spoken,  George  a  Greene  ! 
Towns,  Pray  let  George  a  Greene  speak  for  as. 
Geo.  Sirrah,  you  get  no  victuals  here. 
Not  if  a  hoof  of  beef  would  ^ave  your  lives. 
Man,  Fellow,  I  stand  amazed  at  thy  presump- 
tion. 
Why,  what  art  thou  that  darest  gainsay  my  lord. 
Knowing  his  mighty  puissance  and  bis  stroke  f 
Why,  my  friend,  I  come  not  barely  of  myself; 
For  see,  I  have  a  large  commission. 

Geo.  Let  me  see  it,  sirrah.    Whose  seals  be 

these? 
Man,  This  is  the  earl  of  KeodalFs  seal  at  arms ; 
This  lord  Chamel  Bonfield*s ; 
And  this  sir  Gilbert  Armstrong^ 

Geo,  I  tell  thee,  sirrah,  did  good  king  Edward's 
son 
Seal  a  commission  against  the  king  his  father^ 
Thus  would  I  tear  it  in  despite  of  him, 

[He  lean  the  commission. 
Being  traitor  to  my  sovereign. 

Man,  What !  hast  thou  torn  my  lord's  com- 
mission ? 
Thou  shalt  rue  it,  and  so  shall  all  Wakefield. 
Geo,  What,  arc  you  in  choler  ?  I  will  give  you 
pills 
To  cool  your  stomach.    Seest  thou  these  seals  ? 
Now,  by  my  father's  soul,  which  was  a  yeoman, 
When  he  was  alive,  ^  eat  them,  or  eat 
My  dagger's  point,  proud  squire. 

Man,  But  thou  doest  but  jest,  I  hope  ? 

Geo.  Sure  that  shall  you  see,  before  we  two 

parL 
Man.   Well,  and    there  be  no  remedy,  so 
George, — 
One  is  gone ;  I  pray  thee,  no  more  now. 

Geo.  O  sir,  if  one  be  good,  the  others  cannot 
hart— 
60,  airy  now  you  may  go  tell  the  earl  of  Kendall, 


Although  I  have  rent  his  large  commission, 

Yet  of  curtesy  I  have  sent  all  his  seals 

Back  again  by  you. 

Man.  Well,  sir,  I  will  do  your  errand.    [Exit, 
Geo.  Now  let  him  tell  his  lord,  that  be  hath 

Spcike  with  George  a  Greene,  right  Pinner 

Of  merry  Wakefield  town,  that  hath  physic  for  a 
fool. 

Pills  for  a  traitor  that  doth  wrong  his  sovereign. 

Are  you  content  with  this  that  I  have  done  ? 
Just.  Ay,  content,  George ; 

For  highly  hast  thou  honoured  Wakefield  town. 

In  cutting  of  proud  Mannering  so  short. 

Come,  thou  shalt  be  my  welcome  guest  to-day ; 

For  well  thou  hast  deserved  reward  aud  favour. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  old  Musgrove,  and  young  Cuddie, 

his  Son. 

Cuddie.  Now,  gentle  father,  list  unto  thy  son. 
And  for  my  motber*s  love,  that  erst  was  blythe 
And  bonny  in  thine  eye,  grant  one  petition 
That  I  shall  demand. 

Old  Mus.  What  is  that,  my  Cuddie  ? 

Cuddie.  Father,  you  know 
The  ancient  enmity  of  late  between  the  Musgroves 
And  the  wily  Scots,  whereof  they  have  oath. 
Not  to  leave  one  alive  that '  strides  a  launce. 
O  father,  you  are  old,  and  waining  age  unto  the 
grave:  * 

Old  William  Musgrove,  which  whilom  was  thought 
The  bravest  horseman  in  all  Westmorland, 
Is  weak,  and  forced  to  stay  his  arm  upon  a  staff. 
That  ^  erst  could  wield  a  launce. 
Then,  gentle  father,  resign  the  hold  tome; 
Give  arms  to  youth,  and  honour  unto  age. 

Mus.  Avaunt,  false-hearted  boy  !  my  joints  do 
quake 
Even  with  anguish  of  thy  very  words. 
Hath  William  Musgrove  seen  an  hundred  years  ? 
Have  I  been  feared  and  dreaded  of  the  Scots, 
That,  when  they  heard  my  name  in  any  road, 
They  Bed  away,  and  posted  thence  amain  ? 
No,  Cuddie,  no :  thus  resolve  I, 
Here  have  I  lived,  and  here  will  Musgrove  die. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Lord  Bonfield,  Sir  Gilbert  A$m- 
STRONG,  M,  Grime,  and  Bettris  his  Daugh* 
ter, 

Bon,  Now,  gentle  Gtime,  god  a  mercy  for  our 
good  cheer, 


^  Eat  them,  &c. — This  incideot  bears  so  near  a  resemblance  to  a  story  related  of  Robert  Greene,  (hat 
it  probably  was  taken  from  it.  **  Had  he  lived,  Gabriel,  and  thoa  shooMst  so  unartificially  aud  odi- 
ously lit>elled  against  him  as  thoa  hast  done,  he  woold  have  thee  $^  example  of  ignominy  to  all  ages  that 
are  to  come,  and  driven  thee  to  eate  thy  omnr.  b»oke  butterid,  as  I  sdmt  him  make  an  appariter  once  in  a  ta- 
vern eate  his  citation,  waxe  and  all,  very  handsomely  served  twixt  two  dishes,'* 

J<i  ASH*8  jipologie  of  Pierce  Pennelesse,  4to.  1593* 

In  the  Play  of  Sir  John  Oldcasile,  (he  Snmoer  is  compelled  to  eat  his  citation  in  like  manner. 

'  Strides  a  launce  : — i,  e.  not  to  leave  evep  a  child  of  them  alive,  one  who  equilat  in  arundim  longa. 

*  ^rst : — i.  e.  once.  Id  foriaer  times.    ii» 
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Our  fare  was  royall,  and  our  welcome  great ; 
And  sith  so  kindly  thou  hast  entertained  us. 
If  we  return  with  happy  victory, 
We  will  deal  as  friendly  with  thee  in  recompence. 

Grime,  Your  welcome  was  but  duty,  gentle 
lord: 
For  wherefore  have  we  given  us  our  wealth, 
But  to  make  our  betters  welcome  when  they 

come  ? — 
O,  this  goes  hard  when  traitors  roust  be  flattered ; 
But  life  is  sweet,  and  I  cannot  withstand  it 
Cod,  I  hope,  will  revenge  the  quarrel  of  my  king. 

lAside. 

Gil,  What  said  you,  Grime  ? 

Grime.  I  say,  sir  Gilbert,  looking  on  my  daughter^ 
I  curse  the  hour  that  ere  I  got  the  girl ; 
For,  sir,  she  may  have  many  wealthy  suitors, 
And  yet  she  disdains  them  all,  to  have 
Poor  George  a  Greene  unto  her  husband. 

Bon.  On  that,  good  Grime,  I  am  talking  with 
thy  daughter ; 
But  she,  in  quirks  and  quiddities  of  love. 
Sets  me  to  school,  she  is  so  ovcrwise. 
But,  gentle  girl,  if  thou  wilt  forsake 
The  Finner,  and  be  my  love,  I  will  advance  thee 

high; 
To  dignify  those  hairs  of  amber  hue, 
ril  grace  them  with  a  chaplet  made  of  pearl. 
Set  with  choice  rubies,  sparks,  and  diamonds, 
Planted  upon  a  velvet  hood,  to  hide  that  head. 
Wherein  two  sapphires  bum  like  sparkling  fire : 
This  will  I  do,  fair  Bettris,  and  far  more, 
If  thou  wilt  love  the  lord  of  Doncaster. 

Bet.  Heigh  ho  !  my  heart  is  in  a  higher  place, 
Perhaps  on  the  earl,  if  that  be  he. 
See  where  he  comes,  or  angry,  or  in  love; 
For  why  ?  his  colour  looketh  discontent. 

Enter  tlie  E^rl  i^Kekpali;,  and  Nicholas  Man- 

KERISG. 

Ken,  Come,  Nick,  follow  me. 

Bon,  How  now,  my  lord,  what  news) 


Ken,  Such  aews,  Bonfield,  at  will  make  thee 
laugh. 
And  fret  thy  fill,  to  hear  how  Nick  was  used. 
Why,  the  justices  stand  on  their  terms. 
Nick^  as  yon  know,  b  haughty  in  his  words; 
He  laid  the  law  unto  the  Justices 
With  threatening  braves,  that  one  looked  on  aixh 

ther, 
Ready  to  stoop;  but  that  a  churl  came  in. 
One  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner  of  the  tovni, 
And,  with  his  dagger  drawn,  laid  hands  ooNick, 
And  by  no  beggars  swore  that  we  were  traitors; 
Rent  our  commission,  and  upon  a  brave 
Made  Nick  to  eat  the  seals,  or  brook  the  stab. 
Poor  Manned ng,  afraid,  came   posting  hither 
straight. 
Bet.  Oh  lovely  George,   fortune  be  still  tfaj 
friend  ! 
And  as  thy  thoughts  be  high,  so  be  th^  mind 
In  all  accords,  even  to  thy  heart's  desire  \ 
Ban.  What  says  fair  Bettris  ? 
Grime,  My  lord,  she  is  praying  for  George  a 
Greene ; 
He  is  the  man,  and  she  will  none  but  him. 

Bon,  But  him  !  why,  look  on  me,  my  girL 
Thou  knowest,  that  yesternight  I  courted  thee, 
And  swore  at  my  return  to  wed  with  thee. 
Then  tell  me,  love,  shall  I  ^  have  all  tliy  fair? 
Bet.  ^  I  care  not  for  eiirl,  nor  yet  for  knight. 

Nor  baron  that  is  so  bold  ; 
For  George-a-Grecne,  the  merry  Pinner, 

He  hath  my  heart  in  hold.*^ 
Bon.  Bootless,  my  lord,  are  many  vain  repTiei 
Let  us  hie  us  to  Wakefield,  and  send  her  the  Pin- 
ner's head. 
Ken.  It  shall  be  so.    Gnme,  gramercie. 
Shut  up  thy  daughter,  ^  bridle  her  affects, ' 
Let  me  not  miss  her  when  I  make  return ; 
Therefore  look  to  her,  as  to  thy  life,  good  Gnme. 
Grime,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  urime  and  BeTTKOi 
Ken,  And,  Bettris,  leave  a  base  Pinner, 


7  //ffiic  all  thy  fair  f'-^n  the  former  editioii  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered /atr  to  faith.  Fair  was,  howewt, 
frequently  used  hy  contemporary  writers  as  a  substantive ;  and  several  instances  of  it  are  prodnrfd  by 
JVIr  Steevens,  io  bis  note  on  the  words,  **  Demetrius  loves  your /air."  jI.  I.  S.  I.  of  Mid^ummer*s  Mgl^i^ 
Dream, 

*  Bridle  her  affects.— Affect*  are  offeclions,  i^nd  in  that  sense  the  Word  is  used  in  many  contcraponrr 
authors;  as  Gascoignc's  Faftte  •>/ Jcrontmi,  p.  25(): — •*  Neyther  §eemetb  it  reasonable,  that  one  AM 
have  the  power  to  discover  the  thoughts,  or  at  least  to  bridU  the  affectt  of  all  the  rest.** 

Euphues  and  his  Englandy  p.  7  :—**  Saving  that  either  carried  f  be  motion  of  bis  minde  ii 
and  that  the  fljr<rc/»  of  the  heart  were  bewrayed  by  the  eyes," 

Ben  Jonson's  Cynthia's  Revels,  A.  S.  8.  3  : 

-•-^"  the  same  affects 


in  his  manafii) 


That  he  doth  bear  to  bis  sick  pa(ient« 
Should  a  right  mind  carry  to  such  as  these.'' 

Marston's  What  you  Will,  A.  3.  S.  1  : 

**  Is't  possible  I  should  be  dead  so  looa 
In  her  offsets.^* 
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For  to  love  an  enrl.    Fain  would  I  see 
This  Pinner,  George  a  Greene.    It  shall  be  thus ; 
Nick  Mannering  snail  lead  on  the  battle, 
And  we  three  will  go  to  Wakefield  in  some  dis- 
guise; 
Bat  howsoever,  I^  have  his  head  to-day. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King  ^ Scots,  Lord  Humes,  with  Sol- 
Men,  and  JoHNY. 

King,  Why,  Johny,  then  the  Earl  of  Kendall  is 
blithe, 
^nd  hath  brave  men  that  troop  along  with  him  ? 

Johny.  Ay,  marry,  my  liege. 
And  hath  good  men  that  come  along  with  him. 
And  vows  to  meet  you  at  Scrasblesea,  God  willing. 

King,   If  good  St  Andrew  lend  King  Jamie 
leave, 
I  will  be  with  him  at  the  appointed  day. 
But,  soft  I  Whose  pretty  boy  art  thou  ? 

Enter  Jane  a  Barley's  Son, 

Ned»  Sir,  I  am  son  unto  Sir  John  a  Barley, 
Eldest,  and  all  that  ere  my  mother  had. 
£dward  my  name. 

Jane,  And  whither  art  thou  going,  pretty  Ned  ? 

Ned,  To  seek  some  birds,  and  kill  them,  if  I  can. 
And  now  my  school-master  is  also  gone. 
So  have  I  liberty  to  ply  my  bow ; 
For  when  he  comes,  I  stir  not  from  my  book. 

Jamei,  Lord  Humes,  but  mark  the  visage  of  this 
child ; 
By  him  I  guess  the  beauty  of  his  mother : 
None  but  Laeda  could  breed  Helena.— 
Tell  me,  Ned,  who  is  within  with  thy  mother  ? 

Ned,  None  but  herself  and  household  servants, 
sir. 
Jf  you  would  speak  with  her,  knQ|ck  at  tliis  gate. 

James,  Johny,  knock  at  that  gate. 

^n^er  Jane  a  Barley  upon  the  WM. 

Jane,  O,  I  am  betrayed !  What  multitudes  be 

these  ? 
Jam$$,  Fear  not,  fair  Jane,  for  all  these  men 
are  mine. 
And  all  thy  friends,  if  thou  be  friend  to  me. 
1  am  thy  lover,  James,  the  king  of  Scots, 
That  oft  have  sued  and  wooed  with  many  letters, 
Painting  my  outward  passions  with  my  pen. 
When  as  my  inward  soul  did  bleed  for  woe. 


Dttle  regard  was  given  to  my  suit, 
But  haply  thy  husband's  presence  wrought  it* 
Therefore,  sweet  Jane,  I  fitted  me  to  time, 
And,  hearing  that  thy  husband  was  from  home, 
Am  come  to  crave  what  long  I  have  desired. 

Ned.  Nay,  soft  you,  sir,  you  get  no  entrance 
here, 
That  seek  to  wrong  Sir  John  a  Barley  so. 
And  offer  such  dishonour  to  my  mother. 

James.  Why,  what  dishonour,  Ned? 

Ned.  Though  young. 
Yet  often  have  I  heard  my  father  say, 
No  greater  wrong  than  to  be  made  a  cuckold. 
Were  I  of  age,  or  were  my  body  strong. 
Were  he  ten  kings,  I'd  shoot  him  to  the  heart. 
That  should  attempt  to  give  Sir  John  the  horn.— 
Mother,  let  him  not  come  in,  I  will  go  lie 
At  Jockie  Miller's  house. 

James.  Stay  him. 

Jane.  Ay,  well  said,  Ned, 
Thou  hast  given  the  king  his  answer; 
For,  were  the  ghost  of  Cssar  on  the  earth. 
Wrapped  in  the  wonted  glory  of  his  honour. 
He  should  not  make  me  wrong  my  husband  so. 
But  good  King  James  is  pleasant,  as  I  guess. 
And  means  to  try  what  humour  I  am  in ; 
Else  would  he  never  have  brought  an  host  of  men, 
To  have  them  witness  of  his  Scottish  lust. 

James.  Jane,  in  faith,  Jane — 

Jane.  Never  reply. 
For  I  protest,  by  the  highest  holy  God, 
That  doometh  just  revenge  for  things  amiss, 
King  James  of  all  men,  shall  not  have  my  love. 

James,  Then,  list  to  me !  Saint  Andrew  be  my 
boot. 
But  ril  rase  thy  castle  to  the  very  ground. 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane,   I  fear  thee  nor,  King  Jamie;  do  thy 
worst. 
This  castle  is  too  strong  for  thee  to  scale ; 
Besides,  to-morrow  will  Sir  John  come  home. 

James,  Well,  Jane,  since  thou  disdainest  King 
James's  love, 
I'll  draw  thee  on  with  sharp  and  deep  extremes ; 
For,  by  my  father's  soul,  this  brat  of  thine 
Shall  perish  here  before  thine  eyes, 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane,  O  deep  extremes!  my  heart  begins  to 
break ; 
My  Httle  Ned  looks  pale  for  fear.    Cheer  thee^ 
My  boy,  1  will  do  much  for  thee. 


Dutch  Cotuietan,  A.  8.  S.  1 
OthtUo^K,  l.S.  3: 


<*  Give  entertain  to  mutual  affects. 


.(( 


(The  young  affects 


In  me  defunct.)* 
See  als9  the  several  instances  quoted  by  Mr  Steevem,  in  bis  qotc  on  the  last  passage. 
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Ned.  But  not  so  mach  as  to  dishonour  roe. 

Jane,  And  if  thou  diest,  I  cannot  live,  sweet 
Ned, 

Ned,  Then  die  with  honow,   mother,  d}ing 
chaste. 

Jane.  I  am  armed. 
My  husband's  love,  his  honour,  and  his  fame, 
Joins  victory  by  virtue.    Now,  King  James, 
If  mother's  tears  cannot  allay  thine  ire, 
Then  butcher  him,  for  I  will  never  yield. 
The  son  shall  die,  before  I  wrong  the  father. 

James,  Why,  then,  he  dies. 

Alarum  within.    Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mes,  My  lord,  Musgrove  is  at  hand. 
James,  Who,  Musgrove?  The  devil  he  is !  Come, 
My  horse.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Musgrove,  with  King  James  Pri* 

soner. 

Mus.  Now,  King  James,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 
James,  Not  thine,  but  fortune's  prisoner. 

Enter  Cuddie. 

Cuddle.  Father,  the  field  is  ours ; 
Their  colours  we  have  seized,  and  Humes  is  slwn ; 
I  slew  him  hand  to  hand. 

Mus.  9  God,  and  Saint  George ! 

Cuddie.  O  father,  I  am  sore  athirst. 

Jane.  Come  in,  young  Cuddie ;  come,  and  drink 
thy  fill. 
Bring  in  King  Jamie  with  you,  as  a  guest; 
Por  all  this  broil  was  *cause  he  could  not  enter. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  George  a  Greene  alone, 

Geo.  The  sweet  content  of  men  that  live  in  love, 
Breeds  fretting  humours  in  a  restless  mind; 
And  fancy,  being  checked  by  fortune's  spite. 
Grows  too  impatient  in  her  sweet  desires; 
Sweet  to  those  men,  whom  love  leads  on  to  bliss, 
But  sour  to  me,  whose  hap  is  still  amiss#- 

Enter  Jekkix,  the  Clown* 

Jen.  Marry,  amen,  sir. 
Geo.  Sir,  what  do  you  cry  amen  at  ? 
Jen.  Why,  did  not  you  talk  of  love  ? 
Geo.  How  do  you  know  that? 


Jen,  Well,  though  I  aay  it,  that  should  not  n^  i^ 
There  are  few  fellows  in  our  parish 
So  nettled  with  love  as  I  hsve  been  of  late. 

Geo,  Sirrah,  I  thought  no  Icae^  when  the  oihir 
morning 
You  rose  so  early  to  go  to  your  wenches. 
Sir,  I  bad  thought  you  had  gone  about 
My  honest  business. 

Jen,  Trovir,^  you  have  hit  it; 
For,  mastei;,  be  it  known  to  you. 
There  is  sooie  good-will  betwixt  Madge  the  Sou^ 

wife 
And  I ;  marry  she  hath  another  lover. 

Geo.  Canst  tliou  brook  any  rivals  in  thy  love? 

Jen,  A  rider  ?  no,  he  is  a  sow-gelder,  and  go€» 
a-foot. 
But  Madge  'pointed  to  meet  me  in  your  wheit 
close. 

Geo.  Well,  did  she  meet  yoo  there  ? 

Jen.  Never  make  question  of  that. 
And  first  I  saluted  her  with  a  green  gown, 
And  after  fell  as  hard  a  wooing,  as  if 
The  priest  had  been  at  our  backs  to  hare  niar- 
riedas. 

Geo.  What!  did  she  grant? 

Jen,  Did  she  grant !  never  make  qoestioa  of 
that. 
And  she  gave  roe  a  shrrt-ooUfir,  wrought  over 
With  no  counterfeit  stofT. 

Geo,  What !  was  it  gold  ? 

Jen.  Nay,  it  was  better  than  gold. 

Geo.  What  was  it? 

Jen.  '°  Right  Coventry  blue. 
Who  had  no  sooner  come  there,  hot  wot  you  whft 
came  by? 

Geo.  No;  who? 

Jen.  Clim,  the  sow-gelder. 

Geo,  Came  he  by  ? 

Jen.  He  spied  Madge  and  I  sit  together. 
He  leapt  from  his  horse,  laid  his  band  on  bil 

dagger. 
And  began  to  swear.    Now  I  seeing 
He  had  a  dagger,  and  I  nothing 
But  this  twig  in  my  hand,  I  gave  him  lair  word^ 
And  said  nothing.     He  comes  to  me. 
And  takes  me  by  the  bosom ;  Yoa  whoreson  ^ve, 
Said  be,  hold  my  horse,  and  look 
He  take  no  cold  in  his  feet. 
No  marry  shall  he,  sir,  quoth  I, 


9  Gotland  Saint  George, — This  exclamation  is  made  by  Rirhmond,  In  Richard  Z//.,  immediately  bdbre 
atturking  his  adversary.  AJr  W  barton  observes,  that  St.  Cicorge  was  the  common  cry  of  the  Liiglbli  sol- 
diers M  hen  they  charged  the  enemy.     See  Mote  in  the  last  edition,  vol.  vii.  p.  158. 

'°  Right  Coventry  blue. — Coventry  blue  is  nientioued  by  several  writers  of  the  times. 

Laugh  and  lie  downy  or  the  Worldc's  Folly,  160 j,  bign.  h  8 : — **  It  was  a  simple  napkinne  wroogbt  witJi 
Coventry  A /?».'*  • 

.Siepht  ns*s  Satyrical  Essayeft,  1615,  p.  ,355 : — "  He  must  savour  of  gallantry  a  little,  iboogb  he  perfoiK 
the  table  wtth  rose-cake ;  or  appropriate  bone  lace,  and  Coventry  btus,** 

hca  J  9ntou»  Masque  ^Gypaiiie 

^  ^      '*  The  Coventry  blue 

Jiangs  there  upua  Fme.** 
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111  lay  my  cloak  underneath  him. 
I  took  roy  cloak,  spread  it  all  along. 
And  his  horse  on  the  midst  of  it. 

Geo,  Thoa  clovrn,  didst  thou  set  his  horse  upon 
thy  cloak  } 

Jen,  Ay,  but  mark  how  I  served  him. 
Madge  and  he  was  no  sooner  gone  down  into  the 

ditch, 
But  I  plucked  out  my  knife, 
Cut  four  boles  in  my  cloak, 
And  made  his  horse  stand  on  the  hare  ground: 

Geo.  Twas  well  done; 
Now,  sir,  go  and  survey  my  fields; 
If  you  find  any  cattle  in  the  corn, 
To  pound  with  them. 

Jen,  And  if  I  6iid  any  in  the  pound, 
I  shall  turn  them  out.  C^jri/ Jekkin. 

£nter  the  Earl  of  Kendall,  Lord  Bonfield, 
Sir  Gilbert,  mli  disguised,  with  a  IVatii  qjf 
JlAen* 

Ken.  Now  we  have  put  the  horses  in  the  corn, 
Let  us  stand  in  some  corner  for  to  hear 
What  braving  terms  the  Pinner  will  breathe, 
When  be  spies  our  horses  in  the  corn. 

Enter  Jen  kin  blowing  of  his  Horn. 

Jen.  O  master,  where  are  you?   we  have  a 
prize. 

Geo.  A  prize !  what  is  it  ? 

Jen.  Three  goodly  horses  in  our  wheat  close. 

Geo.  Three  horses  in  our  wheat  close !  whose 
be  they  ? 

Jen.  Marry,  that*s  a  riddle  to  me ;  but  they  are 
there. 
Velvet  horses,  and  I  ne^'er  saw  such  horses  be- 
fore. 
As  my  duty  was,  I  put  off  my  cap,  and  said  as 

followeth : 
My  masters,  what  do  you  make  in  our  close  ? 
One  of  ibero  hearing  me  ask  what  he  made  there, 
held  up  his  head  and  neighed,  and  after  his  man- 
ner laughed  as  heartily  as  if  a  marc  had  been  lied 
to  his  girdle.  My  masters,  said  I,  it  is  no  laugh- 
ing matter;  fur,  if  my  master  take  you  here,  you 
go  as  round  as  a  top  to  the  pound.  Anotlier  un- 
toward jade  hearing  me  threaten  him  to  the  pound, 
and  to  tell  you  of  them,  cast  up  both  his  heels, 
and  let  a  monstrous  great  fart;  that  was  as  much 
as  in  his  language  to  say,  a  fart  for  the  pound, 
and  a  fart  for  George  a  Green.  Now  I,  hearing 
this,  put  on  my  cap,  blew  ray  horn,  called  them 
all  jades,  and  came  to  tell  you. 

Geo.  Now,  sir,  go  and  drive  me  those  three 
horses 
To  the  pound. 

Jen.  Do  you  hoar  f  I  wen  best  take  a  constable 
With  m^ 

Gfo.  W%  so? 

Jt».  Why,  they  baing  geBd6men*s  horses,  may 
stand 


On  their  reputation,  and  will  not  obey  me. 

Geo,  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you,  sir. 

Jen,  Well,  I  may  go. 

[The  Earl  of  Kendall,  the  Lord  Bo!»- 
field,  and  Sir  Gilbert  Armstrong, 
meet  them. 

Ken,  Whither  away,  sir  ? 

Jen.  Whither  away !  I  am  going  to  put  the 
horses 
In  the  pound. 

Ken.  Sirrah,  those  three  horses  belong  to  us, 
And  we  put  them  in,  and  they  must  tarry  ther^ 
And  eat  their  fill. 

Jen.  Stay,  I  will  go  tell  my  master. 
Hear  you,  master,  we  have  another  prize ; 
Those  three  horses  be  in  your  wheat  close  still. 
And  here  be  three  geldings  more. 

Geo.  What  be  these  ? 

Jen.  These  are  the  masters  of  the  horses. 

Geo.  Now,  gentlemen, — 1  know  not  your  degrees^ 
But  more  you  cannot  be,  unless  you  be  kin^s, — 
Why   wrong  you    us   of  Wakefield  wiih   your 

horses  ? 
I  am  the  Pinner,  and  before  you  pass. 
You  shall  make  good  the  trespass  they  have  done. 

Ken.  Peace,  saucy  mate,  prate  not  to  us. 
1  tell  thee.  Pinner,  we  are  gentlemen. 

Geo.  Why,  sir,  so  may  I,  sir,  although  I  give  no 
arms. 

Ken.  Thou !  how  art  thou  a  gentleman  ? 

Jen.  And  such  is  my  master,  and  he  may  give 
as  good 
Arms  as  ever  your  great  grandfather  could  give. 

Ken,  Pray  thee,  let  me  hear  how  ? 

Jen.  Marry,  my  master  may  give  for  his  arms 
The  picture  of  April  in  a  green  jerkin. 
With  a  rook  on  one  fist,  and  an  horn  on  the 

other ; 
But  my  master  gives  his. arms  the  wrong  way, 
For  he  gives  the  horn  on  his  fist; 
And  your  grandfather,  because  he  would  not  lose 
His  arms,  wears  the  horn  on  his  own  head. 

Ken,  Well,  Pinner,  since  our  horses  be  in. 
In  spite  of  ihee,  they  now  shall  feed  their  fill. 
And  eat  until  our  leisures  serve  to  go. 

Geo,  Now,  by  my  father*s  soul. 
Were  good  King  £dward*s  horses  in  the  corn, 
They  shall  amend  the  scaith,  or  kiss  the  pound ; 
Much  more  yours,  sir,  whatsoe'er  you  be. 

Ken,  Why,  man,  thou  knowest  not  us. 
We  do  belong  to  Henry  Momford,  earl  of  Ken- 
dall, 
Men  that,  before  a  month  be  full  expired. 
Will  be  King  £dward's  betters  in  the  land. 

Geo.  King  Edward's  betters !  rebel,  thou  liest. 

[George  strikes  him, 

Bon.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Thou  hast  struck  an  earl. 

Geo.  Why,  what  care  I  ?  a  poor  man,  that  is 
true, 
Is  better  thaa  an  earl,  if  he  be  false. 
Traitors  reap  no  better  favours  at  roy  baods. 
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Ken,  Ajf  so  methiuks;  but  thou  shalt  dear 
ahy  this  blow. 
Now,<  or  never,  lay  hold  on  the  Pinner. 

Enter  all  the  Aihbush, 

Geo.  Stay,  my  lords,  let  us  parley  on  these  broils; 
]9ot  Hercules  against  two,  the  proverb  is, 
Nor  X  against  so  great  a  multitude. 
Had  not  your  troops  come  marching  as  they  did^ 
I  would  have  stopt  your  passage  into  London  : 
But  now  ril  fly  to  secret  policy.  t Aside. 

Ken.  What  dost  thou  murmur,  George  r 

Geo.  Marry  this,  my  lord ; 
I  muse,  if  thou  be  Henry  Momford,  Kendall'searl, 
That  thou  wilt  do  poor  George  a  Greene  this 

wrong. 
Ever  to  match  me  with  a  troop  of  men. 

Ken.  Why  didst  thou  strike  me  then  ? 

Geo.  Why,  my  lord,  measure  me  but  by  yout^ 
aelf; 
Had  YOU  a  man  had  served  you  long, 
And  heard  your  foe  misuse  you  behind  your  back, 
And  would  not  draw  his  sword  in  your  defence, 
You  would  cashier  him.    Much  more. 
King  Edward  is  my  king :  and  before  I'll  hear  him 
So  wron^d,  Til  die  within  this  place. 
And  maintain  good  whatsoever  I  have  said. 
And,  if  I  speak  not  treason  in  this  case. 
What  t  have  said  1*11  maintain  in  this  place. 

Bon.  A  pardon,  my  lord,  for  this  Pinner; 
For  trust  me,  he  speaketh  like  a  man  of  worth. 

Ken.  Weil,  George, 
Wilt  thou  leave  Wakefield,  and  '^  wend  with  me; 
I'll  freely  put  up  all^  and  pardon  thee. 

Geo.  Ay,  my  lord,  considering  me  one  things 
Vou  will  leave  these  arms,  and  follow  your  good 
king. 

Ken.  Why,  George,  I  rise  not  against  king 
Edward, 
But  for  the  poor  that  is  opprest  by  wrong ; 


And,  if  king  Edward  will  redress  the  same, 
I  will  iiot  o0er  him  disparagement. 
Bat  otherwise,  and  so  let  this  suffice. 
Thou  hear'st  the  reason  why  I  rise  in  anns. 
Now  wilt  thou  leave  Wakefield,  and  weod  with 

me, 
1*11  mal^e  thee  captain  of  a  hardy  band. 
And,  when  I  have  my  will,  dub  thee  a  knight 

Geo,  Why,  my  lord,  have  ye  any  hope  to  win? 

Ken.  Why,  there  is  a  prophecy  doth  say. 
That  king  James  and  I  snail  meet  at  London, 
'3  And  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both. 

Geo.  If  this  were  true,  my  lord,  this  were  a 
mighty  reason. 

Ken.  Why,  it  is  a  miraculous  prophecy,  sod 
cannot  fail. 

Geo.  Well,  my  lord,  you  hare  almost  turned  oe. 
Jenkin,  come  hither. 

Jen.  Sir. 

Geo.  Go  your  ways  home,  sir. 
And  drive  me  those  three  horses  home  unto  mj 

house. 
And  pour  them  down  a  bushel  of  good  oats. 

Jen.  Well,  I  will. — Must  I  give  these  scan7 
horses 
Oats  ?  [Exit  Jekeiv. 

Geo.  Will  it  please  you  to  command  your  train 
aside  r 

Ken,  Stand  aside.  [Exeunt  the  JYan. 

Geo.  N'ow  list  to  me : 
Here  in  a  wood,  not  far  from  hence. 
There  dwells  an  old  man  in  a  cave  alone. 
That  can  foretel  what  fortunes  shall  befal  yoa  ; 
For  he  is  greatly  skilful  in  magic  art. 
Go  vou  there  to  him  early  in  the  morning 
And  question  him ;  if  he  says  eood. 
Why  then,  my  lord,  I  am  the  foremost  man, 
We  will  march  up  with  your  camp  to  Londok 

Ken,  George,  thou  honourest  me  in  this: 
But  where  shall  we  find  him  out  ? 


"  Jby  this  blow. — ^To  abj*,  is  to  pay  dear  for,  to  suffer.    So  In  Tom  TtfUt  and  his  Wife,  p.  19  : 

**  My  neighbour  and  I  might  hap  to  abie^ 
If  we  should  so  do,  as  he  suffereth  you." 

Churchyard's  Challenge,  p.  273 : 

*<  O  God  forbid  for  mother's  fault 

The  children  should  abye : 
No  graine  of  grudge,  nor  ground  of  gnilc. 

In  guiltlesse  babes  doe  lye.*' 

Midsummer*s  Night's  Dream,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 

«  Thou  Shalt  aby  it.*' 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  the  last  passage. 

•*  JVend-^See  Note  to  Tancred  and  Gismunda,  A.  1.  8.  S.  vol.  ii.  p.  174. 

'3  jind  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both."]  To  vail  bonnet.  Is  a  phrase  which  occurs  in  £dbtrrf  If. 
vol.  II.  p.  S21 .  and  also  in  Edward  III.  A.  4.  S.  7.  In  all  these  places  it  means  to  stand  uncoveied  as  a 
mark  of  submission.  Again,  we  find  to  vail/lag,  to  vail  cap^  to  vail  top,  in  other  writers  of  the  time ;  ud 
all  these  several  modes  of  expression  are  intended  to  denote  either  inferiority  or  capect  in  the  penatf 
doing  these  several  acts* 
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Geo,  My  roan  shall  conduct  you  to  the  place ; 
But,  good  ro^  lords,  tell  me  trae  what  the  old  man 
saith. 

Ken,  That  will  I,  as  I  am  earl  of  Kendall 

Geo.  Why  then,  to  honour  George  a  Greene 
the  more, 
Vouchsafe  a  piece  of  heef  at  my  poor  bouse ; 
YoQ  shall  have  wafer  cakes  your  (ill, 
A  piece  of  beef  bung  up  since  Martilmas; 
If  that  like  you  not,  take  what  you  brinfr  for  me. 

Ken,  '♦  tiramercies,  George.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  George  a  Greene's  Boy  Wily,  disguUed 

Uke  a  Woman, 

Wify,  O  what  is  love !  it  is  some  mighty  power, 
Else  could  it  never  conquer  George  a  Greene. 
Here  dwells  a  churl  that  keeps  away  his  love. 
I  know  the  worst,  and  if  I  be  espied, 
n^is  but  a  beating;  and  if  I  by  this  means 
Can  get  fair  Beitris  forth  her  father's  door, 
It  is  enough.     Venus,  be  for  me,  and  she  alone 
Be  aiding  to  my  wily  enterprize ! 

[He  knocks  at  the  Door, 

Enter  Grime. 

Crime,  How  now  !  who  knocks  there  ?  what 
would  you  have? 
Fruro  whence  came  you  ?  where  do  you  dwell  ? 
Wify,  I  am,  forsooth,  a  sempster*s  maid  hard- 

by. 

That  hath  brought  work  home  to  your  daughter. 

Grime,  Nay,  are  ye  not  some  crafty  quean. 
That  comes  from  George  a  Greene,  that  rascal, 
With  some  letters  to  my  daughter? 
I  will  have  you  search*d. 

Wiljf,  Alas !  sir,  it  is  Hebrew  unto  me. 
To  tell  me  of  George  a  Green,  or  any  other. 
Search  me,  good  sir,  and  if  you  find  a  letter 
About  me,  let  me  have  the  punishment  that  is  due. 

Grime,  Why  are  you  mufBed  ?    I  like  you  the 
worse  for  that. 

WUy,  I  am  not,  sir,  ashamed  to  shew  my  face; 
Yet  loth  I  am  my  cheeks  should  take  the  air : 
Nor  am  I  '^  chary  of  my  beauty's  hue. 
But  that  I  am  troubled  with  the  tooth-ache  sore. 

Grime.  A  pretty  wench,  of  smiling  counte- 
nance! 
Old  men  can  like,  although  they  cannot  love ; 
Ay,  and  love,  though  not  so  brief  as  young  ipeD 

can.— 
Well,  go  in,  my  wench,  and  speak  with  my  daqgh- 
ter.—  [^jnt  Wily. 

I  wonder  much  at  the  earl  of  Kendtul, 
Being  a  mighty  man,  as  still  he  i^ 


Yet  for  to  be  a  traitor  to  his  king, 
Is  more  than  God  or  man  will  well  allow. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  talk  of  him  ? 
My  mind  is  more  here  of  the  pretty  lass : 
Had  she  brought  some  forty  pounds  to  town, 
I  could  be  content  to  make  her  my  wife ; 
Yet  I  have  heard  it  in  a  proverb  said. 
He  that  is  old,  and  marries  with  a  lass, 
Lies  but  at  home,  and  proves  himself  an  ass. 

Enfer  Bettris,  in  Wily^s  apparel^  fo Grime, 

How  now,  my  wench,  how  is  it?  what, not  a  word  ? 
Alas,  poor  soul !  the  tooth-ache  plagues  her  sore. 
Well,  my  wench,  here  is  an  angel  for  to  buy  . 
Thee  pins,  and  I  pray  thee  use  mine  house ; 
The  oftener,  the  more  welcome :  farewell.  [Exit, 
Bet,  O  blessed  love,  and  blessed  fortune  both! 
But,  Bettris,  stand  not  here  to  talk  of  love, 
But  hie  thee  straight  unto  thy  George  a  Greene. 
Never  went  roebuck  swifter  on  the  downs, 
Than  I  will  trip  it  till  I  see  my  George-     [Exit. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Kendall,  Lord  Bonfield, 
Sir  Gilbert,  and  Jenkin  the  Clown, 

Ken,  Come  away,  Jenkin^ 

Jen,  Come,  herrs  bis  house.r>-Where  be  you, 

ho? 
Geo.  Who  knocks  there  ? 
Ken,  Here  are  two  or  three  poor  men,  fatlier, 
Would  speak  with  you. 
Geo,  Pray,  give  your  man  leave  to  lead  me 

forth. 
Ken,  Go,  Jenkin,  fetch  him  forth. 
Jen^  Come,  old  man. 

Enter  George  a  Greene  diiguited. 

Ken,  Father,  here  is  three  poor  mep  come  tp 
question 
Thee  a  word  in  secret,  that  concerns  their  lives. 

Geo,  Say  on,  my  sons. 

Ken,  Father,  I  am  sure  you  hear  the  news. 
How  that  the  earl  of  Kendall  wars  against  th^ 

king. 
Now,  father,  we  three  are  gentlemen  by  birth^ 
But  younger  brethren  that  want  revenues, 
And  for  the  hope  we  have  to  be  prefer^d, 
If  that  we  knew  that  we  shall  win. 
We  will  march  with  hin^ ; 
If  not,  we  will  not  march  a  foot  to  London  more. 
Therefore,  good  father,  tell  us  what  stall  happen. 
Whether  th^  king  or  the  earl  of  Kekidail  shall  win. 

Geo,  Thp  king,  iqy  ^n. 

Ken,  Art  thou  sure  of  that  ? 

Geo,  Ay,  as  sure  as  thou  art  Henry  Momford, 
The  one  lord  Bonfield,  the  other  sir  Gilbert. 


*^  ChmurcieSf  George^^Oramerey^  that  Is,  says  Mr  Hawkins,  Origin  ofThama^  Vol.  III.  209,  ^ronil 
I ;  or,  I  thank  ye.    Je  wnu  rtmercie.     In  this  sense  it  was  constantly  used  by  our  first  writers. 

*'  Chary, — Careful.  So,  in  Ruphuei^  p.  92,  **  Yon  have  made  bo  large  profer  of  your  service,  and  so 
fayre  promises  of  year  fidelitie.  that  were  I  not  oyer  charie  of  mine  honesty,  yoa  would  inveigle  me  to 
•hake  hands  with  chasti(ie." 

VOL.  I.  3  L 
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Ken.  Why,  this  is  wondroos,  being  blind  of 
sight. 
His  deep  perceivanoe  shoald  be  such  to  know  us. 

Gil.  Magic  is  mighty,  and  foretelleth  great 
matters^— 
Indeed,  father,  here  is  the  earl  come  to  see  thee, 
'^  And  therefore,  ^ood  father,  fable  not  with  him. 

Geo.  Welcome  is  the  earl  to  my  poor  cell. 
And  so  are  you,  my  lords ;  but  let  me  counsel  you 
To  leave  these  wars  against  your  king, 
And  live  in  quiet. 

Ken.  Father,  we  come  not  for  advice  in  war. 
But  to  know  whether  we  shall  win  or  ■'  leese. 

Geo,  Lose,  gentle  lords,  but  not  by  good  king 
Edward : 
A  baser  man  shall,  give  you  all  the  foil. 

Ken.  Ay,  marry,  father,  what  man  is  that  f 

Geo.  Poor  Geoi^  a  Greene,  the  Pinner. 

Ken.  What  shall  he  ? 

Geo.  Pull  all  your  plumes,  and  sore  dishonour 
you. 

Ken.  He !  as  how  ? 

Geo.  Nay,  the  end  tries  all ;  but  so  it  will  fall 
out. 

Ken.  But  so  it  shall  not,  by  ray  honour,  Christ! 
ril  raise  my  camp,  and  fire  Wakefield  town, 
And  take  that  servile  Pinner  George  a  Greene, 
And  butcher  him  before  king  Edward's  face. 

Geo.  Good  my  lord,  be  not  ofifended, 
For  I  speak  no  more  than  art  reveals  to  me : 
And,  for  greater  proof. 
Give  your  man  leave  to  fetch  me  my  staff. 

Ken.  Jenkin,  fetch  him  his  walking-staflT. 

Jen.  Here  is  your  walking-staff. 

Geo.  I'll  prove  it  good  upon  your  carcases : 
A  wiser  wizard  never  met  you  yet. 
Nor  one  that  better  could  foredoom  your  fall : 
Now  I  have  singled  you  here  alone, 
I  care  not  though  yon  be  three  to  one. 

Ken.  Villain,  hast  thou  betray'd  us  f 

Geo.  Momford,  thou  liest !  never  was  I 
A  traitor  yet ;  only  devised  tliis  guile 
To  draw  you  on,  for  to  be  com&tants. 
Now  conouer  me,  and  then  march  on  to  London, 
But  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  hold  you  task. 

Gil.  Come,  my  lord,  cheerly,  I'll  kill  him  hand 
^  to  hand.    ' 

Ken.  A  thousand  pound  to  him  that  strikes 
that  stroke. 

Ceo.  Then  give  it  me,  for  I  will  have  the  first 
[Here  they  fight,  George  kills  Gil- 
bert, and  laket  the  other  two  Pri' 
saners. 


Bon.  Stay,  George,  we  do  appeal. 

Geo.  To  whom? 

Bon.  Why,  to  the  king : 
For  rather  had  we  bide  what  he  appoints^ 
Than  here  be  murthered  by  a  sprvile 

Ken,  What  wilt  thou  do  with  us? 

Geo.  Even  as  lord  Bonfield  '*  wist : 
You  shall  unto  the  kin^  and  for  that  porpost, 
See  where  the  justice  is  placed. 

Enter  Justice. 

Just.  Now,  my  lord  of  Kendall,  where  be  ill 
your  threats  ? 
Even  as  the  cause,  so  is  the  combat  fallen. 
Else  one  could  never  have  conquer'd  three. 

Ken.  1  pray  thee,  Woodroffe,  do  not  twit  me ; 
If  I  have  faulted,  I  must  make  amends. 

Geo.  Master  Woodroffe,  here  is  not  a  phoe 
for  many  words. 
I  beseech  ye,  sir,  discbarge  all  his  soldiers, 
That  every  man  may  go  home  unto  his  own  boose. 

Juit.  It  shall  be  so ;  what  wilt  thou  do,  GeoqgeF 

Geo.  Master  Woodrofiie,  look  to  your  cbaige^ 
Leave  me  to  myself. 

Just,  Come,  my  lords. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Geobci. 

Geo.  Here  sit  thou,  ueorge,  wearing  a  wilkm 
wreath. 
As  one  despairing  of  thy  beauteous  love. 
Fie,  George !  no  more ; 
Pine  not  away  for  that  whidi  cannot  be. 
I  cannot  joy  m  any  earthly  blissy 
So  long  as  I  do  want  my  Bettris. 


/ 


£it/er  Jenkin. 


Jen.  Who  see  a  master  of  mine  ? 
Geo.  How  now,  sirrah,  whither  away  ? 
Jen.  Whither  away?  why,  who  do  you  tike  BS 

to  be? 
Geo.  Why,  Jenkin,  my  num. 
Jen.  1  was  so  once  indeed,  but  now  the  cue  ii 

altered. 
Geo.  I  pray  thee,  as  how  ? 
Jen.  Were  not  you  a  fortune-teller  to-day  ? 
Geo.  Well,  what  of  that  ? 
Jen.  So  sure  am  I  become  a  juggler. 
Wmt  will  you  say  if  I  juggle  your  sweetbaart  f 
Geo.  Peace,  prating  "losell;  her  jealous  fin 
ther 
Doth  wait  over  her  with  such  suspidoiw  eye^ 
That,  if  a  man  but  dally  by  her  feet, 
He  thinkil  ft  stnught  a  witch  to  cham  ha  daip' 
ter. 


■^"^ 


*^  Jnd  therefore f  S^c- — The  same  eznresBion  is  In  Shakespeue  and  MUtoiu 
The  First  Part  of  Hoirj^  VL  Act  4.  Sc.  2. : 


Comus,  I.  800. 


*^  He  fables  not,  I  bear  the  enemy." 
ShefabUe  not,  I  feel  that  I  do  fear." 


« 


■7  Leefe.— i.  e.  lose.    Aocientiy  spelt  in  this  maaoer. 
«8  fKW^Thought.    So,  in  Laugh  and  lie  dMcm  at  the  WorUrs  FMh  I W,  SJfn.  B  4 1  " 
deene  sighe,  saying.  Had  I  wist  this  would  have  falnc  out." 
[9  lifitU.'-^^t  note  60.  00  Gammer  Ourton's  Needle,  p.  117, 


withi^ 


Akontmous.] 
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Jetu  Well,  what  will  jrou  g^ve  me^  if  I  bring 

her  hither? 
GtOi  A  suit  of  green,  and  twenty  crowns  be- 

ttdes. 
Jew.  Welly  by  your  leave,  gi? e  me  room ; 
Yoa  must  give  me  something  tluit  you  have  late- 
ly worn. 
Geo.  Here  is  a  gowu,  will  that  serve  you  ? 
Jen.  Ay,  this  will  serve  me ;  keep  out  of  my 
circle, 
Lest  ye  be  torn  in  pieces  with  she-devils: 
Mistress  Bettris,  once,  twice,  thrice. 

[He  throw$  the  grounding  and  she  comes  out. 
Oh,  18  this  no  cunning  ? 

Geo.  Is  this  my  love  ?  or  is  it  but  her  shadow? 
Jen.  Ay,  this  is  the  shadow,  but  here  is  the  sub- 
stance. 
Geo,  Tell  me,  sweet  love,  what  good  fortune 
brought  thee  hither  ? 
For  one  it  was  that  favoured  George  a  Greene. 
Bet.  Both  love  and  fortune  brought  me  to  my 
George, 
lo  whose  sweet  sight  is  all  my  hearths  content 
Geo,  Tell  me,  sweet  love,  how  cam'st  thou 

from  thy  father's  ? 
Bet.  A  willing  mind  hath  many  slips  in  love. 
It  was  not  I,  but  Wily  thy  sweet  boy. 
Geo.  And  where  is  Wily  now  ? 
Bet.  In  my  apparel  in  my  chamber  still. 
Geo,  Jenkin,  come  hither :  go  to  Bradford, 
And  listen  out  your  fellow  Wi^. — 
Come,  Bettris,  let  us  in. 
And  in  my  cottage  we  will  sit  and  talk. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Edward,  the  King  of  Scots,  Lord 
Warwick,  young  Cuddy,  and  their  Train. 

Edw,  Brother  of  Scotland,  I  do  hold  it  hard, 
Seeing  a  league  of  truce  was  late  confirm'd 
^wixt  you  and  me,  without  displeasure  offered, 
You  should  make  such  invasion  in  my  land. 
The  vows  of  kin^s  should  be  as  oracles. 
Not  blemish'd  with  the  stain  of  any  breach ; 
Chiefly  where  fealty  and  homage  willeth  it. 

James.  Brother  of  England,  rub  not  the  sore 
afresh; 
My  conscience  grieves  me  for  my  deep  misdeed. 
I  iMive  the  worst :  of  thirty  thousand  men. 
There  'scapt  not  full  five  thousand  from  the  field. 

Edw.  Gramercy,  Musgrove^  else  it  had  gone 
hard. 
Caddy,  Fll  quite  thee  well  ere  we  two  part. 

James,  But  had  not  his  old  father,  William 
Musgrove, 
Played  twice  the  man,  I  had  not  now  been  her^. 
A  stronger  man  I  seldom  felt  before ; 


But  one  of  more  resolute  valiance 

Treads  not,  I  think,  upon  the  English  ground. 

Edw.  I  wot  well,  Musgrove  shall  not  lose  his 
hire. 

Cuddy,  And  it  please  your  grace,  my  father 
was 
Five  score  and  three  at  Midsummer  last  past : 
Yet  had  king  James  been  as  good  as  George  a 

Greene, 
Yet  Billy  Musgrove  would  have  fought  with  him. 

Edw.  As  George  a  Greene  ? 
I  pray  thee.  Cuddy,  let  me  question  thee. 
Much  have  I  heard,  since  I  came  to  my  crown. 
Many,  in  manner  of  a  proverb,  say, 
Were  he  as  good  as  George  a  Greene^  I  would 

strike  him  sure. 
[  pray  thee  tell  me,  Cuddy,  can'st  thou  inform  me, 
What  is  that  George  a  Greene  ? 

Cuddy,  Know,  my  lord,  I  never  saw  the  man. 
But  mickle  talk  is  of  him  in  the  country  : 
They  say  he  is  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield  town  ; 
But  for  his  other  Qualities,  I  let  alone. 

War.  May  it  please  your  grace,  I  know  tha 
man  too  well. 

Edw.  Too  well !  why  so,  Warwick  ? 

War.  For  once  he  swinged  me,  till  my  bonis 
did  ache. 

Edw.  Why,  dares  he  strike  an  earl  ? 

War.  An  eari,  my  lord !  nay,  he  will  strike  a 
king. 
Be  it  not  king  Edward.   For  stature  he  is  framed 
Like  to  the  picture  of  stout  Hercules, 
And  for  his  carriage  passeth  Itobin  Hood. 
The  boldest  earl  or  baron  of  uur  land. 
That  ofifereth  *°  scath  unto  the  town  of  Wakefield, 
George  will  arrest  his  pledge  unto  the  pound ; 
And  whoso  resisteth  bears  away  the  blows. 
For  he  himself  is  good  enough  for  three. 

Edw.  Why,  this  is  wonderous !— My  lord  of 
Warwick, 
Sore  do  I  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene. 
But,  leaving  him,  what  shall  we  do,  my  lord, 
For  to  subdue  the  rebels  in  the  north  ? 
They  arc  now  marching  up  to  Doncaster. 

Enter  one  with  the  Earl  o^Kendall,  Prisoner^ 

Soft,  who  have  we  there  ? 

Cuddy.  Here  is  a  traitor,  the  earl  of  Kendall. 

Edw.  Aspiring  traitor !  how  dar'st  thou  once 
Cast  thine  eyes  upon  thy  sovereign, 
That  honour *d  thee  with  kindnebs  and  with  fa« 

vour? 
But  I  will  make  thee  buy  this  treason  dear. 

Ken.  Good  my  lord — 

Edw,  Reply  not,  traitor.  ^ 

Tell  me,  Cuddy,  whose  deed  of  honour 


^  Sadh^Seaih  is  barm,  mischief.    As  In  Richard  III,  A.  h  S.  3 :-« 

*^  To  pray  for  them  that  hath  done  scathe  to  us.' 
Tlie  Secoid  Fart  of  Hmr^  VI.  A.  t.  8. 4 1— 

**  All  these  coahl  not  procore  me  any  K«tAe.' 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Anontmovs. 


Won  the  victory  against  this  rebel  ? 
Cuddy.  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner  of  Wake- 
field. 
Edw,  George  a  Greene  !  now  shall  I  hear  news 
Certain,  what  this  Pinner  is : 
Discourse  it  briefly,  Cuddy,  how  it  befel. 

Cuddy.  Kendall  and  Bonfield,  with  Sir  Gilbert 
Armstrong, 
Came  to  Wakefield  town  disguised. 
And  there  spoke  ill  of  your  grace ; 
Which  George  but  hearing,  fell'd  them  at  bis  feet; 
And,  had  not  rescue  come  into  the  place, 
George  had  slain  him  in  his  close  of  wheat. 

Edw.  But,  Cuddy,  canst  thou  not  tell 
Where  I  might  give  and  grant  some  thing. 
That  might  please,  and  highly  gratify  the  Pinner's 
thoughts  ? 
Cuddy,  This  at  their  parting  George  did  say  to 
me: 
If  the  king  vouchsafe  of  this  my  service. 
Then,  gentle  Cuddy,  kneel  upon  thv  knee. 
And  liumhiy  crave  a  boon  ot  him  tor  me. 
Edw.  Cuddy,  what  is  it  ? 
Cuddy.  It  is  his  will  your  grace  should  pardon 
them. 
And  let  them  live,  although  they  have  blended. 
Edw.  I  think  the  man  striveth  to  be  glorious. 
Well,  George  hath  craved  it,  and  it  shall  be  grant- 

eo. 
Which  none  but  he  in  England  should  have  gotten. 
Live,  Kendall,  but  as  prisoner ; 
So  shalt  thou  end  thy  days  within  the  Tower. 
Ken.  Gracious  is  Edward  to  offending  subjects. 
James.  My  lord  of  Kendall,  you  are  welcome 

to  the  court 
Edw.  Nay,  but  ill  come  as  it  falls  out  now ; 
Ay,  ill  come  indeed,  were  it  not  for  George  a 

Greene. 
But,  gentle  king,  for  so  you  would  aver, 
And  Edward's  betters,  I  salute  you  both; 
And  here  I  vow  by  good  Saint  George, 
You  will  gain  but  little  when  your  sums  are  count- 
ed. 
I  sore  do  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene : 
And  for  because  1  never  saw  iSie  North, 
I  will  forthwith  go  see  it : 
And  for  that  to  none  I  will  be  known. 
We  will  disguise  ourselves,  and  steal  down  secretly. 
Thou  and  I,  king  James,  Cuddy,  and  two  or  three, 
And  make  a  merry  journey  for  a  month. 
Away  then,  conduct  him  to  the  Tower. 
Come  on,  king  James,  my  heart  must  needs  be 

merry. 
If  fortune  makes  such  bavock  of  our  foes. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Robin  Hood,  Maid  Ma&iak,  Scaeixt, 
and  Much  the  MiUa't  Son. 


BMn.  Why  is  not  lovely  Marian  blithe  of 
cheer? 
What  ails  my  lemman,  that  she  'gios  to  lower? 
Say,  good  Marian,  why  art  thou  so  sad  ? 

Marian.  Nothing,  my  Hobio,  gn^^mne  to  dv 
hearty 
But  whensoever  I  do  walk  abroad, 
I  hear  no  songs  but  all  of  George  a  Greene: 
Bettris  his  fair  lemman  passeth  me ; 
And  this,  my  Robin,  galls  my  very  souL 
BMn.  Content;  what  wreaks  it  us^  thoogfi 
George  a  Greene 
Be  stout,  so  long  as  he  doth  profier  as  no  soak? 
Envy  doth  seldom  hurt  but  to  itself. 
And  therefore,  Marian,  smile  upon  thy  Robin. 
Marian.  Never  will  Marian  smile  opon  ker 
Rubin, 
Nor  lie  with  him  under  the  green-wood  shade. 
Till  that  thou  go  to  Wake6eld  on  a  green. 
And  beat  the  Pinner  for  the  love  ut  me. 

Ro6m.  Content  thee^  Marian,  I  will  ease  tbj 
grief. 
My  merry  men  and  I  will  thither  stray ; 
And  here  I  vow,  that,  for  the  love  of  thee, 
I  will  beat  Gefirge  a  Greene,  or  he  shall  beat  me. 
Scarlet.  As  I  am  Scarlet,  next  tu  little  John, 
One  of  the  boldest  veomen  of  the  crew, 
S(»  will  I  ^'  wend  with  Robin  all  along. 
And  try  this  Pinner  what  he  dares  to  da 

^^  Muck.  As  I  am  Much,  the  miller's  son, 
That  left  my  mill  to  go  with  thee^ 
And  nil  repent  that  I  have  done. 
This  pleasant  life  contentcth  me; 
In  aught  I  may,  to  do  thee  good, 
I'll  live  and  die  with  Robin  Hood. 

Marian.  And,  Robin,  Marian  she  will  go  witk 
thee. 
To  see  fair  Bettris  how  bright  she  is  of  blee. 

iio6i'fi.  Marian,  thou  shsilt  go  with  thy  Robia 
Bend  up  your  bows,  and  see  your  strings  be  U^ 
The  arrows  keen,  and  every  thing  be  r»idy. 
And  each  of  you  '^  a  good  bat  on  his  neck, 
Able  to  lay  a  good  man  on  the  ground. 
Scarlet.  I  will  have  friar  TuckeV 
Much.  I  will  have  little  John's. 
Robin,  I  will  have  one  made  of  an  ashen  plsnk. 
Able  to  bear  a  bout  or  two. 
Then  come  on,  Marian,  let  us  go ; 
For  before  the  sun  doth  shew  the  morning  day, 
I  will  be  at  Wakefield  to  see  this  Pinner,  Georgf 
a  Greene.  [Eropif* 


11 


Wend.'-Tht  old  word  for  travel. 
^^  3furA.— In  the  Ballads  he  is  called  Midge. 

*5  A  good  bat  on  hh  neck.-^jt  bai  is  a  club.    So  io  King  Lear,  A.  4.  8. 6 :  «« 
costard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder/'— See  Mr  Steeveos's  X^ote  on  this  pasufe. 


— Isetry  whetkery«i» 


Amonymous.] 
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Enter  a  Shoemaker  uiting  upon  the  Stage  at 
work;  Jen  KIN  to  him. 

Jenk,  My  masters,  he  that  hath  neither  meat 
nor  money, 
And  hath  lost  his  credit  with  the  alewife,    . 
For  any  th'mg  I  know,  may  go  sapperless  to  bed. 
But  soft,  who  is  here  ?  here  b  a  shoemaker; 
He  knows  where  is  the  best  ale.-~ 
Shoemaker,  I  pray  thee  tell  me, 
Where  is  the  best  ale  in  the  town  ? 

Shoe.  Afore,  afnrc,  follow  thy  nose, 
At  the  sign  of  the  egg-shelL 

Jenk.  Come,  Shoemaker,  if  thou  wilty 
And  take  thy  p4rt  of  a  pot. 

Shoe  Sirrah,  down  with  yoar  sta£^ 
Down  with  yoar  staff. 

Jenk,  Why,  how  now,  is  the  fellow  mad? 
I  pray  thee  tell  me,  why  should  I  hold  down  my 
suff? 
Shoe,  Yon  will  down  with  him,  sir,  will  you 

not,  sir  ? 
Jenk.  Why,  tell  me  wherefore? 
Shoe,  My  friend,  this  is  the  town  of  merry 
Wakefield, 
And  here  is  a  custom  held,  that  none  shall  pass 
With  his  staff  on  his  shoulders,  but  he  must  have 
A  boot  with  me ;  and  so  shall  you,  sir. 
Jenk.  And  so  will  not  I,  sir. 
Shoe.  That  will  I  try.  ^  Barking  dogs  bite  not 

the  forest. 
Jenk.  I  would  to  God,  I  were' once  well  rid  of 
him.  [Jude. 

Shoe.  Now,  what,  will  yon  down  with  your  staff? 
Jenk.  Why,  you  are  not  in  earnest,  are  you  ? 
Shoe.  If  I  am  not,  take  that. 
Jenk,  You  whoreson  cowardly  scab. 
It  is  but  the  part  of  a  *^  clapperdudgeon. 
To  strike  a  man  in  the  street 
But  darest  thou  walk  to  the  town's  end  with  me  ? 

Shoe.  Ay,  that  I  dare  do : 
But  stay  till  I  lay  in  my  tools,  and  I  will  go 
With  thee  to  the  town's  end  presently. 

Jenk.  I  would  1  knew  how  to  be  nd  of  this  fel- 
low. [Aside. 


Shoe.  Come,  sir,  will  you  come  to  the  town's 
end  now,  sir? 

Jenk.  Ay,  sir,  come. 
Now  we  are  at  the  town's  end,  what  say  you  now? 

Shoe.  Marry  come,  let  us  even  have  a  bout 

Jenk.  Ua,  stay  a  little,  hold  thy  hands,  I  praj 
thee. 

Shoe.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Jenk.  Faith,  I  am  Undei^pmner  of  a  town. 
And  tl^re  is  an  order,  which  if  I  do  not  k^p^ 
I  shall  be  turned  out  of  my  office. 

Shoe.  What  is  that,  sir? 

Jertk.  Whensoever  I  go  to  fight  with  any  body, 
I  use  to  flourish  my  staff  thrice  about  my  head 
Before  I  strike,  and  then  shew  no  favour. 

Shoe.  Well,  sir,  and  till  then  I  will  not  strike 
thee. 

Jenk.  Well,  sir,  here  is  once,  twice-— here  is  mj 
hand, 
I  will  never  do  it  the  third  time. 

Shoe.  Why  then,  I  see,  we  shall  not  fight; 

Jenk.  Faith  no:  come,  I  will  give  thee  two  pots 
Of  the  best  ale,  and  be  friends. 

Shoe.  Faith,  I  see* 
It  is  as  hard  to  get  water  out  of  a  flint. 
As  to  get  him  to  have  a  bout  with  me : 
Therefore  I  will  enter  into  him  for  some  good 

cheer.— 
My  friend,  I  see  thou  art  a  faint-hearted  fellow. 
Thou  hast  no  stomach  to  fight. 
Therefore  let  us  go  to  the  ale-house  and  drink. 

Jenk.  Well,  content ;  go  ihy  ways  and  say  thy 
prayers, 
Thon  'scapest  my  hands  to-day.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  George  a  Green  and  Bettris. 

George.  Tell  roe,  sweet  love,  bow  is  thy  mind 
content  ? 
What,  canst  thou  brook  to  live  with  Geoi^  m 
Green? 
Bet.  Oh,  George,  how  little  pleasing  are  these 
words ! 
Came  I  from  Bradford  for  the  love  of  thee  ? 
And  left  my  father  for  so  sweet  a  friend  ? 
Here  will  I  live  until  my  life  do  end. 


The  mode  of  expression  here  used  Is  very  frequent  In  ancient  writers.  So,  in  Monday's  Translation  of 
Paimerin  D'Olioa^  1588,  p.  S6.  **  ^So  ascended  he  the  byl),  by  a  little  trackt  foote  path,  with  hys 
yron  mace  on  hU  neclEe,  and  the  glasse  for  the  water  fastened  at  bis  gyrdle." 

Dekkar*8  Belman  of  London^  Sign.  E2:  **  •»  Bat  when  1  approached  neere onto  him,  and  I>ehe1d  m 
nan  with  a  lanthome  and  candle  io  his  hand,  a  long  staffe  on  hit  iiec4re,  and  a  dogge  at  his  tayle,  &c.*' 

Dekkar*s  Belmont  Night  fValket^  Sign.  I  2 :  **— He  tooke  him  for  some  curlesh  Hobgoblin, seeing  a 
long  stalTe  on  hit  necket  and  therefore  to  be  one  of  his  own  fellowes.'* 

See  also  Dr  Farmer^s  and  Mr  Steevens's  Notes  on  M  you  like  if,  A.  I .  S.  9. 
^  Barking  dogt,  ^c^Thto  was  proverbial.    See  Rays's  Proverbtf  p.  76. 

^  Oapperdudgeon. — A  cant  term  for  a  beggar  bom.  Dekkar's  yUlainiet  ditcovered,  &c.  lOSO,  Sign^ 
N  3.    So  in  Ben  Jonson's  StapU  of  ATewt,  A.  2.  S.  4  :— 

•* What  I  a  clapper  dudgeon  I 

*'  That's  a  good  sign,  to  have  a  l>^sgar  follow  him 
*'  So  near  at  his  first  entry  into  fortHoe." 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


(Anontmovi. 


Enter  Robin  Hood,  and  Marian,  and  hit  Train, 

Oeo.  Happy  am  I  to  have  so  sweet  a  love. 
But  what  are  these  come  ^  trasing  here  along  ? 
Bet,  Three  men  come  striking  through  the 

coroy  my  love. 
Geo.  Back  again,  you  foolish  travellers, 
For  you  are  wrong,  and  may  not^^  wend  this 
way. 
R,  Hood.  That  were  great  shamCb    ^ow  by 
my  sfiul,  prood  sir, 
We  be  three  ^^  tall  yeomen,  and  thou  bat  one. 
Come,  we  will  forward  in  despite  of  him.* 


Mudk.  Row  now?  what,  art  thou  down? 
Come,  sir,  I  am  neiLt. 
\Th^fightf  and  George  a  GaEBKa  beats  Ain. 
R.  Hood,  Come,  sirrah,  now  to  me;  sparems 
not. 
For  ni  not  spare  thee. 
Oeo,  Make  no  donbt^  I  will  be  as  libeial  to 
thee. 

[Theyfightf  Robin  Hood  ttoj/i. 
R.  Hood,  Stay,  George,  for  here  I  do  protei^ 
Thou  art  the  stoutest  cbunpion  that  ever  I 
Laid  hands  upon* 

Oeo,  Soft,  you  sir,  by  your  leave,  yon  lie, 


Oeo.  Leap  the  ditch,  or  I  will  make  you  skip,  ^ou  never  yet  laid  han^  on  me. 


What,  cannot  the  highway  serve  your  Cum, 
But  you  must  make  a  path  over  the  com  ? 

JR.  Hood,    Why,   art  thou  mad?  dar'st  thou 
encounter  three  ? 
We  are  no  babes,  man,  look  upon  our  limlM. 

Oeo,  Sirrah,  the  biggest  limbs  have  not  the 
stoutest  hearts. 
Were  ye  as  good  as  Robin  Hood,  and  his  three 

merry  men, 
I'll  drive  you  back  the  same  way  that  ye  came; 
Be  ye  men,  ye  scorn  to  encounter  me  all  at  once. 
But  be  ye  cowards,  set  upon  me  all  three. 
And  try  the  Pinner  what  he  dares  perform. 

Scar,  Wert  thou  as  high  in  deeds 
As  thou  art  haughty  in  words. 
Thou  well  mightest  be  a  champion  for  a  King : 
But  empty  vessels  have  the  loudest  sounds, 
And  cowards  prattle  more  than  men  of  worth. 

Geo,  Sirrah,  darest  thou  try  me  ? 

Scar,  Ay,  sirrah,  that  I  dare. 

[Theyjightf  and  Geobge  a  Gbeene  beats  him,  1  V\\  be  thy  guest  to-day. 


R,Hood,^  George,  wilt  thou  forsake  Wak** 
field. 
And  go  with  me  ? 

Two  liveries  will  I  give  thee  every  year. 
And  forty  crowns  shall  be  thy  fee. 

Geo,  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 

K  Hood,  Why,  Robin  Hood : 
I  am  come  hither  with  my  Marian, 
And  these  m^  yeomen  for  to  visit  Uiee. 

Geo,  Robm  Hood  I 
Next  to  king  Edward  art  thou  leefe  '^  to  me. 
Welcome,  sweet  Robin  Hood ;  welcome^  maid 

Marian ; 
And  welcome,  you  mv  friends.     Will  yoa  to  dj 

poor  house  r 
You  shall  have  wafer-cakes  your  fill, 
A  piece  of  beef  hung  up  since  "  Martlemas, 
Mutton  and  veal ;  if  this  like  yon  not, 
I  Take  that  you  find,  or  that  you  bring  for  me. 

R.  Hood,  Godamerdes,  good  George^ 


cc 
« 


^  IVofjii^.— Follow  log.  So,  ID  Cbnrcbyard*8  CkaUenge^  p.  180 : 

'*  All  hand  and  band  they  traced  on 

**  A  tricksle  ancient  roond, 
**  And  soone-as  shadowcs  were  they  gone, 

*'  And  might  no  more  be  found." 
Macbeth^  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

—  give  to  the  edge  o*  the  sword 

His  wife,  bis  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  soub 
"  That  trace  him  in  bis  Hoe." 

*y  FFfiid.'Seep.  452. 

^^  Tall  Yeomen, — The  word  tall  in  this  place,  and  in  most  of  our  ancient  writers,  is  not  dcsigoel  to 

five  us  an  Idea  of  height  or  bulk,  but  signifies  ttout^  bold,  or  courageo^u.    Thus,  in  Pierce  Pcmukne'i 
upplication  to  the  Divell,  p.  9  :  **  Ulysses  was  a  tali  man  under  Ajaz  shield :  but  by  hiroieife  hce  woaM 
never  adventure  but  in  the  night." 

Hairs  Chronicle,  Henry  J F,  p.  14:  «  And  with  that  word  Sir  Piers  entered  into  the  chamber  veil 
armed  with  eight  tall  men  in  harness.** 

-ibid  p.  17  :  **  —  dyd  gather  a  houge  annye  of  twentie  thonsande  talle  menne  and  more.'* 

So  tiobadil  addresses  Downright  by  the  title  of  Tall  man.  See  Every  Man  in  kit  Hmmmr^  A.  4  S.  T. 
and  iVir  Whalley's  Note  thereon. 

*'  George,  wilt  thou,  ^c.-^See  the  ballad  in  Evan8*8  Colleetionf  voL  1.  p.  109. 

3°  Lee/e.— See  Note  to  Gammer  Gurton^i  Needle,  p.  114. 

3'  MarlUmaa, — Marllemat  is  corrupted  from  Martinma$,  the  feast  of  St  Martin,  the  eleventh  of  Novea- 
ber.  The  corruption,  as  Mr  Steevens  remarks  (Note  to  the  Second  Fart  ef  Henry  IF.  A.  9.  S.  )t«)  ii|e- 
aeral  in  all  the  old  Flays. 
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Geo,  RobiDy  thereia  thoa  honoareal  me. 
ni  lead  the  way.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Edward  and  King  J AUiSf  disguised, 

with  two  ttitvei, 

Ed».  Come  oOf  king  James,  now  we  are  thus 
disguised, 
There  is  none  (I  know)  will  take  us  to  be  kings : 
I  think  we  are  now  in  Bradford, 
Where  all  the  merry  shoemakers  dwell. 

Enter  a  Shoemaker, 

Shoe.  Down  with  your  staves^  my  friends^ 
Down  with  them. 

Edw.  Down  with  our  staves  !  I  pray  thee, 
why  so? 

Shoe.  My  friend,  I  see  thou  art  a  stranger  here. 
Else  would'st  thou  not 'have  question'd  of  the 

thing. 
Tliis  is  the  town  of  merry  Bradford, 
And  here  hath  been  a  custom  kept  of  old. 
That  none  may  bear  his  staff  upon  his  nedc, 
But  trail  it  all  along  throughout  the  town. 
Unless  they  mean  to  have  a  bout  with  me. 

Edw.  But  hear  you,  sir,  hath  the  king 
Granted  you  thb  custom  ? 

Shoe.  ^^  King  or  Kaisar,  none  shall  pass  this 
way, 
Except  king  Edward; 

No,  not  the  stoutest  groom  that  haunts  his  court : 
Therefore  down  with  your  itaves. 

E<bp.  What  were  we  best  to  do? 

James.  Faith,  my  lord,  they  are  stout  fellows; 
And,  because  we  will  see  some  sport, 
We  will  trml  our  staves. 

Edw.  Hear'st  thou,  my  friend  ? 
Because  we  are  men  of  peace  and  travellers^ 
We  are  content  to' trail  oar  staves. 

Shoe.  The  way  lies  before  you,  go  along. 

Enter  Robin  Hood  and  Geoboe  a  Greeke  dis' 

guised. 

R.  Hood.  See,  Geoige»-  two  men  are  passing 
through  the  town. 
Two  lusty  meni  and  yet  they  traU  their  staves. 


Geo.  Robin,  diey  are  some  peasants  trickt  ia 
yeoman's  weeds.— 
Hollo,  you  two  travellers ! 
E<hc.  Call  you  us,  sir  ? 

Geo.  Ay,  you.  Are  ye  not  big  enough  to  bear 
Your  bats  upon  your  necks,  but  you  must  trail 

them 
Along  the  streets  ? 

Edw.  Yes,  sir,  we  are  big  enough; 
But  here  is  a  custom  kept,  that  none  may  pass 
His  staflf  upon  his  neck,  unless  he  trail  it  at  the 

weapon's  point. 
Sir,  we  are  men  of  peace,  and  love  to  sleep 
In  our  whole  skins,  and  therefore  quietness  is 
best. 
Geo.  Base-minded  peasants,  worthless  to  be 
men ! 
What,  have  you  bones  and  limbs  to  strike  a  blow. 
And  be  your  hearts  so  faint,  you  cannot  fight  ? 
Wer't  not  for  ^hame,  I  would  ^'  drub  your  should 

ders  well. 
And  teach  vou  manhood  aeainst  another  time; 
Shoe.  Well  preached,  sir  Jack !  down  with  your 

sta£ 
Edw.  Do  you  hear,  my  friends  ?  and  you  be 
wise. 
Keep  down  your  staves,  for  all  the  town 
Will  rise  upon  you. 

Geo.  Thou  speakest  like  an  honest  quiet  fellow* 
But  hear  you  me ;  in  spite  of  all  the  swains 
Of  Brad&rd  town,  bear  me  your  staves  upon 

your  necks. 
Or,  to  begin  withal,  I'll  baste  vou  both  so  well. 
You  were  never  better  basted  in  your  lives. 
Edw.  We  will  bold  up  our  staves. 

[George  a  GKEEVEjights  with  the 
Shoemakers,  and  beats  them  ail  dawn. 
Geo.  What,  have  you  any  more  ? 
Call  all  your  town  forth,  Cut^  and  Longtail. 

The  Shoemakers  spy  George  a  Greems« 

Shoe.  What!  Geom  a  Greene,  is  it  yon?  A 
plague  found  you !  ^ 
I  think  you  longfd  to  swinge  me  welL 


^*  King  or  Kaitar^^Thie  ezpresshM  of  KiMg  tmd  Kaitar  is  fireqaently  mtd  by  Spenser.    See  Mr  War* 
ton's  Obteroationt,  vol.  2.  p.  818.  where  several  instances  are  prodnccd. 

Agalo,  in  Nobodji  and  Somebody,  N.  D.  Sign.  US:"  My  harts  id  my  hose,  bat  my  face  was  never 
ashamed  to  shew  itselfe  yet  belore  King  or  JUytar.** 
Skelton*s  fVorks,  p.  196 : 

"  Ye  boste,  ye  Ikce,  ye  crake, 

**  And  upon  you  take 

*'  To  rule  King  and  Kayoor.^* 

Empkuis,  p.  65 :  -^<  No  King,  nor  Kegtor  be  henever  so  royal  ia  birth,  !|fc. 
Tho  Seitumfrom  Pamassui,  A.  6.  8.  1 :« 

Fair  fell  good  Orphens,  thai  woald  rather  be 
King  of  a  molebiU,  than  a  Ktyssr's  slave,*' 

^'  l>nt».^The  first  edition  reads  fArtt». 
^  J  p<d^ics/<mrid  jfOtt.«— 1.  e«  confoand  you. 


« 
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GBORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Anontmoui. 


Come^  George,  we  will  ^^  craib  a  pot  before  we 
part 
Geo,  A  pot !  yoa  slave,  we  will  have  an  hun- 
dred. 

Here,  Will  Perkin%  take  my  purse, 

Jetch  me  a  stand  of  ale,  and  set  in  the  market- 
place. 

That  all  majr  drink  that  are  athirst  this  daj ; 

For  this  is  for  a  fee  to  welcome  Robin  Hood 

To  Bradford  town. 

[T^ry  bring  out  the  Stand  ofAle,  and 
Jail  a  drinking. 

Here,  Robin,  sit  thou  here; 

For  thou  art  the  best  man  at  the  board  this  day. 

You  that  are  strangers,  place  yourselves  where 
you  will. 

Robin,  here's  a  ^^  carouse  to  good  king  Edward's 
self, 

And  they  that  love  him  not,  I  would  we  had 

The  basting  of  them  a  little. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  with  other  Noble* 
men,  bringing  out  the  King*i  garmentt ;  then 
G£0RGE  A  Gr£eii£  and  the  rat  kneel  down  to 
the  King, 

Edw.  Come  masters,  all  fellows.   Nay,  Rubin, 
You  are  the  best  man  at  the  board  to-day. 
Rise  up,  George. 

Geo,  Nay,  good  my  liege,  ill  nurtured  we  were 
then: 
Though  we  Yorkshire  men  be  blunt  of  speech. 
And  little  skilPd  in  court,  or  such  quaint  fashions, 
Yet  nature  teacheth  us  duty  to  our  king. 
Therefore  I  humbly  beseech  you  pardon  George 
n  Greene. 

Bob,  And  ^ood  my  lord,  a  pardon  for  poor 
Robm* 
And  for  us  all  a  pardon,  good  king  Edward. 

Shoe.  I  pray  you,  a  pardon  for  the  shoemakers. 

Edw.  I  trankly  grant  a  pardon  to  you  all. 
And  OeorKe  a  Ureeiie,  give  me  thy  hand ;' 
There  is  none  in  England  that  shall  do  thee  wrong. 
Even  from  my  court  I  came  to  see  thybelf ; 
And  now  I  see  that  fame  speaks  nought  but  truth. 


Geo,  I  humbly  thank  yoor  royal  iiw|es^. 
That  which  I  did  against  the  earl  of  KendaU, 
It  was  but  a  subjects  duty  to  his  sovereign. 
And  therefore  little  merits  such  good  wcHrds. 

Edw,  But  ere  I  go,  I'll  grace  thee  with  good 
deeds. 
Say  what  king  Edward  may  perform. 
And  thou  shalt  have  it,  being  m  England*s  boondi. 

Ge4},  I  have  a  lovely  lemman* 
^^  As  bright  of  blee  as  is  the  silver  moon, 
And  old  Grimes  her  father  wiU  not  let  h^matdb 
With  roe,  because  I  am  a  Pinner, 
Although  I  love  her,  and  she  me,  dearly. 

Edw,  Where  is  she  ? 

Geo.  At  home  at  my  poor  hoos^ 
And  vows  never  to  marry  unless  her  father 
Give  consent,  which  is  my  greatest  grief,  my  lord. 

Edw,  If  this  be  all,  I  will  dispatch  it  stnifiht; 
I'll  send  for  Grime,  and  force  him  give  his  grant; 
He  will  not  deny  king  Edward  such  a  smt 

Enter  JzK^iv,  and  speaks^ 

Ho,  who  saw  a  master  of  mine  ? 

Oh,  he  is  gotten  into  company,  and  a  body 

Should  rake  hell  for  company. 

Geo.  Peace,  ye  slave,  see  where  king  Edward  \% 
.  Edw,  George,  what  is  he  ? 
Geo,  I  beseech  your  grace  pardon  him,  be  if 

my  man. 
Shoe,  Sirrah,  the  king  hath  been  drinking  with  o% 
And  did  pledge  us  too. 
JeiiA^  Hath  he  so  ?  kneel,  I  dub  you  gendemeo. 
Shoe,  Beg  it  of  the  king,  Jenkin. 
Jenk,  I  will — I  beseech  your  worship  grant  me 

one  thing. 
Edw,  What  is  Simt  f 
Jenk,  Hark  in  your  ear.  [He  wkiipert  the  King 

in  the  ear, 
Edw,  Go  your  ways,  and  do  it. 
Jenk,  Come  down  un  your  knees,  I  have  got  it 
Shoe.  Let  us  hear  what  it  is  first. 
Jenk,  Marry,  because  yoa  have  drunk  with  ika 
king. 
And  the  king  hath  to  gradoosly  pledged  yoa, 


3'  Cruth  a  |i0f.— This  cant  ezprcMion,  Mr  SteevenB  observes,  seems  to  have  been  once  comnea  aaosi 
low  people.  It  u  often  to  be  met  with  in  ancient  Plays*  bee  some  imtaaccs  |n  Note  to  Jtomm  wdJw' 
tiet,  A.  1.  S. «. 

'6  Caroute, — A  car9ute  seems  to  be  a  more  than  ordinary  qoantity  of  liqaor^  probatlj  as  we  now  isy  s 
himper, 
Jlar8ton*s  First  Part  of  Jntonio  and  MetUda^  A.  3. 

" O  galUnt  youth, 

"  1*11  drink  carouie  unto  your  countrie*s  health.** 

Tarlton^s  Newet  out  of  Purgatory^  ft  1  :  **  Supper  time  being  come,  they  fell  to  their  vktaalSi  aad 
was  carroutt  unto  by  Mutio. 

37  M  bright  of  btee.—  So  p.  4^'i  : 

"  To  see  fair  Beatrice  how  brIgM  the  U  ofbUe^* 
Again  Chaucer *s  Lamentation  of  Mary  Magdaim^  I.  SOI  :— 

*<  Onely  for  him,  which  is  to  bright  ofbk* 
*'  As  I  trowe  1  shall  bun  nevir  se."  ' 

11 
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You  sbfill  no  more  be  called  shoemakers ; 

But  you  and  yours  to  the  worlds  end, 

Shall  be  called  the  trade  of  the  Gentle  Craft 

Shoe,  I  beseech  your  majesty  reform  this 
Which  he  hath  spoken. 

Jenk.  I  beseech  your  worship  consume  this 
Which  he  hath  spoken. 

Edm.  Confirm  it,  you  would  say. 
Well,  he  hath  done  it  for  you,  it  is  sufficient. 
Come,  George,  we  will  go  to  Grime, 
And  have  thy  love. 

Jtnk,  I  am  sure 
Tour  worship  will  abide :  for  yonder  is  coming 
Old  Musgrove,  and  mad  Cuddy  his  son.— 
Master,  my  fellow  Wily  comes  drest  like  a  wo- 
man, 
Aod  master  Grime  vrill  marry  Wily.    Here  they 
come. 

Enter   Musgeovc   and  Cuddy,   and  Master 
Grime,  Wily,  Mau^MARiAN,an<^BETTRis. 

Edw.  Which  is  thy  old  father.  Cuddy  ? 

Cmddy,  This,  if  it  please  your  majesty. 

Etho,  Ah,  old  Musgrove,  s(and  up ; 
It  fits  not  such  grey  hairs  to  kneel. 

Mut.  Long  live 
My  bovereign  !  long-  and  happy  be  his  days  ! 
Vouchsafe,  my  gracious  lord,  a  simple  gift. 
At  Billy  Musgrove*s  hand. 
King  James  at  Meddellom-castle  gave  me  this. 
This  won  the  honour,  and  this  give  I  thee. 

Edw.  Godamercy,  Musgrove,  for  this  friendly 

And  for  thou  feld*st  a  king  with  this  same  weapon, 

Tliis  blade  shall  here  dub  valiant  Musgrove  knight 

Mut,  Alas,  what  hath  your  highness  done  ?  I 

am  poor. 
Edw,  3'  To  mend  thy  living,  take  thou  Meddel- 
lom-castle. 
The  hold  of  both ;  and  if  thou  want  living,  com- 
plain, 


Thou  sha)t  have  more  to  maintain  thioe  estate. 
George,  which  is  thy  love? 

Geo,  This,  if  please  your  majesty. 
Edw,  Art  thou  her  aged  father  ? 
Grime,  I  am,  and  it  like  your  majesty. 
Edw,  And  wilt  not  give  thy  daughter  unte 

George? 
Grime,  Yes,  my  lord,  if  he  will  let  me  marry 
With  this  lovely  lass. 
Edw,  What  say'st  thou,  Geoi^ge  ? 
Geo,  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord,  I  give  con- 
sent. 
Grime.  Then  do  I  give  my  daughter  unto 

George. 
Wily.  Then  shall  the  marriage  soon  be  at  an 
end. 
Witness, my  lord,  if  that  I  be  a  woman ; 
For  I  am  Wily,  boy  to  George  a  Greene, 
Who  for  my  master  wrought  this  subtile  shifl. 
Edw.  What !  is  it  a  boy  ?  what  say*st  thou  to 

this,  Grime  ? 
Grime,  Marry,  my  lord,  I  think  this  boy  hath 
More  knavery  than  all  the  world  besides. 
Yet  am  I  content  that  Geciige  shall  both  have 
My  daughter  and  my  lands. 

Edw,£foWf  George,  it  rests  I  gratify  thy  worth ; 
And  therefore,  here  I  do  bequeath  to  thee. 
In  full  possession,  half  that  Kendall  hath; 
And  what  as  Bradford  holds  of  me  in  chief, 
I  give  it  frankly  unto  thee  for  ever. 
Kneel  down,  George, 

Geo,  What  will  your  majesty  do  ? 
Edw,  Dub  thee  a  knight,  George. 
Geo.  I  beseech  your  grace,  grant  me  one  thing. 
Edw,  What  is  that? 

Geo.  Then  let  me  live  and  die  a  yeoman  still: 
So  was  my  father,  so  most  live  his  son. 
For  'tis  more  credit  to  men  of  base  degree. 
To  do  great  deeds,  than  men  of  dignity. 
Edw.  Well,  be  it  so,  George. 
James,  I  beseech  your  grace  dispatch  with  me^ 


3*  To  tnend  thy  living ,  take  thou  MeddeUom^eattU. — Mr  Grpse,  who  has  given  two  views  of  this  Castle, 
mod  a  very  accurate  history  of  the  several  changes  of  its  owners,  in  his  Antiquitiet  of  England  and  fValct^ 
Tol.  iv.  supposes,  that  this  play  bath  little  or  no  foundation  in  history.  **  The  king,**  says  he,  "  here  is 
simply  named  Edward,  without  any  other  distinction  {  but  as  the  Scots  King  is  cidled  James,  aod  men- 
tion is  made  of  Edward's  son,  it  can  only  be  hdward  ^he  i<  ourth,  he  being  the  ^rst  of  that  name  contem- 
porary with  a  James,  and  the  last  that  had  issue. 

'^  Having  thus  ascertained  the  king,  the  next  step  is  to  see,  whether  the  other  circumstances  i^ccord 
with  the  events  of  that  reign ;  but  in  these  there  is  very  \ittle  similarity  ;  for  although  there  was  a  wac 
with  the  Scots,  no  decisive  battle  was  fought  near  Middleham,  neither  was  the  King  of  Scotland  taken 
prisoner.  It  is  true,  there  was  an  insurrection  in  Yorl^hire  towards  the  latter  end  of  this  reign,  on  ac- 
count of  a  contribotion  demanded  fof  the  qiaintenapce  of  an  hospital  at  York ;  but  this  was  terminated 
by  the  defeat  of  the  rebels  at  Banbury.  I  will  not  object  to  the  anachronism  of  introducing  here  Robin 
Hood,  who  lived  Ui  the  reign  of  Richard  the  First.  The  introduction  of  imaginary  characters  was  a  li- 
berty then  frequently  taken  in  old  historical  Plays,  in  order  to  divert  the  audience,  and  enliven  the  re^ 
presentation— a  compliment  to  the  upper  galleries  of  those  times.  It  may  also  be  objected,  that  the 
Castle  of  Middleham  was,  about  that  period,  the  property  of  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester.  To  this  it 
may  be  answered.  That  a  man  of  the  age  old  Musgrove  b  here  described  to  be,  would  not,  in  all  probabi* 
lity,  hold  it  above  a  year  or  twO|  after  ^hiph  it  might  be  granted  to  Richard,'. 
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GEORGE  A  GREEN£. 


[Akoktuoui. 


And  sel  down  my  mnsooi; 

Edw,  George  a  GrMiM^  set  down  the  king  of 
Scott 
Hb  ransom. 

Oeo,  I  beseech  your  grace  pardon  me. 
It  M^Meth  my  skill. 

JEdw.  Do  ity  the  honoiu's  thioe. 

Geo,  Then  let  king  James  make  good 
Those  towns  which  he  hath  burnt  upon  the  bor- 
ders; 
Give  a  small  pensioo  to  the  fatherless, 
Whose  fathers  he  caused  murthered  in  those  wars; 


Put  in  pledge  for  these  things  to  your  grace» 
And  so  return.    King  JameSj^  are  you  content? 

James,  I  am  content,  and  like  your  majestj, 
And  wiU  leave  good  castles  in  security. 

Edw,  I  crave  no  more.  Now  George  a  GrecM^ 
I'll  to  thy  house ;  and  when  I  have  supt, 
ril  go  to  Ask,  and  see  if  Jane  a  Barley  be  so  ftiii 
As  good  king  Janoes  reports  her  for  to  be. 
And  for  the  ancient  custom  of  Vail  staffs. 
Keep  it  still,  claim  privilege  from  roe. 
If  any  ask  a  reason  why  ?  or  how  ? 
Say,  English  Edward  vail'd  his  ataff  to  voa. 

\ExtMMi. 


EDITION. 

A  pleasant  conteyted  Coinedie  of  George  a  Greene  the  Pinner  of  Wakefteld.  As  it  was 
sundiy  times  acted  by  the  Servants  of  the  Right  Honourable  the  Eari  of  Sussex.  Imprinted  at  Loo- 
don,  by  Simon  Stafford,  forCuthbert  Burby ;  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  Shop  tware  the  Rojal  £i; 
change,  1590|  4to. 


JERONIMO, 


PAET  THE  FIRST. 


JFVofii  Eevwoo^s  ^  Apology  for  A^^tj  ii  appiart^  that  Thamu  Kyd  wot  ike  mik§^  of  the  ^  Spit- 
nUh  Tra^eajft  or  meronimo  it  Mad  againP  But  whether  he  likewise  wrote  this  **  Fint  Fart  ofjc 
ronitiKT  does  not  appear. 

This  "  First  Fart  qfJerojwnfP  is  so  scarce^  that  many  httoe  doubi&d  wkeiher  it  ever  existed;  and 
Mr  Coxeter  and  the  author  of  the**  Flayhouse  Dictionanf  were  ofopinion^  that  mhet  is  ealled  the 
**  iSJpaniiA  Tragedy^  or  Hieronimo  is  Mad  again,"  was  onfy  the  old  play  akered  and  new  namedr^ 
Ben  Jonson  has  a  passage  in  the  induction  to  **  Cynthia  s  MveU^  1600,  that  seems  tofmour  that  opi- 
nion  :  **  Another  swears  down  aU  that  sil  about  kim,  thai  the  M  Hkronimo,  as  it  was  first  acted, 
was  the  only  best  and  judiciously  pei^d  play  qf  Europe!* 

They  were^  however,  two  distinct  pl&ys,  as  appearsfrom  this  copy  of  the  First  Fartf  wkkh  is  print* 
edfrom  one  in  the  valuable  collection  ^DavU  Qarrick^  Esq, 

From  another  passage  m  the  induction  to  ^  Cynthie^s  Re9els,^jieted  in  1600,  it  may  he  CQweetured, 
that  **  JerommsT  first  appeared  on  the  stage  about  the  year  1569.  ^  They  sav  (sam  one  of  the  chUr 
dren  of  the  Queen*s  Chapel)  the  ghosts  of  some  three  or  four  plays,  deparltd  »  men  yean  since^ 
have  been  seen  walking  on  your  stage  here? 


Sosmd  a  Signet,*  mnd  pass  over  the  Stage,  Enter 
at  one  door  the  King  ef  Spain,  Duke  of  Castile^ 
Duke  Medina^  Lorenzo,  and  Rooero  ;  at  ano- 
ther door,  AvDEiA,  Horatio,  and  Jeronimo. 
Jeeonimo  kneels  down,  and  the  King  creates 
him  Marshall  ef  Spain  ;  Lorenzo  puts  on  his 
Spurs,*  and  An 9K1LA.  his  Swford.  The  King  goes 
along  with  Jerovimo  to  his  House ;  after  a  long 
Signet  is  sotmded,  enter  all  the  Nobles^  with  co- 
vered  dishes,  to  the  Banquet, 

Exeunt  ommes.    That  done^  enter  all  again 
asb^kre, 

Spain,  Frdicky  Jerottimo!  thoa  art  now  con- 
fimed 


Marshal  of  Spaiii^  by  all  the  dues 
And  customary  rights  unto  thy  office. 

Jer,  My  knee  sings  thanks  unto  your  higihiiess' 
bounty. — 
Come  hither,  boT  Horatio;  fold  thy  joints; 
Kneel  by  thy  latnec^s  loins,  and  thank  mv  leeg^ 
By  honouring  me,  thy  mother^  and  thyself^ 
With  this  high  staff  of  office. 

Hor,  O,  my  le^e^ 
.1  have  a  heart  thnce  stronger  than  my  year% 
And  that  shall  answer  gratefully  for  me. 
Let  not  my  yoothful  blush  impare  my  valour : 
If  ever  you  nave  foes,  or  red  field  scars, 
Vi\  emptv  all  my  veins  to  serve  your  wars ; 
ril  bleed  for  you ;  and  more,  what  speech  affiirds. 


■  Sound  a  tignci-^TIiii  word,  whlcb  is  vaHoosly  spelt,  as  scnet,  eynet,  sennet,  tinet,  tinat$,  tynnet,  iig- 
net,  &c.  I  believe  to  be  so  mere  thfto  a  cormptien  o(  sonata,  ItaL  See  a  note  on  Julius  Casar,  \oU  YiM. 
p.  9.  and  another  or  King  Utnrp  Vlll,  Vel.  VII.  p.  «3d.    8. 

*  Lorenso  puts  on  hit  ipuri.— This  cereaiofiy  k  gtill  rttalaed  la  the  creation  of  a  Knight  of  the  Bath, 
and  is  generally  performed  by  some  peiyoo  ofemiiieDce,  See  Ansti*s  Histerieal  Essay  upon  t^  Knighthood 
0/ the  Bath,  4to,  1725.    Lord  Herbert  of  Cbcrbnry^s  Lt/e,  p.  H. 
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THE  FIRST  PART 


[Anonymous* 


1*11  «peak  in  drops  when  I  do  fail  in  words. 

5tr,  Well  spoke,  my  boy;  and  on  thy  father's 
side. — 
My  leege,  how  like  yoa  Don  Horatio's  spirit  ? 
What!  doth  it  promise  fair? 

Sjpain.  Ay,  and  no  doubt  his  merit  will  pur- 
chase more. 
Knieht  Marshal  rise,  and  still  rise 
Higher  and  greater  in  thy  sovereign's  eyes.  * 

Jtr,  Oy  fortunate  hour !  blessed  minute !  hap- 
py day ! 
Able  to  ravish  even  my  sense  away ! 
Now  I  remember  too ;  O  sweet  remembrance ! 
This  day  my  years  strike  fifty,  and  in  Rome 
They  call  the  fifty  year,  the  year  of  Jubilv, 
The  meny  year,  the  peaceful  year,  jocond  year, 
A  year  of  joy,  of  pleasure,  and  delight ; 
This  shall  be  my  year  of  Jubily,  for  Vis  my  fifty. 
Age  ushers  honour;  'tis  no  shame;  confess, 
Beard,  thou  art  fifty  full,  not  a  hair  less. 

"Enttr  an  Emlfassador. 

Spain.  How  now  ?  what  news  from  Spain  ?  tri- 
bute returned  ? 

Etnb.  Tribute  in  words^  my  leege,  but  not  in 
coin. 

Spain,  Ha !  dare  he  still  procrastinate  with 
Spain? 
Not  tribute  paid !  not  three  years  paid ! 
^Tis  not  at  his  coin. 
But  his  slack  homage,  that  we  most  repine. 

Jer,  My  leege,  if  my  opinion  might  stand  firm 
Within  your  highness'  thoughts — 

Spain,  Marshal,  our  kingdom  calls  thee  father; 
Therefore  speak  free. 
Thy  counsel  I'll  embrace,  as  I  do  thee* 

Jer,  1  thank  your  highness.  Then,  my  gracious 
leege, 
I  hold  it  meet,  by  way  of  embassage, 
To  demand  his  mind,  and  the  neglect  of  tribute. 
But,  my  leege. 

Here  must  be  kind  words,  which  doth  oft  besiege 
The  ears  of  rough-hewn  tyrauts,  more  than  blows; 
Oh,  a  politic  speech  beguiles  the  ears  of  foes. 
Marry,  my  leege,  mistake  me  not,  I  pray; 
If  friendly  phrases,  honied  speech,  bewitching  ac* 

cent, 
W^el^tuned  melody,  and  all  sweet  gifts 
Of  nature,  cannot  liivail  or  win  him  to  it. 
Then  let  him  raise  his  gall  up  to  his  tongue, 
And  be  as  bitter  as  physicians*  drugs, 
Stretch  his  mouth  wider  with  big  swoln  phrases. 
Oh,  here's  a  lad  of  mettle,  stout  Don  Andrea, 
Mettle  to  the  crown, 

Would  shake  the  king^s  high  court  three  handfuls 
down. 

Spain.  And  well  picked  out.  Knight  Marslial ; 
speech  well  strung ; 
Fd  rather  chuse  Horatio,  were  he  not  so  young. 

Hor,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 
On  placing  me  next  untQ  his  royal  bosom. 

p>ain.  How  stand  ye,  lords  to  this  election  ? 
V   Omnfi,  Eight  pleading^  our  dread  sovereign. 


Med.  Only,  with  pardon,  mighty  sovereigiir- 

Catt,  I  should  have  chose  Don  Lorenio, 

Med,  I,  Don  Rogero. 

Rog,  Oh,  no ;  not  me,  my  lords, 
I  am  war's  champion,  and  my  fees  are  swords. 
Pray,  king,  pray,  peers,  let  it  be  Don  Andrea; 
He's  a  wortny  limb. 
Loves  wars  and  soldiers,  therefore  I  love  him. 

Jet.  And  I  love  him  and  thee,  valiaaC  RogerOk 
Noble  spirits,  pliant  bloods ; 
You  are  no  wise,  insinuating  lords. 
You  ha'  no  tricks,  you  ha'  none  of  all  their  sleights. 

Lor,  So,  so,  Andrea  must  be  sent  embassador; 
Lorenzo  is  not  thought  upon  :  good  ! 
I'll  wake  the  court,  or  startle  out  some  blood. 

Spain.  How  stand  you,  lords,  to  this  electioo? 

Umnet,  Right  pleasing,  our  dread  sovereign. 

Spain,  Then,  Don  Andrea, — 

And,  My  approved  leege. 

Spain.  We  make  thee  our  lord  high  embissador. 

And,  Your  highness  circles  me  with  hoocmi'i 
bounds ; 
I  still  discharge  the  wdjB^ht  of  yoar  oommand 
With  best  respect;  if  fnendly  tempered  phrase 
Cannot  affect  the  virtue  of  your  charge, 
I  will  be  hard  like  thunder,  and  as  rough 
As  northern  tempests,  or  the  vexed  bowels 
Of  too  insulting  waves,  who  at  one  blow 
Five  merchants'  wealths  into  the  deep  doth  dirow. 
Ill  threaten  crimson  wars. 

Rog.  Aye,  aye,  that's  good ; 
Let  them  keep  coin,  pay  tribute  with  their  blood. 
Spain,  Farewell  then,  Don  Andrea;  to  thy  charge; 
Lords,  let  us  in ;  joy  shall  be  now  oar  guest : 
Let's  in  to  celebrate  our  second  feast. 

[Exeunt  omnes,  prmter  Loiuia 

Lor,  Andrea^  gone  embassador; 
Lorenzo  is  not  dreamt  on  in  this  age* 
Hard  fate. 

When  villains  sit  not  in  the  highest  Mate ! 
Ambition's  plumes,  that  flourimd  in  oor  coor^ 
Severe  authority  has  dashed  with  josdce; 
And  policy  and  pride  walk  like  two  exiles, 
Giving  auendance,  that  were  once  attended; 
And  we  reiected,  that  were  once  high  honoured. 
I  hate  Andrea ;  'cause  he  aims  at  boooar,  whea 
My  purest  thoughts  work  in  a  pitchy  vale, 
Which  are  as  different  as  heaven  and  hell. 
One  peers  for  day,  the  other  gapes  for  nighL 
That  yawning  beldam,  with  her  jetty  skin, 
'TIS  she  I  hug  as  mine  efieminate  bride. 
For  such  complexions  best  appease  my  pride. 
I  have  a  lad  in  pickle  of  this  stamp, 
A  melancholy,  discontented  courtier. 
Whose  famished  jaws  look  like  the  chap  of  death; 
Upon  whose  eye-brows  hang  damnation ; 
Whose  hands  are  washed  in  rape  and  mordefs 

bold : 
Him  with  a  golden  bait  will  I  allure, 
(Fur  courtiers  will  do  any  thing  for  gold,) 
To  be  Andrea's  death  at  his  return. 
He  loves  my  sister,  that  shall  cost  his  life; 
So  slie  a  husband,  he  shall  lose  a  wife. 
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0  sweet,  sweet  policy,  I  hug  thee !  ^ood ; 
Andrem's  HYmenVdraught  shall  he  in  hlood. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Horatio  at  one  door,  Andrea  at 

another, 

Hor,  Whither  in  sucli  haste,  my  second  self? 
And.  lYaith,  my  dear  bosom,  to  take  solemn 
leave 
Of  a  most  weeping  creature. 
Hot,  That's  a  woman. 

Enter  Bellimperia* 

And,  Thafs  Bellimperia. 
Her.  See,  see,  she  meets  you  here : 
And  what  is  it  to  love,  and  be  loved  dear  ! 
Bel,  I  have  heard  of  your  honour,  gentle  breast, 

1  do  not  like  it  now  so  well  methinks. 

And,  What !  not  to  have  honour  bestowed  on 
me? 

BeL  Oyjes ;  but  not  a  wandering  honour,  dear ; 
I  could  afford  well  didst  thou  stay  here. 
Could  honour  melt  itself  into  thy  veins. 
And  thou  the  fountain,  I  could  wish  it  so, 
If  thou  would*st  remain  here  with  me,  and  not  go. 

And,  n^s  but  to  Portugal. 

Hor,  But  to  demand  the  tribute,  lady. 

Bel,  Tribute  !  alas,  that  Spain  cannot  of  peace 
Forbear  a  little  coin,  the  Indies  being  so  near. 
And  vet  this  is  not  all :  I  know  you  are  too  hot. 
Too  fall  of  spleen  for  an  embassador. 
And  will  lean  much  to  honour. 

And.  Push! 

BeL  Nay,  hear  me,  dear  1  I  know  you  will  be 
rough 
And  violent;  and  Portingal  hath  a  tempestuous  son, 
Stampt  with  the  mark  of  fury,  and  you  too. 

And.  Sweet  Bellimperia ! 

BeL  YouMl  meet  like  thunder,  each  imperious 
Over  other's  spleen ;  you  have  both  proud  spirits, 
And  both  will  strive  to  aspire. 
When  two  vexed  clouds  justle,  they  strikeout  fire : 
And  you,  I  fear  me,  war,  which  peace  forefend. 

0  dear  Andrea,  pray,  let  us  have  no  wars  ! 
First  let  them  pay  the  soldiers  that  were  maimed 
In  the  last  battle,  ere  more  wretches  fall, 

Or  walk  on  stilts  to  timeless  funeral. 

And,  RMpective  dear !  O,  my  life's  happiness ! 
The  jov  of  all  my  being  !  do  not  shape 
Frightful  conceit  beyond  the  intent  of  act ! 

1  know  th^  love  is  vigilant  o'er  my  blood, 

And  f«ar8  ill  fate  which  heaven  hath  vet  withstood. 
Bat  be  of  comfort;  sweet  Horatio  knows 
I  go  to  knit  friends,  not  to  kindle  foes. 

Hor,  True,  madam  Bellimperia,  that's  his  task : 
The  phrase  he  useth  must  be  gently  styled, 
The  king  hath  warned  him  to  be  smooth  and  inild. 


BeL  But  will  yoo,  indeed,  Andrest? 
And.  By  this. 

BeL  By  this  lip-blushing  kiss. 
Hor,  O  vou  swear  sweetly. 
BeL  ril  keep  your  oath  for  you  till  you  retarity 
Then  I'll  be  sure  you  shall  not  be  fonwora« 

Enter  Pedrimgano. 

And,  Ho,  Pedringano ! 

Fed.  Signioro. 

And,  Are  all  thmgs  aboard  ? 

Fed,  They  are,  my  good  lord. 

And,  Then,  Bellimperia,  I  take  leave ;  Horatio 
Be,  in  my  absence,  my  dear  self,  chaste  self.— 
What !  playing  the  woman,  Bellimpena  ? 
Nay,  then,  you  love  me  not ;  or,  at  the  least, 
You  drown  my  honours  in  those  flowmg  watera. 
Believe  it,  Bellimperia,  'tis  as  common 
To  weep  at  parting,  as  to  be  a  woman.. 
Love  me  more  valiant;  play  not  this  moist  prize; 
Be  woman  in  all  parts  save  iu  thy  eyes. 
And  so  I  leave  thee. 

BeL  Farewell,  my  lord : 
Be  mindful  of  my  love,  and  of  your  word. 

And,  Tis  fixed  upon  my  heart;  adieu,  soufs 
friend ! 

Hor.  All  honour  on  Andrea's  steps  attend. 

BeL  Yet  he  is  in  sight,  and  yet  but  now  he^s 
vanished.  [Eiit  Andrea, 

Hor.  Nay,  lady,  if  you  stoop  so  much  to  passion* 
I'll  call  him  back  again. 

BeL  O,  good  Horatio,  no ;  it  is  for  honoar. 
Pr'vthee  let  him  go. 

Hor.  Then,  madam,  be  composed,  as  you  were 
wont. 
To  music  and  delight ;  the  time  being  comic,  will 
Seem  short  and  pleasant,  till  his  return 
From  Portingal : 

And,  madam,  in  this  circle  let  yonr  heart  move; 
Honoured  promotion  is  the  sap  of  love. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Lazarotto,  a  discontented 

Courtier, 

Lor,  Come,  my  soul's  spaniel,  my  life's  jetty 
substance. 
What's  thy  name  f 
Laz.  My  name's  an  honest  name,  a  courtier's 
name: 
'Tis  Lazarotto. 

Lor.  What,  Lazarotto ! 
Laz,  Or  rather  rotting  in  this  lazy  age 
That  yields  me  no  employments:  I  tiave  mis>^ 

chief 
Witluu  my  breast,  more  than  my  '  bulk  can  hold : 
I  want  a  midwife  to  deliver  it. 

Lor.  I'll  be  the  he-one  then,  and  rid  thee  soon 


'  Biili»— One  of  the  significations  affixed  to  this  word  by  Skinner,  in  his  Etymologicony  is  ''  Venter^  hioc 
Hisp.  Buche,  VentriculttS  animalis,  Belg.  Bulcke^  Thorax." 

Ho,  in  The  Nice  Valour^  by  ^eaumont  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  X.  p.  355.  edition  1778 : 

*'  My  maiotpoancp,  rascals .'  rmj  bulh,  my  exhibition  !*' 
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THE  FIRST  PART 


[AKONTMoVti 


Of  tbis  dull,  letden,  and  tormenting  elf. 
Thou  know'st  the  love  betwixt  Bellimperia  and 
Andrea's  bosom  ? 

Lnz.  Aye,  I  do. 

Lor.  How  might  I  cross  it^  my  tweet  mischief? 
Honey  damnation  !  how  ? 

Laz,  Well: 
As  many  ways  as  there  are  paths  to  bell. 
And  that's  enow  i*faith.    From  usurers'  door, 
There  goes  one  path:  from  friers  that  nurse 

whores, 
There  goes  another  path :  from  brokers'  stalls. 
Prom  rich  that  die  and  build  no  hospitals, 
Two  other  paths :  from  farmers  that  crack  bams 
With  stuffing  com,  yet  starve  the  needy  swarms. 
Another  patn :  from  drinking  schools  one, 
From  dicing-houset-^but  from  the  court,  none, 
none. 

Lor.  Here  is  a  slave  just  of  the  stamp  I  wish; 
Whose  ink  souFs  blacker  than  bis  name, 
Though  it  stand  printed  with  a  raven's  quill. 
But,  Lazarotto,  cross  my  sister's  love, 
And  rU  rain  showers  of  duckets  in  thy  palm. 

Laz.  Oh  duckets,  dainty  ducks;  forgive  me 
duckets, 
I'll  fetch  you  duck  enough  for  gold ;  and  chink 
Makes  the  punk  wanton  and  the  bawd  to  wink. 

Lor.  Discharge,  discharge,  ^ood  Lazaretto,  how 
We  may  cross  my  sister's  lovmg  hopes. 

Lax,  Nay,  now  I'll  tell  you. 

Lor.  Thou  knowest  Andrea's  gone  embassador. 

Lax,  The  better ;  there's  opportunity :  now  list 
tome. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio,  and  overhear 

their  talk. 

Alcario,  the  Duke  Medina's  son, 
Dotes  on  your  sister  Bellimperia  : 
Him  in  her  private  gallery  you  shall  place 
To  court  her;  let  his  protestations  be 
Fashioned  with  rich  jewels,  ^  for  in  love 
Great  gifts  and  gold  have  the  best  tongue  to 
move. 


Let  him  not  spare  an  oath  without  a  jewel 
To  bind  it  fast :  oh,  I  know  women's  "hearts^ 
What  stuff  they  are  made  of,  my  lord :  ^fts  and 

giving 
Will  melt  the  chastest  seeming  female  living. 
Lor.  Indeed  Andrea  is  but  poor,  though  ho- 
nourable ; 
His  bounty  among  soldiers  sokes  him  drv, 
Aud  therefore  great  gifts  may  bewitch  her  tn. 
Jer,  ^  Here's  no  fine  villainy,  no  damned  bro- 
ther ! 
Lor,  But  sav  she  should  deny  his  gifts,  be  all 
Composed  of  hate,  as  my  mind  gives  me  that 
She  will :  what  then  f 

Lax.  Then  thus :  at  his  return 
To  Spain,  111  murder  Don  Andrea. 
Lor.  Dar'st  thou,  spirit? 
Laz,  What  dares  not  be  do,  that  ne'er  hopes  to 

inherit  ? 
Hor.  He  dares  be  damn'd  like  thee. 
Laz.  Dare  I  ?  Ha,  ha !  ^ 
I  have  no  hope  of  everlasting  height. 
My  soul's  a  Moor  you  know,  salvation's  white. 
What  dare  I  not  enact  then?  Tush,  be  dies; 
I  win  make  way  to  Bellimperia's  eyes. 
Lor,  To  weep  I  fear,  but  not  to  tender  lore. 
Lax.  Why,  is  she  not  a  woman?   she  must 
weep 
Awhile,  as  widows  use  till  their  first  sleep ; 
Who  in  the  morrow  following  will  be  sold 
To  new,  before  the  first  are  throughly  cold. 
So  Bellimperia ;  for  this  is  common ; 
The  more  she  weeps,  the  more  she  plays  the  wo- 
man. 
Lor,  Come  theui  howe'er  it  hap,  Andrea  shall 

be  crost. 
Lax.  Let  me  alone.  111  turn  him  to  a  ghosL 
[Exeunt  Lorenzo,  andLkiAwmo,  and 
Horatio. 

Manei  Jeroviiio. 

Jer.  Farewell,  true  brace  of  villains ; 
Come  hither,  boy  Horatio,  didst  thou  hear  dien? 


^  For  in  love,  &c. — The  same  sentiment  is  in  both  Shakespeare,  and  Beauoioot 
Two  GaUUmen  of  Veronot  A.  S.  8.  8  : — 

"  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  she  Respects  net  words  $ 


andFkUlMiw 


n 


Dumb  jewels  often  in  their  silent  kind, 
More  than  quick  words,  de  move  a  weasan*6 

The  TVoman  Hater,  A.  4. 1^.  9: 

"  Your  offers  must 

Be  foil  of  bounty  ;  velvets  to  ftirntsb  a  gown,  silks 
For  petticoats  and  foreparts,  shag  for  lining  ; 
Forgiet  not  seme  pretty  jewd  to  fasten  after 
Some  little  compliment !  If  she  deny  tbis  courtesy. 
Double  your  bounties  %  be  not  wanting  in  abundance  s 
Fulness  of  gifts,  linked  with  a  pleasing  UMigue, 
HVill  win  an  anchorite.'* 

'  HereU  no  fine  viUaiMjf^^See  Note  to  The  Mayor  of  Qmkkbvrmigkf  pesleA. 

8 
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Hor.  O  my  true-brM8ted  father,  my  «art 
Have  suck'd  in  poisoo,  deadly  poiton : 
Murder  Andrea !  O  inhuman  practioe  ! 
Had  not  your  reveriend  years  been  preeent  here, 
I  should  have  pouyarded  the  villain's  bowels. 
And  shoved  his  soul  out  to  damnation. 
Murder  Andrea !  honest  lord  !  impious  villains ! 

Jer.  1  like  thy  true  heart,  boy ;  thou  lov'st  thy 
friend, 
It  is  the  greatest  ar|ttment  and  sign. 
That  I  begot  cbee,  lor  it  shews  thou  art  mine. 

Hor,  O  father,  'tis  a  oharitable  deed 
To  prevent  those  that  would  make  virtue  bleed ! 
ril  dispatch  letters  to  Don  Andrea; 
Unfold  their  hellish  practice,  damn'd  intent. 
Against  the.virtuous  rivers  of  his  life. 
Murder  Andrea  I 

Enter  Isabella, 

Jer.  Peace:  who  oomesbere?  newsL  news^  Isa- 
bella. 

Ita,  What  news,  Jerooimo  f 

Jer.  Strange  news : 
Lorenxo  u  become  an  honest  man. 

Isa.  Is  this  your  wondrous  news} 

Jer,  Is  it  not  wondrous 
To  have  honesty  in  hell  ?  go  tell  it  abroad  now ; 
But  see  you  put  no  new  additions  to  it, 
As  thus — shall  I  tell  you,  gossip ;  Lorenzo  is 
Become  an  honest  man : — beware^beware;  for  ho- 

nestjTy 
Spoken  in  derision,  points  out  knavery. 
O  then  take  heed ;  that  jest  would  not  be  trim, 
He*sagreat  man,  therefore  we  must  not  knave  him. 
In,  gentle  soul;  I'll  not  be  long  away, 
As,  short  my  body,  short  shall  be  my  stay. 

[Ejcit  Isabella. 

JSTpT.Murder  Andrea!  what  blood-sucking  slave 
Could  choke  bright  honour  in  a  scabbard  grave  ! 

Jer.  What,  harping  still  upon  Andrea's  death  ? 
Have  courage,  boy :  I  shall  prevent  their  plots. 
And  make  them  both  stand  like  two  politic  sots. 

Her.  Lorenzo  has  a  reach  as  far  as  hell. 
To  hook  the  devil  from  his  flaming  cell : 
Ob,  spriehtly  father,  he'll  out-reach  you  tlien ; 
Knaves  longer  reaches  have  than  honest  men. 

Jer.  But,  bojT,  fear^ot,  I'U  out-stretdi  them  all, 
My  mind's  a  giant,  though  my  bulk  be  small.  ^ 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  theKing  of  PoriingalyB  Ai^TUEZxRy  Alex- 
ah DRo,  Don  Volldpo,  and  others :  a  Peal  of 
Ordnance:  toithin^^i  great  thout  of  People. 

King.  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  loud  report  ? 
Alex.  An  embassy,  my  lord,  is  new  arrived  from 

Spain. 
King,  Son  Balthezar,  we  pray  do  you  go  meet 
him, 
And  do  him  idl  the  honour  that  belones  him. 
Bal.  Father,  my  best  endeavour shalTobey you: 


Welcooie,  worthy  lord,  Spain'scboiceembassadory 
Brave,  stout  Andrea;  for  so  I  gueto  thee. 

Enter  Andrea. 

And.  Portugal's,  ere  I  thank  thee. 
Thou  seems  no  less  than  what  thou  art,  a  prince. 
And  an  heroic  spirit :  Portingal's  king, 
I  kiss  my  hand,  and  tender  on  thy  throne 
My  master's  love,  peace,  and  affection. 

King.  And  we  receive  them,  and  thee,  worthy 
Andrea ; 
Thy  master's  high-prized  love  unto  our  heart. 
Is  welcome  to  his  friend;  thou  to  our  court. 

And,  Thanks,  Portingal.    My  lords,  I  had  ia 
charee. 
At  my  depart  from  Spain,  this  embassage. 
To  put  your  breast  in  mind  of  tribute  due  . 
Unto  our  master's  kingdom,  these  three  years 
Detained  and  kept  back  ;  and  I  am  sent  to  know, 
Whether  neglect,  or  will,  detains  it  so. 

King.  Thus  much  return  unto  thy  king,  Andrea; 
We  have  with  best  advice  thought' of  our  state. 
And  find  it  much  dishonoured  by  base  homage : 
I  not  deny,  but  tribute  hath  been  due 
To  Spain  by  our  forefathers^  base  captivity, 
Yet  cannot  rase  out  their  successors'  merit. 
'Tis  said,  we  shall  not  answer  at  next  birth 
Our  fathers^  faults  in  heaven ;  whv  then  on  earth  f 
Which  proves  and  shews,  that  which  they  lost 
By  base  captivity, 

We  may  redeem  with  honoured  valiancy. 
We  borrow  nought :  our  kingdom  is  our  Own : 
He  is  a  bMise  kins  (hat  pays  rent  for  his  throne. 
'  And.  Is  this  thy  answer,  Portingal  ? 

BaL  Ay,  Spiun; 
A  roval  answer  too,  which  I'll  maintain. 

Omnes,  And  all  the  peers  of  Portugal  the  like. 

And,  Then  thus  all  opain,  which  but  three  mi- 
nutes ago 
VftA  diy  full  friend,  is  now  returned  thy  foe. 

BaL  An  excellent  foe ;  we  shall  have  scuffling 
good. 

And*  Thou  sbalt  pay  tribute,  Portugal,  with 
blood. 

BaL  Tribute  for  tribute,  then ;  and  foes  for  foes. 

And.  I  bid  you  sudden  wars. 

BaL  I  sudden  blows,  and  that'sas  good  as  wars. 
Don,  I'll  not  bate 

Aaiuch  of  courage,  nor  a  hair  of  fiite : 
Pay  tribute  I  with  strokes. 

And,  Aye,  with  strokes  yon  shall; 
Alas,  that  Spain  should  correct  Portugal ! 

BaL  Correct ! 
O,  in  that  one  word  such  tormenu  do  I  feel. 
That  I  could  lash  thy  ribs  with  valiant  steeL 

And.  Prince  Balthenr,  shell's  meet? 

BaL  Meet,  Don  Andrea  ?  yes,  in  the  battle's 
bowels ; 
Here  is  my  gage,  a  never-failing  pawn ; 
7will  keep  nis  day,  his  hour,  nay  minute;  'twill. 


^  5ma/<.— The  first  edition  reads y«U. 
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And,  Then  thine,  and  this,  possess  one  qoality. 

BaL  O  let  them  kiss : 
Did  I  not  understand  thee  noble,  valian^ 
And  worthy  my  sword's  society  with  thee, 
For  all  Spain's  wealth,  Vd  not  grasp  hands, 
Meet  Don  Andrea.    I  tell  thee,  noble  spirit^ 
Vd  wade  up  to  the  knees  in  blood,  I'd  make 
A  bridge  of  Spanish  carcases^  to  single  thee 
Out  of  the  gasping  army. 

And.  Woot  thou,  prince  ?  ^ 

Why  even  for  that,  I  love» 

BaL  Tut,  love  me,  man,  when  we  have  dnjnk 
Hot  blood  together ;  wounds  will  tie 
An  everlasting  settled  amityi 
And  so  shall  thine. 

And.  And  thine. 

BmL  What !  give  no  place  f 

And,  To  whom? 

BaL  To  me. 

And,  To  thee? 
Why  should  my  face,  that's  placed  above  my  mind, 
Fall  under  it? 

Bal,  ni  make  thee  yield. 

And,  Aye,  when  you  get  me  down ; 
But  I  stand  even  yet,  jump  crown  to  crown, 

BaL  Dar'stthoB? 

And,  I  dare. 

BaL  I  am  all  vext 

And,  I  care  not. 

BaL  I  shall  forget  the  law* 

Arid,  Do,  do. 

BaL  Shall  I  ? 

And.  Spare  not 

Bal,  But  thou  wilt  yield  first 

And*  No. 

BaL  0, 1  hug  thee  for't. 
The  valiaot'st  spirit  e'er  trod  the  Spanish  court : 
Here  let  the  rising  of  our  hot  blood  set 

Alex,  My  leege,  two  nobler  spirits  never  met 

BaL  Until  we  meet  in  purple,  when  our  swords 
Shall 

And.  Agreed,  right  valiant  prince  :— 
Then  Portugal,  this  is  thy  resolute  answer  ? 

King*  So  return ;  it's  so :  we  have  bethought 
us 
What  tribute  is ;  how  poor  that  monarch  shews, 
Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owes : 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Spain, 
We  have  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

And,  Then  I  unclasp  the  purple  leaves  of  war : 
Many  a  new  wound  must  gasp  through  an  old  scar. 
So  Portugal,  X  leave  thee. 


King,  Onrself  in  person 
Will  see  thee  safe  aboard :  come  son,  cone  k)rd% 
Instead  of  tribute  we  roast  pay  oar  twerds. 
BaL  Remember,  Don  Andrea,  chat  we  meet 
And,  Up  hither  sailing  in  a  criiQBO»  fleet 

[ExemL 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  AiCAEta 

Lor,  Do  you  affect  my  sister? 

Alca,  Affiect !  ab6ve  affection,  for 
Her  breast  is  my  lifes'  treasure ;  O  entire 
Is  the  condition  of  my  hot  desire ! 

Lor,  Then  this  must  be  your  plot 
You  know  Andrea's  gone  embassador^ 
On  whom  mv  sister  Bellimperia 
Casts  her  affisction. 

You  are  in  stature  like  him,  speedi  alike. 
And  had  you  but  his  vestment  on  your  back, 
There's  no  one  living  but  would  swear  'tweftbe: 
Therefore  sly  policy  must  be  your  guide. 
I  have  a  suit  just  of  Andrea's  colours. 
Proportioned  in  all  parU :— nay,  'twas  his  own: 
This  suit  within  my  closet  shall  you  wet 
And  so  disguised  woo,  sue,  and  then  at 

Alca.  What  ? 

Lor.  Obtain  thy  love. 

Alca,  This  falls  out  rare ; 
In  this  disguise  I  may  both  wed,  bed,  and  bow) 
her. 

Lor.  You  may,  yoa  may : 
Besides,  within  these  few  days  he*ll  retoni. 

Alca,  Tilt  this  be  acted,  I  in  passion  bom. 

Lor,  All  falls  out  for  the  purpose :  ^  all  hits 
jump; 
The  date  of  his  embassage  nigh  eipired. 
Gives  strength  unto  our  plot 

Alca.  True,  true ;  all  to  the  purpose. 

Lor,  Moreover,  1  will  buz  Andrea's  landiog; 
Whicli,  once  but  crept  into  the  vulgar  mouths. 
Is  hurried  here  and  tnere,  and  sworn  for  troth : 
Think,  'tis  your  love  makes  me  create  this  goiie, 
And  willing  hope  to  see  your  virtue  rise. 

AUa.  Lorenzo's  bounty  I  do  more  enfold 
Thnn  the  greatest  mine  of  India's  brightest  gold. 

Lor,  Come,  let  us  in ;  the  next  time  you  sbtll 
show 
All  Don  Andrea,  not  Alcario.  \Exewal* 

Enter  Jeronimo  trussing  of  his  points;  Hoia* 
Tio  wpitk  pen  and  taX. 

Jer,  Come,  pull  the  table  this  way :  so»  ^ 
well. 


^  jill  kittjumpf  i.  e.  esactlif.    So,  in  Hamlet:  ^^^ump  at  this  dead  boor."  & 
Af  aUi,  JTt9  Two  Noblemen  Kinsmen^  A.  1 .  8.  S : 

-where  every  seeming  good*B 


«c 


A  certain  evil ;  where  not  to  be  e\enjump 
As  they  are,  here  were  to  be  strangers,  and 
Such  things  to  be  mere  monsters.*' 
Othello,  A,2.ii.Si 

**  Myself  the  while  will  draw  the  Moor  apart, 
And  bring  him  jump  where  he  may  Cassio  fiad« 
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Come  write,  Horatio,  write ; 

This  speedy  letter  must  away  to-night. 

[Horatio  folds  the  Paper  the  contrary  way. 
What !  fold  paper  that  way  to  a  nobleman  ? 
To  Don  Andrea,  Spain's  embassador ! 
Fie  !  I  am  ashamed  to  see  it :  hast  thou  worn 
Gowm  in  the  university,  ^  tost  logic, 
Suckt  philosophy,  eat  cues,  drunk  cees,  ^  Und  can- 
not give 
A  letter  tlie  right  courtier's  crest  ? 
O  there's  a  kind  of  state, 
In  every  thing,  save  in  a  cuckold's  pate  ! 
Fie,  fie,  Horatio !  what,  is  your  pen  foul  ? 

Hor,  N0|  father,  cleaner  than  Lorenzo's  soul ; 
That's  dipt  in  ink  made  of  an  envious  gall, 
£lse  had  my  pen  no  cause  to  write  at  alL 

Jer,  Signior  Andrea,  say. 

Hor,  3ignior  Andrea — 

Jer,  *l1s  a  villainous  age  this. 

Hor,  Tis  a  villamous  age  tliis— 

Jer,  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler. 

Hor,  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler — 

Jer.  Or  a  Serjeant 

Hor,  Or  a  serjeant— 

Jer,  Or  a  broker. 

Hor,  Or  a  broker — 

Jer,  Yet  1  f-peak  not  this  of  Lorenzo, 
For  he's  an  honest  lord. 

Hor,  'S  foot,  father,  Til  not  write  him  honest 
lord. 

Jer,  Take  up  thjr  pen,  or  I'll  take  up  thee. 

Hor,  What !  write  him  honest  lord?  I'll  not 
agree. 

Jer.  You'll  take  it  up,  sir  ? 

Hor.  Weir,  well. 

Jer,  What  went  before  ?  thou  hast'put  me  out : 
beshrew 
Thy  impudence  or  insolence. 

Hor,  Lorenzo's  an  honest  lord — 

Jer.  Well,  sir;  and  has  hired  one  to  murder  you. 

Hor,  0, 1  cry  you  mercy,  father,  meant  you  so  ? 

Jer.  Art  thou  a  scholar^  Don  Horatio, 
And  can'st  not  aim  at  figurative  speech  P 

Hor,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  'twas  but  youth's 
Hasty  error. 

Jer.  Come,  read  then. 

Hor,  And  has  hired  one  to  murder  you— 

Jer.  He  means  to  send  you  to  heaven,  when 
You  return  from  Portugal. 

Hor.  From  Portugal — 

Jer,  Yet  he's  an  honest  duke's  son. 

Hor,  Yet  he's  an — 

Jer.  But  not  the  honest  son  of  a  duke. 

Hor.  But  not  the  honest — 

Jer.  O  that  villainy  should  be  found  in  the  great 

chamber  I 
Hor,  O  that  villaiuy— 


Jer.  And  honesty  in  the  bottom  of  a  cellar. 

Hor,  And  honesty — 

Jer,  If  you'll  be  murdered,  you  may. 

Hor,  If  you'll  be— 

Jer,  If  you  be  not,  thank  God  and  Jeronimo. 

Hor.  If  you  be  not — 

Jer.  If  you  be,  thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo. 

Hor.  If  you  be,  thank — 

Jer,  Thus  hoping  you  will  not  be  murdered,  and 
you  can  choose. 

Hor.  Thus  hoping  you  will — 

Jer,  Especially  bemg  warned  before  hand. 

Hor,  Especiailv — 

Jer.  I  take  my  feave,  boy ;  Horatio,  write  leave 
Bending  in  the  hams  like  an  old  courtier  : — 
Thy  assured  friend,  say,  'gainst  Lorenzo  and 
The  devil, — little  Jeronimo  Marshal. 

Hor,  Jeronimo  Marshall. 

Jer.  'So,  now  read  it  o'er. 

Hor.  Signior  Andrea,  'tis  a  villainods  ajje  this, 
That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as  well 
As  an  ostler,  or  a  serjeant,  or  a  broker ;  yet 
I  speak  not  this  of  Lorenzo :  he's  an 
Honest  lord,  and  has  hired  one  to  murder  yoU, 
When  you  return  from  Portugal :  yet 
He's  an  honest  duke's  son,  hut  not  the 
Honest  son  of  a  duke.     O  that  villainy 
Should  be  found  in  the  great  chamber,  and  honesty 
In  the  bottom  of  a  cellar ! 

Jer.  True,  boy:  there's  a  moral  in  that;  as 
much 
To  say,  knavery  in  the  court,  and  honesty  in  a 
Cheese-house. 

Hor,  If  you'll  be  murdered  you  may :  if  ydd  be 
Not,  thank  God  and  Jeronimo  :  if  you  be. 
Thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo.    Thus  hoping 
You  will  not  he  murdered,  and  you  can  choose ; 
Especially  being  warned  before  hand,  I  take  my 
leave. 

Jer.  Horatio,  hast  thou  written  leave,  bendifig 

in  the 
Hams,  enough,  like  a  gentleman  usher  ?  'Sfnote^ 
No  Horatio ;  thou  hast  made  him  straddle  too 

much 
Like  a  Frenchman :  for  shame,  put  his  legs  closer. 
Though  it  be  painful. 

Hor.  So,  'tis  done,  'tis  done. — 
Thy  assured  friend  'gainsit  Lorenzo  and  the  devil ; 
Little  Jeronimo  Marshal. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Isabella. 

Ija.  Yonder  he  is,  my  lord;  pray  you  speak  to 

him. 
Jer,  Wax,  wax,  Horatio  :  I  had  need  wax  too. 
Our  foes  will  stride  else  over  me  and  you. 
Isa,  He's  writing  a  love-letter  to  some  Spanish 
Udy, 
And  now  he  calU  for  wax  to  seal  it. 
Lor,  God  save  you,  good  knight  Marshal. 


*  The  quarto  reads  lost^ 

5>  Eat  cues,  drioi*  ce».— Terms  current  in  the  univcrBitics  for  different  portions  of  bread  and  beer.    S. 
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Jer.  Who's  this  ?  my  lord  Lorenzo  ?  welcome, 
welcome ; 
'^You're  the  last  man  I  thought  on,  save  the 

devil : 
Much  doth  your  presence  grace  our  homely  roof. 

Lor,  O  Jeronimo, 
Your  wife  coiidemns  you  of  an  uncourtesy, 
And  over-passing  wrong ;  and,  more,  she  names 
Love- letters  which  you  send  to  Spanish  dames. 

Jer.  Do  you  accuse  me  so,  kind  Isabella  ? 

Isa,  Unkind  Jeronimo. 

Xor.  And  for  my  instance,  this  in  your  hand  b 
one. 

Jer  In  sooth,  my  lord,  there  is  no  written  name 
Of  any  lady,  then  no  Spanish  dame. 

Lor  If  it  were  not  so,  you  would  not  be  afraid 
To  read,  or  show,  the  waxed  letter : 
Pray  you,  let  me  behold  it. 

Jer.  1  pray  you  pardon  me. 
I  must  confess,  my  lord,  it  treats  of  love, 
Love  to  Andrea,  ay  even  to  his  very  bosom. 

Lor,  What  news,  my  lord,  hear  you  from  Por- 
tugal ? 

Jer,  Whol  ?  before  your  grace  it  must  not  be; 
The  badger  feeds  not  till  the  lion*s  served : 
"  Nor  fits  it  news  so  soon  kiss  subjects*  ears, 
As  the  fair  cheek  of  high  authority. 
Jeronimo  lives  much  absent  from  the  court, 
And,  being  absent  there,  lives  from  report. 

Jjor.  Farewell,  Jeronimo. 

Jsa.  Welcome,  my  lord  Lorenzo. 

[Exeunt  Lorenzo  and  Isabella. 

Jer,  Boy, 
Thy  mother's  jealous  of  my  love  to  her. 

bor,  O,  she  play*d  us  a  wise  part ;  now  ten  to 
one 
He  had  not  overheard  the  letter  read 
Just  as  he  enter*d. 

Jer.  Though  it  had  happenM  evil. 
He  should  have  heard  his  name  yoked  with  the 

devil. 
Here,  seal  the  letter  with  a  loving  knot : 
Send  it  with  speed ;  Horatio,  linger  not ; 
That  Don  Andrea  may  prevent  his  death, 
And  know-  his  enemy  by  his  envious  breath. 

[Eseunt. 


Enter  Lorenzo  and  Alcario, 

Andrea. 


Lor.  Now,  by  the  honour  of  Castile's  tnie 

house. 
You  are  as  like  Andrea,  part  for  part. 
As  he  is  like  himself:  did  I  not  know  yo«, 
'*  By  my  cross  I  swear,  I  could  not  thinK  3f«>abQt 
Andrea^  self,  so  legg'd,  so  faced,  so  speech'd, 
So  all  in  all,  methiSs  I  ahould  salute 
Your  quick  return,  and  speedy  haste  from  P(V- 

tugal; 
Welcome,  fair  lord,  worthy  embassador. 
Brave  Dou  Andrea.    O  I  laugh  to  see 
How  we  shall  jest  at  her  mistaking  thee. 
Ate,  What,  have  you  given  it  out  Andrea  ii 

returu'd  ? 
Lor,  Tis  all  about  the  court  in  every  ear, 
And  my  invention,  brought  to  me  fur  news 
Last  night  at  supper;  aad  which  the  more  tt 

cover, 
I  took  a  bowl,  and  quaf^  a  health  to  him. 
When  it  would  scarce  go  down  for  extreme  laog^ 

ter. 
To  think  how  soon  report  had  scatter'd  it. 

Ale,  But  is  the  villain  Lazarotto 
Acquainted  with  our  drift  f 

Lor,  Not  for  Spain's  wealth ; 
Though  he  be  secret,  yet  suspects  the  worsts 
For  confidence  confounds  the  stratagem. 
The  fewer  in  a  plot  of  jealousy 
Build  a  foundation  surest,  when  maltitodes 
Make  it  confused  ere  it  come  to  head. 
Be  secret  then ;  trust  not  the  open  air, 
For  air  is  breath,  and  breath-blown  words  niie 

care. 
This  is  the  gallery  where  she  most  frequents. 

AU.  Within  this  walk  have  I  beheld  her  dally 
With  my  shape's  substance.   O  immortal  powers ! 
Lend  your  assistance ;  clap  a  silver  tongue 
Within  this  palate,  that,  when  I  approadi 
Within  the  presence  of  this  denii-goddess, 
I  may  possess  an  adamantic  power. 
And  so  bewitch  her  with  my  honied  speechi 
Have  every  syllable  a  musick  stop ; 
That,  when  I  pause,  the  melody  may  move. 


i    I 


'®  VouWc  the latt  man,  &c.--Mr  Steevens  observes  ( iVotc  to  Merry  Wivet,  &c,  A.  5,  S.  t.)  that  «*  ii  Ibe 
ancient  ioterludf  s  and  moralities,  the  beings  of  supreme  power,  excellence,  or  depravity,  are  occasioml- 
ly  styled  Men  So,  in  Much  ado  about  nothinf^^  Dogberry  says,  God's  a  good  max.  Again,  io  an  f.pittpb, 
part  of  whicli  has  been  borrowed  as  an  absurd  one  by  Mr  Pope  and  his  associates,  wko  were  sot  ter; 
well  acquainted  with  ancient  phraseology.     See  Memoirs  of  P.  J'.** 

"  Nor  Jits  it  netos  so  soon  kiss  subjects*  ears.^  In  the  quarto,  the  word  ears  n  omitted.  As  the  teve 
of  this  passage  is  imperfect  without  some  addition,  i  have  adopted  the  above  emendation,  which  w« 
propmed  by  Mr  Steevens. 

"  By  my  cron  I  nrear.— -See  Note  on  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield  p.  442. 
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And  hem  persuasion  'tween  her  snowy  paps. 
That  her  heart  hearing  may  relent  and  yidd ! 
latn  Break  off,  my  lord :  see  where  she  makes 
approach. 

E,nttr  Bellimperia. 

Ale.  Then  fall  into  your  former  vein  of  terms. 

£or.  Welcome,  my  lord,  welcome,  brave  Don 
.'\ndrea, 
Spain%  best  of  spirit !  what  news 
From  Portugal  ?  tribure  or  war  ? 
But  see,  my  sister  Bellimperia  comes : 
I  will  defer  it  to  some  other  time, 
F<»r  company  hinders  love's  conference. 

I^xit  Lorenzo 
brm,  dear  Don 
Andrea. 
Alt,  My  words  iterated  give  theo  as  much  : 
Welcome,  myself  of  self. 

BeL  What  news,  Andrea  \  treats  it  peace  or 

war? 
Ah,  At  6rst  they  cried  all  war,  as  men  resolved 
To  lose  borh  life  and  honour  at  one  cast : 
At  which  I  thuiider*d  words  all  clad  in  proof. 
Which  strook  amazement  to  their  palled  speech, 
And  tribute  presently  was  yielded  up. 
But,  madam  Bellimperia,  leave  we  this, 
And  talk  of  former  suits  and  quests  of  love. 

21^  whisper.    Enter  Laza  rotto. 

LuM.  Th  all  about  the  court  Andrea's  come  : 
Would  I  might  greet  him  !  and  I  wonder  much. 
My  lord  Lorenzo  is  so  slack  in  murder, 
Not  to  afford  me  notice  all  this  while. 
Gold,  I  am  true ; 

I  had  my  hire,  and  thou  shalt  have  thy  due : 
Was't  possible  to  miss  him  so?  soft !  soft ! 
Tliis  gallery  leads  to  Bellimperia*s  lodging ; 
There  he  is  sure,  or  will  be  sure.     1*11  stay : 
The  evening  too  begins  '^  to  slubber  day  : 
Sweet,  opportuneful  season ;  here  V\\  lean. 
Like  a  court-hound,  that  licks  fat  trenchers  clean. 

BeL  But  has  the  king  partook  your  embassy  ? 

Aic.  That  till  to^norrow  shall  be  now  deferr'd. 

Bel.  Nay,  then  you  love  me  not : 
Let  that  be  first  dispatch'd;  till  when  receive 
this  token. 
[She  kiMMes  him.    £jn7  Bellimperia. 

Ale.  I  to  the  king  with  this  unfaithful  heart ! 
It  must  not  be  :  I  play  too  false  a  part. 

Lajg.  Up,  Lazarotto ;  yonder  comes  thy  prize ; 
Now  lives  Andrea,  now  Andrea  dies. 

[Lazarotto  kills  him. 

Ale,  That  villain  Lazarotto  has  kill'd  me. 
Instead  of  Andrea, 


EtUer  Andrea,  and  Rooero,  and  Others, 

Rog.  Welcome  home,  lord  embassador. 

Ale.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

And,  Whose  groan  was  that?  what  frightful 
villain's  this. 
His  sword  unsheathed  ?  whom  hast  thou  murder* 
ed,  slave  ? 

Laz.  Why  Don,  Don  Andrea. 

And.  No,  counierfeHing  villain. 
He  says,  my  lord,  that  he  hath  murdered  me. 

Laz.  Aye,  Don  Andrea,  or  else  Don  the  devil. 

And.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  some  rear  up 
The  bleeding  body  to  the  light. 

Rog.  My  lord,' I  think  'tis  you  :  were  you  not 
here, 
A  man  might  swear  'twere  you. 

AncL  His  garments— ha!  like  mine,  his  face 
made  like : 
An  ominous  horror  all  my  veins  doth  strike. 
Sure  this  portends  my  death  ;  this  misery 
Aims  at  some  fatal  pointed  tragedy. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio. 

Jer,  Son  Horatio,  see  Andrea  slain  ! 

Uor,  Andrea  slain !  then  weapon  '^  cling  my 
breast. 

And.  Live,  truest  friend,  for  ever  loved  and 
bJest. 

Hot.  Lives  Don  Andrea  ? 

And.  Aye,  but  slain  in  thought. 
To  see  so  strange  a  likeness  forged  and  wrought. 
Lords,  cannot  you  yet  descry 
Who  is  the  owner  of  chis  red  melting  body  ? 

Rog.  My  lord,  it  is  Alcano,  duke  Medina's  son, 
I  know  him  by  this  mole  upon  his  breast. 

Laz.   Alcano   slain !  hast  thou  beguiled  me, 
sword  ? 
Arm,  hast  thou  slain  thy  bountiful  kind  lord  ? 
Why  then  rot  off  and  drop  upon  the  ground, 
Strow  all  the  galleries  with  gobbets  round. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Who  names  Alcario  slain  ?  it  is  Alcario  t 
O  cursed  deed  ! 

Could'st  thou  not  see,  but  make  the  wrong  man 
bleed  ? 
Laz.  'Sfoor,  'twas  your  fault,  my  lord;  you 

brought  no  word. 
Lor*  Peace ;  no  words  :  I'll  get  thy  pardon : 
VVhy  mum  then. 

Enter  Bellimperia. 

BeL  Who  names  Andrea  slain  ?  O  tis  Andrea ! 
0,  I  swoon,  I  die  : 


''  To  tbihher  day.^-To  obscure  day.  So,  iq  OtheUof  A*  L  S.  3  :  *'  you  mast  therefore  be  content  to 
shMer  the  glo*8  of  your  new  fortunes.** 

Howard's  Defmsative.  against  the  Poyson  of  supposed  Prophecies,  fol.  IG90,  p.  1 17.  **  Surely,  for  the 
most  part  so  they  are,  as  may  be  gathered  ^*  either  by  the  colours  or  the  garments,  or  the  Rubbering  of 
set  purpose  to  bestow  some  greater  grace  and  colour  of  antiquity.** 

^^  C^g  my  6rMf(.— The  word  cling  is  so  variously  used  in  different  authors,  that  it  is  difficult  to  affijc 
^^y  precise  meaniog  to  it.    Several  instances  are  quoted  by  Mr  Steefens,  in  his  Note  qq  Macbeth^  A,  6, 
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[Akonymous. 


Lor,  Look  to  my  sister  Belliniperia ! 
And.  Raise  up,  my  dear  love,  Bellimperia ! 

0  be  of  comfok-t,  sweet :  call  in  thy  spirits ; 
Andrea  lives :  O  let  not  death  beguile  thee! 

BeL  Are  you  Andrea? 
And.  Do  not  forget ; 
Thbt  was  Alcario,  my  shape's  counterfeit. 

Lor.  Why  speaks  not  this  accursed,  damned  vil- 
lain ? 
Laz,  O,  good  words,  my  lords;  for  those  are 
courtiers'  viiils  ; 
The  king  must  hear;  why  should  I  make  two 

tales? 
For  to  be  found  in  two,  before  the  king 

1  will  resolve  you  all  this  strange  strange  thing : 
I  hit,  yet  mist ;  'twas  I  mistook  my  part. 

Hor.  Aye,  villain ;  for  thou  aim'st  at  this  true 

heart. 
Jer.  lioratio,  'twas  well,  as  fortune  stands, 
This  letter  came  not  to  Andrea's  hands. 
Hor.  HTwas  happiness  indeed. 
Bel.  Was  it  not  you,  Andrea,  questioned  me 
'Bout  love  ? 

And.  No,  Bellimperia, 
Belike  'twas  false  Andrea;  for  the  first 
Ol'jcct  mine  eyes  met,  was  that  most  accurst. 
Winch,  I  much  fear  me,  by  all  signs  portends 
Most  doubtful  wars,  and  dangerous  poiqted  ends 
To  light  upon  my  blood. 

BeL  Angels  of  heaven  forefend  it ! 
And.  Some  take  up  the  body  ;  others  take 
charge 
Of  that  accuri>ed  villain. 

Lor.  My  lord,  leave  that  to  me ;  I'll  look  to 

him. 
Jer.  Mark,  mark,  Uoratio :  a  villain  guard  a 

villain. 
And.  The  king  may  think  my  news  is  a  bad 
guest, 
When  the  tirst  object  is  a  bleeding  breast. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  King  of  Spain,  Castil^  Medina,  Ro- 
cERoyund  Others;  a  Dead  March  within. 

King.  My  lords. 
What  heavy  souilds  are  these  ? — nearer,  and 

nearer !  ha ! 
Andrea  tlie  toreruuner  of  these  news  ? 
May,  then  I  fear  bpain's  inevitable  ill. 
Ha  !  Ar.drea,  bpeak  *  what  news  from  Portugal  ? 
What,  IS  tribute  paid?  peace  or  wars? 

And.  Wars,  my  dread  Jeege. 

King.  Why  then 
That  bleeding  object  doth  presage  what  shall 
llereafifr  follow.  What's  he  that  lies  there  slain. 
Or  hurt,  or  both?  Speak. 

And.  My  Icege,  Alcario,  duke  Medina's  son ; 
And  by  that  slave  this  purple  act  was  done. 

JMed.  Who  names  Alcario  slain  ?  ah  me,  *tis  he : 


Art  thou  that  villain  ? 

Laz.  How  didst  thou  ^tnow  my  Dame  ? 
I  see  an  excellent  villain  hath  his  fame. 
As  well  as  a  great  courtier. 

Med,  Speak,  villain  :  wherefore  didst  tfaoo  dus 
accursed  deed  ? 

Laz,  Because  I  was  an  ass,  a  villmimxis  asi ; 
For  had  I  hit  it  right,  Andrea  had  lain  there ; 
He  walk'd  upright :  this  ominous  mistake. 
This  damned  error,  breedeth  in  my  soul 
An  everlasting  terror. 

Xifig.Say,  slave,  how  came  this  acconedevil? 

JLaz.  Faith,  by  myself,  my  short  sword,  sod 
the  devil. 
To  tell  you  all,  without  a  tedious  tongue, 
I'll  cut  them  down,  my  words  shall  not  faaig'' 

long. 
That  hapless  bleeding  lord  Alcario, 
Which  this  hand  slew,  pox  on*t,  was  a  huge  deter 
On  Bellimperia's  beautjr,  who  replied 
In  scorn,  and  his  hot  suit  denied ; 
For  her  affections  were  all  firmly  planted 
In  Don  Andrea's  bosom ;  yet,  unwise. 
He  still  pursued  it  with  blind  lovf^r^s  eyes. 
Then  hired  he  me  with  gold— -O  fate,  thou  elf! 
To  kill  Andrea,  which  here  killed  himself; 
For,  not  content  to  stay  the  time  of  murder, 
He  took  Andrea's  shape  unknown  to  me. 
And  in  all  parts  disguised  as  there  you  see. 
Intending,  as  it  seemed  by  that  sly  shift. 
To  steal  away  her  troth ;  short  tale  tu  tell, 
I  took  him  for  Andrea ;  down  he  felL 

King.  O  impious  deed. 
To  miuce  the  heir  of  honour  melt  and  bleed ! 
Bear  him  away  to  execution. 

Laz.  Nay,  loixl  liorenxo,  wbere*s  the  pardon? 
'sfoot 
I'll  peach  else. 

Lor.  Peace,  Lazarotto,  Fll  get  it  of  the  kiog. 

Laz.  Do  it  quickly  then,  or  Vi\  spread  villaiay. 

Lor.  My  lord,  he  is  the  most  notorioos  rogue 
That  ever  breath'd.  [In  Am  etr. 

King.  Away  with  him. 

Lor,  Your  highness  may  do  well  to  bar  bu 
speech, 
Tis  able  to  infect  a  virtuous  ear. 

King.  Away  with  him,  I  will   not  hear  him 
speak. 

Laz.  Mv  lord  Lorenzo  is  a— 

[Thev  stop  his  mouthy  and  bear  In  ts. 

Jer,  Is  nut  this  a  monstrous  courtier  ? 

Hor.  He  is  the  court-toad,  father. 

King,  Tribute  deaied  us?  ha ! 

And,  It  is,  my  leege»  and  that  with  no  Bwsn 
words : 
He  will  redeem  his  honour  lost,  with  swords. 

King.  So  daring !  ha  !  so  peremptory ! 
Can  you  remember  the  words  he  spake  ? 

And,  Word  for  word,  my  gracious  sorereigo, 


S.  5.  I  imagine  Horatio  means,  that  bis  weapon  shall  cling  to  hinifOrnot  leave  him,  ODtll  he  had  |i»> 
tified  bis  revenj>c  for  his  rriemis  murder. 
»5  Long. — ibis  word  is  not  in  the  quarto. 
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And  these  they  were,"-rThus  much  ret^m  to 

Spain : 
Say — That  our  sf^ttled  judgment  hath  advised  us 
What  tribute  is,  how  poor  that  monarch  shews 
Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owe? ; 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Sps^ini 
We  have  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

King,  Ha !  so  peremptory,  daring,  stoat ! 

And.  Then,  ipy  leege, 
Accordmg  to  your  gracious  dread  command, 
I  bade  defiance  with  a  vengeful  hand. 

Spain.  He  entertained  it  ? 

And,   Aye,  and   returned  it  mth  m^nadiig 
brows ; 
Prince  Bal thenar  his  son 
Grew  violent,  and  wished  the  fight  begun. 

Enter  Lairenzo. 

Lor.  So.  so,  1  have  sent  my  slave  to  hell ; 
Though  he  blab  there,  the  devils  will  not  tell. 

'6  A  Tucket  within, 

Spain.  How  now  !  what  means  this  trumpet's 
sound  ? 

Enter  a  Mettenger, 

Met.  My  leege,  the  Portugals 
Are  up  in  arms  glittering  in  steel. 

Spain,   VVht:re*s  our   lord  general,  Lorenzo, 
stout  Andrea, 
With  whom  I  rank  sprightly  Horatio  ? 
What !  for  shame,  shall  the  Portugal? 
Trample  the  fields  before  you  ? 

Oen.  No,  my  leege,  there's  time  enough 
To  let  out  blood  enough :  tribute  shall  flow. 
Out  of  their  bowels,  and  be  tendered  so. 

Spam,  Farewell,  brave  lords;  my  wishes  are 
bequeath*d, 
▲  nobler  rank  of  spirits  never  breath'd. 

lExeunt  King  and  Noble*, 
Jer.  O,  my  sweet  boy,  heaven  shield  thee  still 
from  care  ! 
O,  be  as  fortunate  as  thou  art  fair  \ 

Hot.  And  heaven  bless  you,  my  father,  in  this 
fight, 
That  I  may  see  your  grey  head  crowned  in  white ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  AndHea  and  Bellimpcria. 

Bel  You  came  but  now,  must  you  part  again  ? 
Tou  told  me  that  your  spirit 
Sliould  put  on  pei^:e ;  but|  see,  war  follows  war. 


And.  Nay,  sweet  loFe,  cease ; 
To  be  denied  our  honour,  why  'twere  base 
To  breathe  and  live ;  and  '^  war  in  such  a  case 
Is  even  as  necessary  as  our  blood. 
Swords  are  in  season  then  wh<-n  nght*s  withstood : 
Deny  us  tribute,  that  so  many  years 
We  have  in  peace  told  out;  why  jt  would  raise 
Spleen  in  the  host  of  angels !  \iere  enough 
lo  make  our  tranquil  saints  of  angry  stuff. 

Bel.  You  have  o'erwrought  the  cbidiug  of  my 
breast; 
And  by  that  argument  you  firmly  prove 
Honour  to  soar  above  the  pitch  of^love. 
Lend  me  thy  loving  apd  thy  warlike  arm. 
On  which  I  knit  this  soft  and  silken  charm. 
Tied  with  an  amorous  knot :  O,  may  it  prove 
Inchanted  armour,  being  obafmed  by  love ; 
That  when  it  mounts  up  to  thy  warlike  crest, 
Jt  uiay  put  by  the  sword,  and  so  be  blest. 

And.  O  what  divinity  proceeds  from  love ! 
What  happier  fortune  then  myself  can  move  !— 
Hark  !  tlie  drum  beckons  me ;  sweet  dear,  fare- 
well! 
This  scarf  shall  be  ray  chapi^  'g&inst  foes  and  belt 

Bel.  O,  let  mc  kiss  thee  first. 

And.  Viie  drum  again  ! 

BeL  Hath  that  more  power  than  I? 

And.  Do*t  quickly  then :  farewell ! 

[Exit  Andrea; 

BeL  Farewell !  O  cruel  part! 
Andrea's  bosom  bears  away  my  heart. 

[Exit  Bellimperia. 

Enter  Balthezar,  Alexandro,  Vollupo,  Don 
Pedro,  with  Soldiers,  Dmw,  and  CoUmn. 

BaL  Come,  valiant  spirits,  you  peers  of  Por* 

That  owe  your  lives,  your  faiths,  and  services, 
To  set  you  free  from  base  captivity. 
O  let  our  fathers'  scandal  ne'er  be  seen 
I  As  a  base  blush  upon  our  free-born  cheeks ; 
Let  nil  the  tribute  that  proud  Spain  received 
Of  those  all  captive  Portugales  deceased. 
Turn  into  chafe,  and  choke  their  insolence. 
Methinks  no  moiety,  not  one  little  thought 
Of  them  whose  servile  acts  live  in  their  graves, 
But  should  raise  spleens  big  as  a  caonoo' bullet 
Within  your  bosoms :  O,  for  honour. 
Your  country's  reputation,  your  lives*  freedom. 
Indeed  your  ail  that  may  be  termed  revenge. 
Now  let  your  bloods  be  liberal  as  the  sea ; 
And  all  those  wounds  that  you  receive  of  Spaii^ 


'^  J  Tuekei  within. —In  JlVt  Well  that  ends  WeU^  A.  3.  S.  5,  one  of  the  stage-directiom  is  a  TuoM 
mjar  offi  and,  in  Henry  V.  A.  4.  S.  2.  the  Constable  says  : 

••  Then  let  the  trumpets  sound 

The  tucket  ionuance,  and  the  note  to  mount.'' 

A  Tucket  is,  therefore,  probably  a  trumpet* 

'7  War — The  fint  edition  reads,  wart* 
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THE  FIRST  PART 


[Anontmocs. 


Let  theirs  be  equal  to  quit  yours  again. 
Speak,  Portagales !  are  you  resolved  as  I, 
To  lire  like  captives,  or  as  free-born  die  ? 

VoL  Prince  Balthezar,  as  you  say,  so  say  we ; 
To  die  with  honour,  scorn  captivity. 

Ales,  Why,  spoke  like  true  Portugales  indeed ; 
I  tun  assured  of  your  forwardness* 
Now,  Spain,  sit  firm,  I'll  make  thy  towers  shake. 
And  all  that  gold  thou  hadst  from  Portugal, 
Which  makes  thy  court  melt  in  luxuriouhness, 
I  vow  to  have  it  treble  at  thy  hands. 
Hark,  Portugales  !  I  hear  their  Spanish  drum : 
March  on,  and  meet  them ;  this  must  he  the  day, 
That  all  they  have  received  they  back  must  pay. 

[The  Portugales  march  about. 

Enter  Jeronimo,  Andrea,  Horatio,  Lorenzo, 
I/>rd  General,  Rqcero,  and  Attendants,  uith 
Drum  and  Colours. 

Jer.  What,  are  you  braving  us  before  we  come  ! 
We*ll  be  as  shrill  as  you  :  strike  alarum,  drum. 
[Thetf  sound  a  flourish  on  both  sides. 

BaL  Thou  inch  of  Soain  ! 
Thou  roan,  from  thy  nose  downward  scarce  so 

much ! 
Thou  very  little  longer  than  thy  beard  ! 
Speak  not  such  big  words;  they'll  throw  thee 

down. 
Little  Jeronimo !  words  greater  than  thyself ! 
It  must  be. 

Jer,  And  thou  long  thing  of  Portugal,  why  not  ? 
Thou,  that  art  full  as  tall 
As  an  English  gallows,  upper  beam  and  all, 
Devourer  of  apparel,  t)iou  huge  swaliower, 
My  hose  will  scarce  make  thee  a  standing  collar. 
What !  have  I  almost  quited  you  ? 

And.  Have  done^ 
Impatient  Marshal. 

BaL  Spanish  combatants. 
What !  do  you  set  a  little  pigmy  marshal 
To  question  with  a  prince  ? 

And.  No,  prince  Balthezar ; 
I  have  desired  him  peace,  that  we  might  war : 
What  I  is  the  tribute-money  tendered  yet? 

BaL  Tribute?  ha,  ha! 
What  else :  Wherefore  meet  our  drums^ 
Bat  to  tender  and  receive  the  sums 
Of  many  i^  bleeding  heart,  which,  ere  sun  fall. 
Shall  pay  dear  tribute,  even  their  lives  and  all. 

And.  Prince  Balthezar,  I  know  your  valiant 
spirit ; 
I  know  your  courage  to  be  tried  and  good. 
And  yet,  O  prince,  be  not  confirmed  in  blood : 
Not  that  I  taste  pf  fear  or  cowardice. 
But  of  religion,  piety,  and  love 
To  many  bosoms,  that  yet  6rmly  move 
Without  distur)ied  spleens.    O,  in  thy  heart. 
Weigh  the  dear  drops  of  many  a  purple  part,       I 


That  must  be  acted  on  the  field's  green  sta|^ 
Before  the  evening  dews  quench  tho  sun*s  ra^ 
Let  tribute  be  appeased  and  so  ^tayed, 
And  let  not  wonted  fealtv  be  denaved  " 
To  our  desertful  kingdom.     Portugal!^ 
Keep  your  forefnthers' oaths ;  that  virtue  craves; 
Let  them  not  lie  foresworn  now  in  their  gravei^ 
To  make  their  ashes  perjured  and  unjust. 
For  heaven  can  be  revenged  on  their  dust. 
They  swore  to  Spain,  both  for  thero'^elves  and  yoa; 
And  will  posterity  prove  ihfir  sires  unirue? 
This  should  not  be  'mong  men  oH^  virtuous  sprit: 
Pay  tribute  then,  and  receive  peace  and  wnu 

BaL  O  virtuous  coward  ! 

Hor.  O  ignoble  spirit ! 
To  term  him  coward  for  his  virtuous  merit ! 

And.  Coward  !  nay,  then,  relentless  rib  ofstee. 
What  virtue  cannot,  thou  shalt  make  him  feel. 

Lor,  Proud  Alexandra,  thou  art  mine. 

Alex.  Agreed. 

Rog.  And  thou,  Vollupo,  mine. 

VoL  ril  make  ihee  bleed. 

Hor,  And  thou,  Don  Pedro,  mine. 

Don  Ped.  I  care  not  whose ;  or  thine,  or  dune^ 
or  all  a(  oiipe. 

BaL  1  bind  thee,  Don  Andrea,  by  thy  honour, 
Thy  valiancy,  and  all  that  thou  boldest  {{[rest, 
To  meet  me  single  in  the  battle's  heat ; 
Where  I'll  set  down,  in  characters  on  thv  flesh, 
Four  precious  lines,  spoke  by  our  father*»  mouth, 
When  first  thou  cam  st  embassador ;  theise  tky 

are: 
'Tis  said  we  shall  not  answer,  at  next  birth, 
Our  fathers'  faults  in  heaven,  why  tlien  on  earth? 
Which  proves  and  sht»wii, 
That  what  they  lost  by  base  captivity. 
We  may  redeem  with  wonted  valiancy : 
And  to  this  crimson  end  our  colours  spread; 
Our  courages  are  new  born,  our  valours  bread. 
Therefore,  Andrea,  as  thou  tcnderest  fame, 
Wars,  reputation,  and  a  soldier's  name, 
Meet  me. 

And.  I  will. 

BaL  Single  roc  out. 

And  1  shall. 

Alex.  Do  you  the  like. 

Lor,  And  you  all,  and  we. 

And,  Can  we  be  foes,  and  all  so  well  agreed  ? 

BaL  Why,  man,  in  war  there's  bleeding  aniitj; 
And  he  this  day  gives  me  the  deepest  wouud, 
ril  call  him  brother. 

And,  Tlien,  prince,  call  me  so  ; 
To  gain  that  name,  I'll  give  the  deepest  blow. 
Jer.  Nay,  then,  if  brotherhood  by  strokes  oomt 
due, 
I  hope,  bpy,  thou  wilt  ^in  a  brother  too. 
Hor,  Father,  doubt  it  UQt. 
And.  Lord  general. 


^'  Demiyec^See  note  to  Tmtcred  and  Gismunda^ 


AMONTMOUSb} 


OF  JERONIMO, 
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Bremthe,  like  your  namei  a  general  defiance 
^^inst  Portugal. 

Gen,  Defiance  to  the  Portugales ! 
BaL  The  like 
Breathe  (»ur  lord  general  against  the  Spaniards, 
Gen.  Defiance  to  the  Spaniards ! 
Aful.  Now  cease  words, 
I  long  CO  hear  the  music  of  clashed  swords. 
BaL  Why,  thoa  shalt  hear  it  presently. 

[They  offer  to  Fight. 
And,  Quickly  then. 
BaL  Why  now. 
Gen.  O  staVf  my  lords, 
This  will  but  breed  a  mutiny  in  the  camp. 
BaL  I  am  all  fire,  Andrea. 
And.  Art  thou  ?  good  : 
Why,  then,  Y\\  quench  thee,  prince,  with  thine 
own  blood. 
Bal,  Adieu! 
And.  Adieu! 
Bal  Let's  meet 

And.  Tis  meet  we  did.    [Exeunt  Portugale$. 
Jjor.  Alexandro. 
Alex.  Lorenzo. 
Rog.  Vollupo. 
Vol.  Rogero. 
Hot.  Don  Pedro. 
Don  PecL  Horatio. 

Jer,  Aye,  aye,  Don  Pedro,  my  boy  shall  meet 
tfaiee. 
Come,  valiant  spirits  of  Spain ; 
Valiant  Andrea,  fortunate  Lorenzo, 
Worthy  Hogero,  sprightly  Horatio; 
O,  let  me  dwelt  a  little  on  that  name ! 
Be  all  as  fortunate  as  heaven's  blest  host. 
But,  blame  me  not,  l*d  have  Horatio  most ; 
Ride  all  conquerors  when  the  fight  is  done, 
Especially  ride  thee  home  so,  my  son. 
So  now  kiss  and  embrace  :  Come,  come, 
I  am  war's  tutor : — strike  alarum,  drum. 

[Exetmt, 
[After  a  long  alaruntf  the  Portugales  and  Spa- 
niards meet.    The  Portugalet  are  put  to  the 
wont. 


Enter  Jeronimo  tolut. 

Jer.  O,  valiant  boy !  struck  with  a  giant's  arm ; 
His  sword  so  falls  upon  the  Portugnles, 
As  if  he  would  slice  them  out  like  oranges. 
And  squeeze  their  bloods  out ;  O,  abundant  joy ! 
Never  had  father  a  more  happier  boy. 

[Exit  Jeromimo. 

Enter  Balthezar,  and  a  Soldier. 

BaL  Can  you  not  find  Don  Andrea  forth? 
O  for  a  voice  shriller  than  all  the  trumpets. 
To  pierce  Andrea's  ears  through  the  hot  army  ! 
Go  searcta  again ;  bring  him,  or  ne'er  return. — 

[Exit  Soldier. 
Valiant  Andrea,  by  thy  worthy  blood, 
Thy  honoured  faith,  which  thou  pawn'st  to  mine. 
By  all  Ctiat  thou  hold'st  dear  upon  this  earth. 
§weat  now  to  ^ud  me  in  the  height  of  blood  I 


Now  death  doth  heap  his  goods  up  all  at  once, 
And  crams  his  store-house  to  the  top  with  bl^od; 
Might  I,  now,  and  Andrea,  in  one  fight, 
Make  up  thy  wardrobe  richer  by  a  knight. 

Enter  Rogero. 

Bjog.  Ha, Vollupo! 

BaL  No;  but  a  better. 

Bag.  Pox  on't. 

Bal.  Pies  on't. 
What  luck  is  this !— But,  sir,  you  part  not  so ; 
Whate'er  you  be,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you. 

Bjo£.  Content ;  thjs  is  joy  mixed  with  spight. 
To  miss  a  lord,  and  meet  a  prince  in  fight. 

BaL  Come,  meet  roe,  sir. 

Bog.  Just  halfway ;  I'll  meet  it  with  my  sword* 
[They  fight,  Balthezar  heat$  in  Rogerq^ 

Enter  Andrea  with  a  Captain, 

And.  Where  might  I  find  this  valorous  Bal- 
thezar, 
This  fierce,  courageous  prince ;  a  noble  worthy, 
Made  of  the  ribs  of  Mars  and  fortitude? 
He  promised  to  meet  fair,  and  single  me 
Out  o'the  misty  battle.    Did  you  search 
The  left  wing  for  him  ?  speak. 

Capt.  We  did,  my  lord. 

And.  And  could  he  not  be  found  ? 

Capt.  Not  in  that  wing,  my  lord. 

I      And.  Why,  this  would  vex  the  resolution 
Of  a  suffering  spleen  ! — Prince  Balthezar ! 
Portugal's  valiant  heir ! 
The  glory  of  our  foe,  the  heart  of  courage, 
The  very  soul  of  true  nobility, 
I  call  thee  by  thy  right  name,  answer  me  !— 
Go,  captain,  pass  the  left  wing  squadron ;  hie  ! 
Mingle  yourself  again  amidst  the  army ; 
Pray,  sweat  to  find  him  out —      [Exit  Captain* 
This  place  I'll  keep : 

Now  wounds  are  wide,  and  blood  is  very  deep, 
lis  now  about  the  heavy  dread  of  battle. 
Soldiers  drop  down  as  thick  as  if  death  mowe^ 

them; 
As  sith  men  trim  the  long-haired  ruffian  fielfls. 
So  fast  they  fall,  so  fast  to  fate  life  yields. 

Enter  Balthezar. 


BaL  I  have  sweat  much,  and  cannot  find  him-— 
Andrea ! 

And.  Prince  Balthezar !  O  lucky  minute ! 

BaL  O  long-wished-for  hour ! 
Are  you  remembered,  Don, 
Of  a  daring  message,  and  a  proud  attempt 
You  braved  me,  Don,  within  my  father's  court  ? 

And.  I  think  I  did. 

BaL  This  sword  shall  lash  you  for  it 

And.  Aias! 
War  knows  I  am  too  proud  a  scholar  grown 
Now  to  be  lashed  with  steel ;  had  1  not  known 
My  strength  and  courage,  it  had  been  easy  then 
To  have  me  borne  upon  the  backs  of  men. 
I)ut  now  I*m  sorry,  prince,  you  come  too  late. 
That  wear  proud  steel ;  i*faith  t!mc  should  do  that. 
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THE  HRST  PART 


[Akontmods. 


Bal  i  can  hbid  no  longer ! 
Come,  lef  8  sec  which  of  our  strengths  is  stronger. 

And.  Mine,  for  a  wager. 

BaL  Thine !  what  wager,  say  f 

And.  I  hold  three  wounds  to  one. 

BaL  Content  I  lay ;  but  you  shall  keep  stakes 
then. 

And.  Nay,  1*11  trust  yon. 
For  you're  a  prince;  I  know  you'll  pay  yodrdue. 

BaL  ril  pay  you  soundly. 

And.  Prince,  you  might  hate  paid 
Tribute  as  well,  then  battles  had  been  staid. 

BaL  Here's  tribute  for  yon. 

And.  Vl\  receive  it  of  you, 
And  give  you  acquittance  with  a  wound  or  two. 
[They  fight.    Balthezar  hath  Andrea 
down. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio.    Horatio  beati 
awa^  Balthezar. 

And.  Thou  art  a  wondrous  friend,  a  happy 
spirit ; 
I  owe  thee  now  my  Kfe.    Couldst  thou  inherit 
Within  my  bosom,  all  I  have  is  thirie, 
For  by  this  act  I  hold  thy  arm  divine. 

Hor.  Are  you  not  wounded  ?  let  me  search  and 

And.  No,  my  dear  self !  for  t  was  blest  by  thee. 
Else  his  unpicying  sword  had  cleft  my  heart. 
Had  not  Horatio  played  some  angel's  part. 
Come,  happy  mortal,  let  me  rank  by  thee. 
Then  am  I  sure  no  star  will  threaten  me. 

Hor.  Let's  to  the  battle  once  more ;  we  may 
meet 
This  haughty  prince,  and  wound  him  at  our  feet. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Rqgero  and  Alexandro  in  their  Shirtiy 
with  Pollaxe$. '» 

Bog.  Art  thou  true  valiant  ?  host  thou  no  coat 
of  proof 
Girt  to  thy  loins  ?  art  thou  true  loyal  ? 

Ale  J.  Why,  look; 
Witness  the  naked  truth  upon  my  breast. 
Come,  let's  meet,  let's  meet. 
And  break  our  haughty  sculls  down  to  our  feet 
[Theif fight.    Alexandro  beats  in  Rogero. 

Enter  Lorenzo  ane/  Don  Pedro  at  one  Door,  and 
Alexandro  and  Hogero  at  another  Door. — 
I^RENZo  kitlt  Don  Pedro,  and  Alexandro 
kilU  IloGERo.  Enter  at  one  Door  Andrea,  at 
another  Door  Balthezar. 

And.  O  me,  ill  stead  !  valiant  Rogero  slain  ! 

BaL  O  my  sad  fates !  Don  Pedro  weltering  in 
his  gore ! 
O  could  I  meet  Andrea,  now  my  blood's  a  tiptoe, 
This  hand  and  sword  should  melt  him  : 
Valiant  Don  Pedro ! 


And.  Worthy  Rogeh>)  sure  'twas  multitudes 
That  made  thee  stoop  to  death ;  one  Portugal 
Could  ne'er  o'erwbelm  thee  in   such  cnoisoQ 

streams, 
And  no  mean  blood  shall  quit  it. — Balchetar, 
Prince  Balthezar ! 

BaL  Andrea,  we  meet  in  blood  now. 
And.  Aye,  in  valiant  blood  of  Don  Rogero'i 
shedding) 
And  each  drop  is  worth  a  thousand  Portufiales. 
BaL  I'll  top  thy  head,  for  that  ambitious  word. 
And.  You  cannot,  prince:   see  a  revengefol 
sword 
Waves  o'er  my  head. 

BaL  Another  over  mine; 
Let  them  both  meet,  in  crimson  dnctnres  shbe. 
[They  fight ;  and  Akdrea  hath  Baltbezak 
down. 

Enter  Portugales^  and  relieve  Balthezar,  ad 

kill  AVDfLEJL. 

And.  O,  I  am  slain  !  help  me,  Horatio ! 
My  foes  are  base,  and  slay  me  cowardly. 
Farewell,  dear,  dearest  Bellimperia ! 
Yet  herein  joy  is  mingled  with  sad  breath: 
I  keep  her  favour  longer  than  my  breath. 

[He  dieg.  Sound  alarum.  Andrea  s/aiii,aiMf 
Prince  Balthezar  vaunting  on  him. 

Enter  Jeronimo,  Horatio,  and  Lord  General 

Hor.  My  other  soul,  niy  bosom,  my  hetrt'i 
friend, 
O,  my  Andrea,  slain  !  I  have  the  price  of  him 
In  pnncely  blood. 

Prince  Balthezar,  my  sword  shall  strike  true  strains, 
And  fetch  Andrea's  ransom  forth  thy  veins. — 
Lord  general,  drive  them  hence,  while  t  make 
war. 
BaL  Hath  war  made  thee  so  impudent  aod 
young  ? 
My  sword  shall  give  correction  to  thy  tongae. 
Jer.  Correct  thy  rascals,  prince ;  thou  correct 
him! 
Lug  with  him,  boy :  honours  in  blood  best  swim. 

[Theyfighty  and  breathe  afrak 
BaL  So  young  and  valorous  !  This  arm  ne'er 
met 
So  strong  a  courage  in  so  green  a  set. 

Hor.  If  thou  be'st  vaFiaut,  cease  these  idle 
words, 
And  let  revenge  hang  on  our  glitterini^  swords, 
With  this  proud  prince,  the  haughty  Balthnar. 
[Horatio  has  Prince  Ba  lthezar  down ;  then 

enter  Lorenzo  and  seizes  his  weapon. 
Hor.  Hand  oS^  Lorenzo;  touch  not  my  prisoner. 
Lor.  He's  my  prisoner ; 
I  seized  his  weapons  first. 

Hor,  O,  base  renown  !  'tis  easy  to  seize  thosc^ 
Were  forced  laid  down. 


'^  Polioses — Poles  beaded  by  axes.    Contus  securi  m^mitus.    Skinner. 
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Lor.  My  lanoe Em M^ hftH  fiWtfiilinMik 

pii  lie. 

Jfitor.  Wljlf ,  rtiy  mdt 
To  Tou  «  while  I  tendijr  my  #hbl«  (jl^bolh^^. 

1)0^.  Horatio, 
You  tender  me  part  of  mioe  own,  you  know. 

Hor.  Well,  peace  i  with  myblood  dispense. 
Until  my  liege  shafl  end  tHe  diSefehce. 

Jer,  Lorenzo,  thou  dost  boast  of  base  renown ; 
Why,  I  could  whip  all  these,  were  their  hose  down. 

Mot,  Sptel,  priritjB^  to  #lietlief  do«t  thott  yield  ? 
.     BaL  The  ^anqoisM  yiekb  to  bot^  to  yoa  firit; 

Hoi-.  Oi  atjetst  ftikdt !  #haV  dm  thmi  yidd 
tb  two? 

Jb^  Cbtitent  th^^  ho^;  ifft>d  ktmft  ScRstaiti  Ad 
wrong, 
m  to  the  king  before,  and  let  him  know 
The  sum  of  victory,  and  his  overthrow. 

[Exit  Jeronimo. 

Zror.  Andrea  slain !  thanks  to  the  stars  above. 
1*11  choose  my  sister  oat  her  second  love. 

[Exeunt  Lorevzo  and  Baltuezar. 

Hot,  Come,  noble  rib  of  honour,  valiant  carcase ! 
I  loved  thee  so  entirely  when  thou  breathedst^ 
That  I  could  die  wert  but  to  bleed  with  thee. 
And  wish  ipe  vf oitnds,  even  for  society. 
Heaven  and  this  arm  once  saved  thee  from  thy 

foe. 
When  his  all-wrathful  sword  did  basely  point 
At  the  rich  circle  of  thy  labouring  heart. 
Thou  groveling  under  indignation 
Of  sword  and  ruth  :  O  tlien  stept  heaven  and  I 
Between  the  stroke,  but  now  alack  must  die. 
Since  so  the  powers  above  have  writ  it  down. 
In  marble  leaires,  that  death  is  mortal  crown ; 
Come  then,  m^  friend,  in  purple  I  will  bear 
Thee  to  my  private  tent,  and  then  prepare 
For  honuurd  funeral  for  thy  melting  corse. 

[He  takei  hit  Scarf  and  ties  it  about  hit  arm. 
This  scarf  I'll  wear  in  memory  of  our  souls 
And  of  our  mutual  loves ;  here,  here,  Til  wind  it; 
And  full  as  often  as  I  think  on  thee, 
I'll  kiss  this  little  ensign,  this  soft  banner, 
Smear'd  with  foes'  blood,  all  for  the  master's  ho- 
nour. 
Alas !  I  pity  Bellimperia's  ey<>^ 
Just  at  this  instant,  her  heart  sinks  and  dies. 

[Exit  Horatio  carrying  Andrea  oh  hit  back. 

Enter  Jeronimo  tolut. 

Jer,  My  boy  adds  treble  comfort  to  my  age ; 
His  share  is  ereatest  in  the  victory. 
The  Portugafes  are  slain,  and  put  to  flight 
By  Spaniards  force,  most  by  Horatio's  might 
ril  to  the  Spanish  tents  to  see  my  son, 


Give  him  my  blessing,  and  then  all  is  done. 

Enter  two  dragging  tfEnugnt;  then  the  Fmne- 
ral  o/*  Am.orea  :  next  IIoratio  and  Lorenzo, 
leading  Prince  Balthezar  captive;  then  the 
Lord  General,  with  others,  mourning.  A  great 
cry  within,  Cfiaroii,  a  boot,  a  boat !  then  enter 
Charon,  and  the  Ghost  o/^  Andrea. 

Hor.  O,  my  lords. 
See,  Uoh  Andrea^s  ghost  saltiies  me !  see,  em- 
braces me ! 

Lor,  It  is  your  love  that  shapes  this  appari- 
..    tipa.*^ 

Hot,  Do  you  w/dt  lee  him  plainly,  lords  ? 
No#  hto  wirald  kiss  my  chtik.  O,  my  pale  friend, 
W«rt  ihdii  iiny  thing  b^it  ^hrist,  I  could  love  the^. 
StUii  he  pomia  at  His  dWh  N^«rie ;  mark  all. 
As  if  he  did  rejoice  at  fdnifrill. 

And.  Revenge,  give  my  tongue  freedom  to  paint 
her  part. 
To  thank  Horatio,  and  commend  hiv  heart. 

Metenge,  No,  you'll  blab  secrets  then  ? 

And,  By  Charon*8  boat,  I  will  not. 

Revenge.  Nay,  you  shall  nut ;  therefore  pass ; 
Secrets  in  hell  are  locked  with  doors  of  brass : 
Us^  action  if  you  will,  but  not  in  voice. 
Your  friend  conceives,  in  signs,  how  you  rejoice. 

Hor,  See^  see^  he  points  to  have  us  ^'  go  for- 
.  ward  on : 
t  |>r  ythee  rest,  it  shall  t)e  (iode,  sweet  Don. 
O,  now  he's  vanished. 

J  Sound  Trumpets,  and  a  peal  of  Ordnance, 
.  I  am  a  happy  ghost ; 
Revenge,  my  passage  now  cannot  be  crost. 
Come,  Charon ;  come,  helPs  sculler,  waft  me  o'er 
Your  sable  streams,  which  look  like  moulten  pitch ; 
My  funeral  rites  are  made,  my  hearse  hung  rich. 
[Exeunt  Ghott  and  Revenge,  A  great  noise 
within. 
Within,  Charon,  a  boat !  Charon,  Charon  ! 
Charon,  Who  calls  so  loud  on  Charon  f 
Indeed  'tis  such  a  time,  the  truth  to  tell, 
I  never  want  a  tare,  to  pass  to  hell.       [Exeunt. 

Sound  a  Flourith,  Enter,  marching,  Horatio  and 
Lorenzo,  leading  Prince  Balthezar;  Lord. 
General,  Pqillippo,  and  Cassimero,  with 
Folhwert, 

Hor,  These  honoured  rites  and  worthy  duties 
spent 
Upon  the  funeral  of  Andrea's  dust ; 
Those,  once  his  valiant  ashes;  march  we  now 
Homeward,  with  victory  to  crown  Spain's  brow. 
Gen.  The  day  is  ours,  and  joy  yields  happy 
treasure ; 
Set  on  to  Spain,  in  most  triumphant  measure. 

[Exeunt* 


^  Apparition^-The  qoarto  reads,  apprehension* 
VOL.  I. 


'^^  (7«— The  quarto  reads,  Air. 

So 
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THE  FIRST  PART  OF  JERONIMO.  [Anohtmovi. 


Enter  Jeronimo  $olu$, 

Jer,  Foregod !  I  have  jast  mint  thein.p— Ha ! 
Soft,  Jeronimo !  thou  ha»t  more  friends 
To  take  thy  leave  of;  look  well  about  thee. 
Embrace  them,  ftnd  take  friendly  leave. 
My  arms  are  of  the  shortest; 


Let  TOur  loves  piece  them  cot 
You  re  welcome  all,  as  I  am  a  gentleaum : 
For  my  son's  sake,  grant  me  a  man  at  leat^ 
Ac  least  I  am.    So  good-nieht,  kind  gentles,  ** 
For  I  hope  there's  never  a  Jem  among  yoo  aQ; 
And  so  I  leave  yon. 


9* 


-Muf  gentles. 


For  I  hope  ihereU  never  a  Jew  among  fo%  oU.— A  play  upen  words  was  the  MUng  of  aUneit  emy 
writer  of  the  times.  The  quibble  here  upon  gmllet  and  Jmp,  m  also  In  Shakespeare's  MorekmU  of  Vtma, 
A.  8.  S.  7.  See  the  notes  on  that  passage,  by  Dr  Johnson,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Ur  Fanner,  VoL  11 L  edit. 
177  H,  p.  173.  To  the  instances  there  quoted,  may  be  added  the  following  from  Emphuet^  1681,  p.  6S.}* 
**  Consider  with  thyselfe  that  thou  art  a  gentlenany  yea»  and  ^  QmUUf  i  lud,  if  thoa  neglect  thy  csOi^ 
thou  art  worse  than  fi  Jt 
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SPANISH  TRAGEDY: 


OR» 


HIERONIMO  IS  MAD  AGAIN. 


T%u  Flay  wot  the  ohject  of  ridicule  to  abnOit  every  writer  rf  the  timet.  Philip$  and  Winttanfy 
crihe  itf  but  erroneoutly,  to  Thomat  Smth.  We  learn  from  aeywood,  that  it  was  the  production 
of  Thomas  Kyd  ;  to  whom,  therefore^  all  the  ahmrdities  contained  in  it  are  to  be  charged.  The  for* 
mter  edition  was  printed  from  a  very  incorrect  amy.  It  ii  here  given  from  that  published  by  Mr 
Hamkiniy  who  appears  to  have  accurately  collated  all  the  several  editions ;  and  the  variations  in  each 
are  put  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  Wefindffrom  Dekkar's  SatiroroastriXy  that  Ben  Jonson  origi* 
nal^  performed  the  part  of  Jeronimo, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


The  Ghost  of  Andrea. 

Revexoe. 

^ngofSpasH. 

Viceroy  of  Portingale. 

Don  Cypri AiVy  Duke  of  Castile. 

HiBEOKiMOy  Marshal  of  Portingale. 

Balthezae,  the  Viceroys  Son^  m  love  wnth  B^ 

Umperia. 
LoBEjfzo,  Duke  ^Castil^s  Son. 
HoB4Tio,  Hierommt/s  Son. 
▲lexaksro. 


ViLLUFPO. 

Pedrimoano. 

Serbbrinb. 

Old  Man. 

Painter. 

Page. 

Hangman. 

Citisens,  Soldiert,  and  Attendants. 


Isabella^  Hieronme^s  Wfe^ 
Belimpbbia,  LorenMo*s  Suter, 


ACTL 


Enter  the  Ohcet  of  Andrea,  and  with  him  Rb- 

VEBOB. 

Ohoet.^  When  this  etenwl  tolMtanoe  of  my  soal 
Did  lire  impriioned  in  inj '  wanton  flesh. 


Each  in  their  fanetion  senring  other^s  need, 
I  was  a  ooortier  in  the  Spanish  ooort : 
Mj  nane  was  Don  Andrea;  my  descend 
Tlx>ogh  not  ienohle,  yet  inferior  for 
To  gradons  fortunes  of  my  tender  yoatb 


'  Wanted,  1018.  tt.  S3. 
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SPANISH  TRAGEDY. 


[ANONtHOCI* 


For  there,^  in  prime  and  pride  of  all  ray  years. 
By  duteous  service,  and  deserving  love, 
In  secret  I  possest  a  worthy  dame, 
'Which  liight  sweet  Belimperia  by  name. 
But,  in  the  harvest  of  my  ^  summer  joys, 
Death*s  winter  nipt  the  blossoms  of  my  bliss, . 
Forcing  divorce  betwixt  my  love  and  me : 
For  in  the  late  conflict  with  Portingale, 
My  valour  drew  me  ipto^d^n^er's  mo|itl|^    ' 
Till  life  to  death  made  passage  through  my  wounds. 
When  1  was  slain,  my  soul  descended  strait 
To  pass  the  flowing  stream  of  Acheron  ; 
But  churlish  Charon,  only  boatman  there,  ^ 

Said,  that,  my  rites  of  burial  not  performed, 
I  might  not  sit  among  his  pa8a»engei;8. 
£re  S(}I  had  slept  three  nights  in  'thetis'  lap, 
And  ^  slak'd  his  smokmg  chariot  in  her  flooid. 
By  Don  Horatio,  our  knight  marshal's  son, 
My  funerals  and  obsequies  were  done. 
Tlien  was  the  ferryman  of  hell  content 
To  pass  me  over  to  the  slimy  strand. 
That  i^ads  to  fell  Avernus*  ugly  waves; 
Ttiere,  pleasing  Cerberus  with  hoiked  speech, 
J  passed  the  perils  of  the  foremost  porch. 
T^ot  fpr  from  hence,  amidst  ten  thou^nd  f^ouls^ 
Sat  Minos,  i£acus,  Qnd  Rhadi^ipant ; 
To  whomjio  sooner 'gan  1  make  approach. 
To  crave  a  passport  for  my  wandering  ghost, 
But  Minos,  in  graven  leaves  of  lottery, 
Drew  forth  the  manner  of  my  life  and  death. 
This  knight,  quoth  he,  both  lived  and  died  inloxe  \ 
And,  for  his  love,  tried  fortune  of  the  wars. 
And  by  war*s  fortune  lost  both  love  and  life. 
W}iy  then,  said  iEacus,  convey  him  hen/ae, 
To  walk  with  lovers  in  our  fields  of  love. 
And  spend  the  course  of  everlasting  time 
Under  green  myrtle-trees,  and  cyprees-shades. 
No,  no,  said  Rhadamant,  it  were  not  well,^ 
With  loving  souls  to  place  a  raartialist : 
He  died  in  war,  and  must  to  martial  fields. 
Where  wounded  Hector  lives  in  lasting .paia. 
And  Achilles'  myrmidons  do  scour  the  plain. 
Then  Minos,  mildest  ^  censor  of  the  wee, 
Made  this  dev^ijce*  IQ  eod  .the  difierance : 
Send  him,  guoth  he,  to  our  infernal  king. 
To  doom  him  as  bflSt  tieeiiisius  majeaty. 


To  this  effect  my  passport  strait  was  drawn. 
In  keeping  oo  my  way  to  Pluto's  coort. 
Through  dreadful  shades  of  ever  *  glooming  nigbt, 
I  saw  more  sights  than  thousand  tongues  can  tell, 
Or  pens  can  write,  or  mortal  hearts  can  think. 
Three  ways  there  were :  that  on  the  right  baad 

side 
Wns  ready  way  unto  the  'foresaid  '  fields, 
^\ttj^  l^vep  liv^,  apd, bloody  martialists; 
But  either  Sort  contained  within  his  bounds. 
The  left  hand  path,  declining  fearfully. 
Was  a  ready  "  downfal  to  the  deepest  hell ; 
Where  bloody  furies  shake  their  whips  of  steel, 
And  poor  Ixion  turns  an  endless  wheel; 
\^'heJ'e  Msurers  are  cboaked  with  melting  goM, 
And  wantons  are  embraced  with  ujflj  snakes; 
And  murderers'  groan  with  ever-kiliing  wouods; 
And  perjured  wights,  scalded  in  boiling  lead. 
And  air  fool  sins  with  torments  overwhelmed. 
'Twixt  these  two  ways  I  trod  the  middle  path, 
Which  brought  me  to  the  fair  Elysian  green; 
In  jnid^  wherepf  jhere  stiu^s  a  stately  tower, 
The  walis  of  brass,,  the  gates  of  adamant  *. 
Here  fln'ding  f  I^yto  ^with  Jiis  Prp^rpine, 
I.sbewed  noiy  ua^spprt,  bgt^.Mcd  on  my  knee; 
Whereat  fair  Proserpine  begfin  to  !°^  smile, 
"Aiwi  begged  that  only  she  plight  give  my  dooB. 
Pluto  was  DJeased,  and  sealed  it  with  a  ktss.^ 
Forthwith^  Revenge,  she"  rounded  thee  in  th'eir, 
And  bade  thee  lead  me  through  the"  gates  of 

horn. 
Where  dreams  have  passage  in  the  silent  nigM. 
No  sooner  had  she  spoke,  but  we  were  here, 
?♦!  wot  not  how,  in  twinkling  of  an  eye.       ,  _^ 
B£V.  Then  know,  Andrea,  that  thou  art  arrifcd 
Where  thou  shalt  see  the  author  of  thy  death, 
Don  Balthezar,  the  prince  of  Portipgiiie^ 
Deprived  of  life  by  Belimperia. 
Here  sit  we  down  to  see  the  mystery. 
And  serve  for  Chorus  in  this  UsemgiAy. 

Enter  Spmkh  King,  General^  CoHUe,  md 

HltRONIMO. 

King,  Now  jwiy,  iord  fooer^  .*i9w  fws  P«' 
camp? 


*  There  in  (he  pride  and  prime,  1618. 23.  33 
^  81ackt,  1618. 


'  Sammer^s,  1083.  S3, 
s  Ceniorer,  1618. )».  33. 

*  Shapes  of  ever  blooming  night,  1618. Sb^es  pf  ever  blooming  night,  1683.  SS. 

7  Field,  1618.  ^'i.  33.  »^Fall  down,  1618.  W.  33. 

'  Murderers  grreve,  1618 Murderers  green,  1623.  S3. 


smile. 


p.  201. 


"  RomiM^^.i»iih:mr^U  e..irluspewjd-  wB#„in  dascoigne*8  Fabte  of  Fa:dh^mdo  Jt 
««  Afict^}84if^ejitjfernn€rhi^^i  Mis^hanleiOfCllef  temples,  and  privilie  rmmding  her  in 
**  her  to  comJpmfl^deV'^^c. 

**  Fhtlaittug  in  the  tare,  desired  him  to  accompanie  aim  immcdiaielye. 

See  also  Mr  bteeveas's  ^ote  on  Kitig  JoAn,  A.  2.  8.  2. 

*3  Gare«0/Aon>,— Of  i/or.  second  vdlttoir  of  Horror,  1618. 23.  SS.    For— the  Galea  of  Aw-n.    SeeTw- 
gil,  B.  VI.  Sunt  gemhue  $»mniportit. ^^fioie  on  Hawkinses  Edition. 

'4  /  Ml  not  Aoie.^Sec  Note  to  Qammer  'GuOm'i  SitJUe.      ^    ' 


Akjohymods.] 


SPANISH  TRAGEDY. 


Gem.  All  well,  my  sovereign  liege»  except  some 
lew 
That  mre  deceased  by  fortune  of  the  war. 

Kkmg,  9ut  what ''  portends  thy  chearful  coun- 
tenance, 
An4  posting  to  our  presence  thus  in  haste? 
Speak,  man ;  hath  fortune  fpyen  us  victory  I 

Gen.  Victory,  my  liegie,  and  that  with  l^tle  loss. 

King,  Qur  Portbgals  will  pay  us  tribute,  tlien  ? 

Gen.  Tribute,  and  wonted  nomage  therewithal. 

Ming,  Then  blest  be  heaven,  and  goider  of  the 
heavens. 
From  whose  fair  influence  such  justice  flows. 

Cost  O  muUum  diUcte  Deo,  iibi  miiitai  itther, 
Bi  ca^juratit  eurvato  popUte  gentee 
Succnmbant :  recti  toriw  e»t  vktoria  juris. 

King.  Thanks  to  my  loving  brother  of  Ciistile.— 
But^  general,  unfold  m  brief  discourse 
Your  fdrni  of  battle,  and  your  war's  suc(;ess; 
That,  adding  all  tbe  pleasure  of  t^  news  i 

Unto  the  height  of  former  happiness,  I 

With  deeper  wage,  and  greater  dignity, 
We  '*  may  reward  thy  bhssfnl  chivkliy. 

Gen.  Where  Spain  and  Portingale  do  jointly 
l(nit 
Their  frontiers,,  leaping  on  each  o^r's'^  bound, 
There  met  our  armies  in  their  proud  array ;  ' 
JBoth  fumifhed  well ;  both  full  of  hope  and  fear ; 
Both  menacing  alike,  with  daring  shows ; 
Both  vaunting  sundiy  coldors  ofdevice^ 
Both  cheerly  sounding  trumpets,  drums,  and  fifes; 
Both  raising  dreadful  clamours  to  the  'f  sky. 
That  vallies,  hills,  and  rivers,  made  rebound. 
And  heaven  itself  was  frighted  with  the  sound. 
Our  battles  botli  were  pitched  in  squadron-fdrm, 
Each  comer  strongly  fenced  with  win^  of  shot ; 
But  ere  we  joined,  and  came  to  posh  of  pik^ 
I  brought  a  squadron  of  our  reaoiest  shot. 
From  out  our  rearward,  to  begin  the  fight : 
They  br6oght  another  wing  t'encountei*  us : 
Jleanwhile  our  ordnance  played  on  either  side, 
And  captains  strove  to  have  their  f^  vakmrs  tried. 
Don  Pedro, ^heir  chief  horsemen's  colonel. 
Did,  with  lus^  coniet,  bravely  make  attempt 
To  break  the  order  of  our  battle  ranks : 
But  Don  Rogero,  worth^f  man  pf  war, 
Marched  forth  agpinst  mm  with  our  muske^rs, 
Aod  st9pt  the  m^iot  of  his.fell  approach. 


While  they  maintain  hot  skirmish  to  and  firo, 
^'  9dth  battles  join,  and  fall  to  handy-blows: 
Their  violent  shot  resembling  th'  ocean's  rage, 
When  roaring  loud,  and  with  a  swelling  tide, 
It  beats  upon  the  rampires  of  huge  rocks. 
And  gapes  to  swallow  neighbour^bounding  hmds. 
Now  ^^  while  Bellona  rageth  here  and  there. 
Thick  storms  of  bullets  ran  like  winter's  haU, 
And  shivered  launces^^  dark  the  troubled  air. 

Pede  pes,  et  cuspide  cnspis, 

Arma  tonant  armit,  vir  petiturque  viro. 

On  every  side^  drop  captains  to  the  ground, 
^^  And  soldiers  some  ill  maimed,  some  slain  out- 
right : 
Here  falls  a  body,  sundered  from  his  head, 
There  legs  and  arms  lie  bleeding  on  the  grass. 
Mingled  with  weapons,  and  ^  uobowell'd  steeds. 
That  scattering  overspread  the  purple  plain. 
In  all  this  turmoil  three  long  hotfrs  and  more, 
The  victory  to  neither  part  inclined ; 
Till  Don  Andrea,  with  his  brave  launders. 
In  *''  their  main  battle  made  so  great  a  breach, 
That,  half  flismayed,  the  multitude  retired : 
But  Balthezar,  the  Portingale's  roung  prince, 
Brought  rescue,  and  encouraged  them  to  stay. 
Here  hence  the  fight  was  eagerly  renewed. 
And  in  that  conflict  was  Andrea  slain; 
Brave  man  at  arms,  but  weak  to  Balthezar : 
Yet  while  the  prince,  insulting  over  him, 
preatl^ed  out  proud  vaunts,  sounding  to  our  re- 

proac^b. 
Friendship  and  hardy  valour  joined  in  one, 
**  Pricked  forth  Horatio,  our  knight>marshal's  son. 
To  challenge  forth  that  prince  to  single  fight : 
Not  louf^  ki^ween  these  twain  the  fight  (mdured. 
But  strait  the  prince  was  beaten  from  his  horse, 
And  forced  te  yield  him  prisoner  to  his  foe. 
When  he  was  taken,  all  the  rest  they  fled, 
And  our  carbines  pursued  them  to  the  death; 
Till,  Phoebus  waving  to  the  western  deep. 
Our  trumpeters  were  charged  to  sound  retreat; 
King,  Thanks,  good  lord  general,  for  these  good 
news ; 
And  for  some  argument  of  more  to  come. 
Take  this,  and  wear  it  for  thv  sovereign's  sake. 

[Givee  hm  a  Cludn: 
But  tell  me  now,  hast  thou  confirmed  a  peace? 


''  Pretends,  1618. 89.  S3.  '6  WiU,  1039.  '^  Bounds,  162S.  n. 

'*  Skies,  IfiSS.  }9  Valoor,  1618.  Si.  83.  ^  Coronet,  1618.  S«.  33. 

*'  Both  bmlajoin^  andfoJU  to  handy- blows. —This  play,  though  not  mentioned  in  the  Key  to  T%e  JU-' 
to  have  been  one  of  those  ridiculed  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  in  that  witty  performance. 
SeeA.5.:  -  -^  ,         -^ 

"  ,The  anny,  wrant^iog  for  tlie  gold  you  gave, 
**  First' fell  to  words,  and  then  to  hmdjf-^hm.** 

**  When,  1618.  83. 33.  *^  DarkM,  |61B.  83. 30.  ^  Dropt,  1618.  ?3. 33. 

*'  Aod  soldiers  He  maimed,  1618.  S3. 33.  ^  Unbowed,  1618.  83.  33. 


y  His,  1618, 


!?  Pickt,  1618, 
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GetL  No  peace,  my  liege»  Imt  peace  conditiooaly 
That  if,  with  homage,  tribute  be  ^  well  paid. 
The- fury  of  ^^  your  forces  will  be  staid ; 
Aud  to  ^'  (his  peace  their  viceroy  hath  subscribed, 

[GtMS  the  Kinf  a  Paper, 
And  made  a  solemn  vow,  that  during  bfe 
^*  His  tribute  shall  be  truly  paid  to  Spain. 
King.  These  weirds,  these  deeds,  become  thy 
persoD  well.— 
But  now,  knight-marshal,  frolick  with  ''  th^r  king. 
For  'tis  thy  son  that  wins  '^  this  battle's  prize. 
HUr,  Long  may  be  live  to  serve  my  sovereign 
liege. 
And  soon  decay,  unless  he  serve  my  liege. 
King,  Nor  thou,  nor  be,  shall  die  without  re- 
ward. [A  5*  Tucktt  afar  <f. 
What  meansthis  waminic  or  the  trumpet's  sound  ^ 
Gen,  This  tells  me,  that  your  grace's  men  of 


war. 


^tidi  as  war's  fortune  hath  reserved  from  death, 
Come  marching  on  towards  your  royal  seat, 
To  shew  themselvefi  before  your  majesty ; 
For  so  1  gave  ^^  in  charge  at  my  depart; 
Whereby,  by  demonstration,  shall  appear 
That  all,'  except  three  hundred,  or  f&n  more. 
Are  safe  returned,  and  by  their  foes  enriched. 

The  Army  entert.^^    Balthezar  between  to- 
RENZo  and  Horatio,  captive. 

King,  A  gladsome  sieht;  I  long  lo  see  them 
here.  [They  enter^  and  pan  by. 

Was  that  the  warlike  pnnce  of  Portingale, 
That  by  our  nephew  was  in  triumph  led  ? 

Gen,  It  was,  my  liege,  the  prince  of  Portingale. 

King^,  But  what  was  he,  that  on  the  other  side 
Held  him  by  th'  arm,  as  partner  of  the  prize? 

Hier,  That  was  my  son,  my  gracious  sovereign. 
Of  whom,  though  from  his  tender  infancy 
My  loving  thoughts  did  never  hope  but  well. 
He  never  pleased  his  father's  eyes  till  now, 
Nor  61led  my  heart  with  over-cloying  joys. 

King,  Go,  let  them  march  once  more  about 
tbc^  walls. 
That,  staying  them,  we  may  confer  and  talk 
With  our  brave  prisoner  and  his  double  guard.-^ 
Hiemnimo,  it  greatly  pleaseth  us 
That  in  our  victory  thou  have  a  share. 
By  virtue  of  thy  worthy  son's  exploit. 

Enter  again. 

Bring  hither  the  young  prince  of  Portingale, — 
The  rest  march  on ;  but,  ere  they  be  dismissed, 


We  will  bestow  on  every  loklier  two  docati^ 
And  on  every  leader  ten,  that  they  may  know 
Our  largess  welcomes  them — 

[Esreunt  ail  but  BALmiiAB,  Luisn% 
and  Horatio. 
Welcome,  Don  Balthezar,  welcoiiie  nephew;— 
And  thou,  Horatio^  thou  art  welcome  toow— 
Young  prince, althoagh  thy  father't  herd  inisdcedn 
In  keeping  beck  the  tribute  that  be  owcs^ 
Deserve  but  evil  measure  at  our  hendi, 
Yet  shall  thou  know  that  Spain  is  boooaiable. 

BaL  The  tresspass  that  my  ietber  made  m 
peace 
Is  now  controuled  bv  fortune  of  tbe  wars; 
And  cards  once  dealt,  it  boots  not  ask  why  so: 
His  men  are  slain,  a  weakening  to  '*  hit  raaba; 
His  colours  seiied,  a  blot  upon  his  name ; 
His  son  distrest,  a  cor'sive  to  his  heart : 
These  punishmeuts  may  dear  bit  hue  ofienea. 

King,  Aye,  Balthear,  if  he^  obtenre  tUs 
truce. 
Our  peace  will  grow  the  stronger  for  these  wait: 
Mean  while  live  thou,  ^  thoopi  not  in  liberty, 
Yet^  free  from  bearing  any  servile  yoke; 
For,  in  our  hearine,  thv  detertt  were  great, 
And  in  our  sight  tnysdlf  art  gradoot. 

BaL  And  I  shall  study  to  deserve  thit  grac* 

King,  But  tell  me,  for  their  holding  mtte 
doubt. 
To  which  of  these  twain  art  thoo  pntooer' 

Lor,  To  me,  my**  liege. 

Hot,  To  me,  my  sovereign. 

Lor,  This  hand  hrtt  took^  hit  courier 
reint. 

Hot.  But  6rtt  my  lance  did  pot  him  fro 
horte. 

Xor.  I  teised  hit  weapon,  and  cnjo^ped  if 

Hor,  But  firtt  I  forced  him  lay  hit  wca 
down. 

Xiii^.  Let  go  hit  arm,  upon  oor  privilege/ 

[They  let  km^ 
^Say,  worthy  prince,  to  whether  didst  thoo  yieUf 

BaL  To  him  in  courtesy,  to  thit  perforce; 
He  tpake  me  fair,  this  other  save  me  strokes; 
He  promised  life,  thu  other  threatened  death; 
He  won  my  love,  this  other  oooouered  me; 
And,  troth  to  say,  I  yield  myself  to  both. 

flier.  But  that  I  know  yoor  grace  for  jmt  aid 
wise. 
And  might  seem  partial  in  this  difierenoe^ 
Inforced  by  natore,  and  by  law  of  arms, 
My  tongue  shall  plead  for  young  Iloratio^s  ri|^: 


-9  Tribote  may  be  paid,  1618. 83.  SS.  ^  Car,  1618. 99. 83. 

3'  That,  1618.  9:1.  33.  >«  This,  1618. 83.  S3.  "  The,  1618.  fS»3S. 

'♦  That,  I6IH.  23.  w  Trumpet,  1618. 83. 33. 

35  TiicAre/.— See  Note  to  the  Fliit  Part  of  Jeroafma,  p.  469. 

«  Gave  them  charge,  1618. 8:1. 33.  "  Meet^,  1618. 88. 33. 

3«  The,  16  8. 8a.  33.  3»  Observes,  1618. 89. 33.  ^  As  thoegh,  I6IS. 

♦«  Free  omitted,  1619.  ♦»  Lord,  1618.  83. 33.  ♦»  The,  1616.83. 33. 

4f  So,  1618.83.33. 
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^  He  hunted  w^  that  was  a  lion's  death; 
Not  he  that  io  a  garment  wore  his  skin : 
80  hares  may  pull  dead  lions  hi  the  beard. 

King.  Content  thee,  marshal^  thou  shalt  have 
no  wrong; 
And,  for  thy  sake,  thy  son  shall  want  no  right. 
Will  both  abide  the  censure  of  my  doom  ? 

Lor.  I  crave  no  better  than  your  grace  awards. 

Hot,  Nor  I,  although  I  sit  beside  my  right. 

King.  Then»  by  my  judgment^  thus  your  strife 
shall  end: 
You  both  deserve,  and  both  shall  have  rewanL — 
Nephew,  tliou  took^it  his  weapons  and  his  horse ; 
His  weapons  and  his  horse  are  thy  rewards — 
Horatio  thou  didst  force  him  first  to  vield ; 
Hb  ransom  therefore  is  thy  valour's  fee; 
Appoint  the  sum  as  you  shall  both  agree. — 
But,  nephew,  thon  shalt  have  the  prince  in  guard, 
for  thine  estate  best  fitteth  such  a  ipest 
Horatio's  house  were  small  for  all  his  train : 
Yet  in  regard  thy  substance  passeth  his, 
And  that  just  suerdon  ^  may  befal  desert,    «  ^ 
To  him  we  y>«d  the  armour  of  the  prince.— 
How  likes  Don  Balthezar  of  this  device  f 

BnL  Right  wdl,  my  liege,  if  this  proviso  were. 
That  Don  Horatio  bear  us  companv, 
Whom  I  admire  and  love  for  chivalry. 

King.  Horatio^  leave  him  not  tl»t  loves  thee 


let  ns  hence  to  see  our  soldiers  paid, 
"vst  our  prisoner  as  our  friendly  guest, 

[Kreunt 

Iceroy,  Alexandro,  and  Villuppo. 

our  ambassador  dispatched  for  Spain  ? 
>o  day%  my  liege^  are  past  since  his 
depart. 


Fice.  And  tribote-payment  gonealong  with  him^ 

Aiex.  Aye,  my  good  lord. 

Vice.  Then  rest  we  here  a  while  in  our  unrest; 
And  feed  our  sorrows  with  some  inward  sighs ; 
For  deepest  cares  break  never  into  tears. 
But  wherefore  sit  I  in  ^^  a  regal  throne  ? 
Tbb^  better  fits  a  wretch's  endless  moan. 

[FaUs  to  the  ground. 
Yet  this  is  higher  than  my  fortune's  reach, 
And  therefore  better  than  my  state  deserves : 
Aye,  aye,  this  earth,  image  of  melancholy, 
Seeks  him  whom  fates  ^  adjudge  to  misery. 
Here  let  me  lie— Now  '^  am  1  at  the  lowest. 

Qui  jacei  in  terro^  nan  kahet  unde  cadat. 
In  me  cantumpeitvireifortuna  nocendo : 
Nil ''  wpertMt  utjam  pomi  obetu  magis. 

Yes,  fortune  may  bereave  me  of  my  crown ; 
Here,  take  it — ^Now  let  fortune  do  her  worst  i 
She  will  not  rob  me  of  this  sable  weed. 
O  no,  she  envies  none  but  pleasant  things ; 
Sudi  is  the  folly  of  despiteful  chance ! 
Fortune  is  blind,  and  sees  not  my  deserts; 
So  is  sbe  deaf,  and  hears  not  my  lamenu: 
And  could  she  hear,  yet  is  she  wilful  mad, 
And  therefore  will  not  pity  my  distress. 
Suppose  that  she  could  pity  me;  what  tlien  f 
What  help  can  be  expected  at  her  hands, 
Whose  foot  is  standing  on  a  rolling  stone. 
And  mind  more  mutable  than  fickle  winds? 
Why  wail  I  then,  Where's  hope  of  no  redress  ? 
O,  yes !  comphuning  makes  mv  grief  seem  less. 
My  late  ambition  hath  distained  my  faith ; 
My  brmch  of  faith  occasioned  bloody  wars ; 
Those  '*  bloody  wars  have  spent  my  treasure; 
And,  with  my  treasure,  my  people's  blood ; 


«'  m  teated  inU,  ftc--So,  In  Shakespeare's  King  J»kn^  A.  S.  8. 1 : 

"  Yon  are  the  hare  of  whooi  the  proverb  goes, 
**  Whose  valour  plucks  dead  liooi  by  the  beard.** 

•^  OiMrdoa— is  reword.    So,  In  the  present  scene,  p.  480 ; 

«<  Speak  on,  I'll  ^umbii  thee,  whate*er  it  be." 

ActSd: 

"  Yet  speak  the  troth,  and  I  will  ^asrdsa  thee." 

Bm  Jonson's  Cgnikia'e  Rtvelt^  A.  5.  8. 11 : 

*'  And  for  this  service  of  discovery. 
Performed  by  thee,  in  honour  of  oar  name. 
We  vow  to  guerdgm  It  with  such  due  grace. 
As  shall  become  our  bounty  and  thy  place." 

foeimUrt  A.  S.  8. 4 : 

*'  Yet  speak  the  truth,  and  I  wiU  ftMrdsa  thee, 
But  if  thou  dally  once  agahi,  thou  dicst." 


WHjfhegniUd: 


♦^  This,  1618. 83. 8S. 
20  I  am,  less. 


**  I  hope,  as  guerdon  for  mv  just  desert. 
To  have  It  for  my  detestable  acts." 

^  It,  1618. 
^  NMIt  ISSS. 


49  Adjudged,  1618.  SS.SS. 
^  These,  1683. 33. 
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And,  with  their  blood,  my  joy  And  be$t  belof^d, 
My  best  beloved,  my  sweet,  and  only  son. 
O  wherefore  went  I  not  to  war  myself? 
The  cause  was  mine,  1  might  have  died  for  both : 
My  years  were  meiiow,  his '^  bat  younft  add  men  $ 
My  death  were  natural,  biit  his  was  forced. 

Aiex,  No  doubt,  my  lieg^e,  but  stilt  the  {irinc^ 
survives. 

Vice,  Survives!  aye, where?** 

Jkx,  In  Spain ;  n  ^sonet*,  bt  mischance  of  war. 

Vice,  Then  they  biive  sUin  him  for  his  fathcr^s 
fault. 

Atae,  That  were  a  breach  to  common  law  of 
arms. 

Vice,  They  reck  no  laws  that  meditate  rev^ge. 

Aler.  His  ransom's  worth  will  stay  from  foul 
revenge. 

Vice,  No ;  if  he  lived,  the  news  would  soon  be 
here. 

Alex,  NiMT,  evil  news  fly  "  faster  still  than  good. 

Vice.  Tell  me  no  more  of  news^  for  he  is  delul. 

VilL  My  sovereign;  )>ardon  the  author  of  ill 
news, 
And  1*11  bewray  the  fortune  of  thy  son. 

Vice,  Speak  oh,  I'll  guerdon  thee^  whate*«e^ it  be; 
Mine  ear  is  ready  to  receive  ill  news ; 
My  heart  grown  nard  \;ainst  mischiefs  bttttdry. 
Stand  up,  I  say,  and  tell  thy  tale  at  large. 

Vitt,  Tlien  hear  that  '^  truth,  which  thesb  minii 
eyes  have  seen. 
When  both  the  armies  Were  in  battle  joined, 
Doti  Balthezar,  amidst  t6e  thickest  troopi^ 
To  win  renoWn,  did  wondrous  (etith  of  arms; 
Amongst  thie  rest  I  saw  hini,  hand  to  hand, 
In  siftgle  fight  with  their  lord  general, ' 
Till  Alexandra  (that  heire  cotinterf^ts 
Under  the  colour  of  a  duteous  fHend) 
Discharged  his  pistol  at  the  prince's  back. 
As  though  he  would  have  slam  thei  r  general ; 
But  therewithal  Don  Balthezar  fell  down, 
And  when  he  fell,  then  we  began  to  fly : 
But,  had  he  lived,  the  day  had  sure  b^n  ouHS. 

AUx,  O  wicked  forgery !  O  trajtVoMS  miscr^nt ! 

Vice.  Hold  thou  thy  peace. — £fut  now,  Villup« 
po,  say, 
\Vhere  then  became  the  carcase  of  my  son  ? 

VilL  I  saw  them  drag  it  to  the  ^afilsh  tentft. 

Vice,  Aye,  aye,  my  nightly  dreams  have  told 
me  this. — 


Thou  fds^  ufildifdi  niitftaMchil;  cNdt'rdM  i^m, ! 
Wherein  had  BaltHeMr  ofi^enkf^  th^e, 
That  thou  should*St  thus  hetrky  hiini  to  dtfr  fbei) 
Wfts't  Spanish  gold  dsat  hl^^Urtd  so  thide  Hd^ 
That  thou  could'st  see  no  paHof  our  deserts? 
Perchance;  b^esu^  ihod  aK  Tersl^nl'S  Idrd, 
Thou  Had'st ''  ^m«  hop6  to  ^^t  thi§  SiMk, 
If  first  diy  §6d^  and  then  ttk^^Alf  mbiet  8l4in ; 
But  thy  ambitious  thought  '*  shi^ll  lireltt  thy  i^ 
Ay^i  this  wAit  It  thtt  t&de  the^  spUl  His  Modii; 
[He  taket  the  Cromnf  ttndpuU  U  an  w<a> 
Bui  ril  Mo^  ^9  wear  it,  till  HSy  blodd  b^  tfSi 
Alex.  VduthMf^  d)Ml  ^  ^^^i|i;ik^  lo  Ifti^  itt 

Vick.  AWaV  witii  hiih  !  hi^  si^t  Is  s^lld  Heti : 
Keep  hibH  till  ^^  dfct^rmibe  of  tii)  daitM. 
If  Bahhl»e&lr  b6  dttald,  hfe  lh«ill  htft  Hvb  ^ 
VmnppO^  follOilr  OS  fol-  th^  rew^. 

VilL  ThuH  hiit^  f ,  with  Ail  ^hlddfls  fbi^  ttt^ 
Deceived  the  khlg;  b^triltM  Aiiii^  cbtiai^^ 
And  ho^  f<ik>  gd^bb  of  iny  vilWIti^.         {^Hk 


lEnier  Horatio  ani  Belim rkit 


I  A. 


.    Bel  S(|biOr  QorAti^  thi»  i»  th»  bMte  ftn^  bow 
Wherein  1  iitUM  \m^BX  th^  t6  r6Mti^ 
The  circuralitkttbe  bf  Ddlt  Ahdl^'ii  l!bitli$ 
Wtto,  living,  Wib  mjr  |:lil4«li[l'ft  tiltlst^S^  <^'  lltt#er, 
And  in  his  death  hath  buried  my  deiij^hts. 

Eor.  FOV  roVie  of  him,  ttdd  ^teMdb  to  f(h3^ 
^^  I  m  rttfb^  thU  h^ftvy  di>lbmi  tMi^; 
Ylftt  ti^r^  and  sighs,  I  fear,  will  hinder  me. 
When  both  our  armies  were  enjoined  in  ^'  figbL 
Yobr  Worl'h)  ^V\lie'r  bniidlt  le  fiiVci^t, 
Fbr  gh>py*l  cadi^  Btill  tiibmi;  at  the  fkiresi^ 
iVbs^  at  xMt  h|sc;  by  ypung  Don  KUih^&r 
Encouiitered  hand  to  hand.  Their  f%^  was  long  9 
Their  hearts  were  ereat;  their  clamours  menaciiig; 
Their  strength  alike ;  their  strokes  both  danger* 


ous 


But  wrathful  Nemesis,  that  wicked  power, 

£Av)-tftg  ytx  Andi^a's  praise  iod  wdtth^ 

Cut  short  his  ivfe,  to  end  his  praise  and  worth. 
She,.^he  herself,  dnguised  in  armour's  mask, 
(As  Pallas  wa?  before  propd  Per»mu^^ 
Bro'ugftt  in  a  ^  iresh  supply  (ift*  oatEermm, 
Whkh  t)abnche'd  \vA  horse,  and  dinged  «'  him  te 

the  ground : 
Then  young  Don  Balthezar,  with  roitfalcss  rage^ 


"  But  his,  16SS.  33.  '^  tA  wVeh;  ?  1 01  ft,  «3. 33. 

"  WUI  fly,  1618.  iS.  33.  .^^  Tfie,  |tSl8  ^.  33,  ^  Hast,  1093.  33. 

»  Tbooghts,  1618.  23.  33.  '»  Mow  1*11,  1618.   3.  33.  ^.Dem,  t6l8«  83. 33. 

$>  Chlefest,  1623.  33.  <^^  IMl  not  refiise  this  doleftil  heavy,  l6l'8.  «3.  ^. 

«'  To,  1618.  23.  33.  «  J,  ottiifr«*d,  Um.  iS,       ^ 

<^s  Dif^ei—i.  e.  threw  him  to  the  ground  %ith  Torrcle.     As,  ih  the  S^dnd  iPart  of  Ant9nw  tmi  MiUii^, 

"  Distraught  and  raying,  from  a  tarreCs  top 
He  threw  li'is  bo^y  in  the  iilgb  swoln'e  se^,  ^  ^  ^ 
And  as  he  headlong  topsie  turvie  dinged  dovintf 
He  stin  cry'd  MclUda.^' 
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TddBg  adrmiiCafie  of  his  foe's  distress, 

Did  finish  what  his  halberdiers  begun. 

And  left  not  till  Andrea's  life  was  done. 

Then,  though  too  late,  incensed  with  just  remorse, 

I,  with  my  band,  set  forth  against  the  prince. 

And  brought  him  prisoner  from  his  halberdiers. 

BeL  Would  thou  badst  shun  hhn  that  so^  slew 
my  love ! — 
But,  then,  was  Don  Andrea's  carcase  lost  ? 

Hor.  No,  that  was  it  for  which  I  chiefly  strore. 
Nor  stept  I  back  till  I  recovered  him. 
1  took  him  up,  and  wound  him  in  mine  arms. 
And  welding  ^^  htm  unto  my  private  tent, 
There  laid  him  doi»-n,  and  dewed  him  with  my 

tears. 
And  sighed  and  sorrowed  as  became  a  friend : 
But  neither  friendly  sorrow,  ^  sighs,  nor  tears, 
Could  win  pale  death  from  his  usurped  right  > 
Yet  this  I  aid,  and  less  I  could  not  do, 
I  saw  him  honoured  with  due  funeral : 
^  This  scarf  I  plucked  from  oflFhis  lifeless  arm, 
And  wear  it  in  remembrance  of  my  friend. 

BeL  I  know  the  scarf,  would  he  had  kept  it 
stiU! 
For,  had  he  lived,  he  would  have  kept  it  still, 
And  worn  it  for  his  Belimperia's  sake; 
For  twas  my  favour  at  hit  last  depart 
But  now  wear  thou ^^  it,  both  for  him  and  me; 
For,  after  him,  thou  hast  deserved  it  best ; 
And,  for  thy  kindness  in  his  Kfe  and  d^nth. 
Be  sure,  while  Belimperia's  life  endures, 
She  will  be  Don  Horatio^s  thankful  friend, 

Hor.  And,  madam,  Don  Horatio  will  not  slaqk 
Humbly  to  serve  fair  Belimperia. 
But  now,  if  your  good  liking  stand  thereto, 
m  crave  your  pardon  to  go  seek  the  prince. 
For  so  the  duke  your  fatlwr  gave  me  charge. 

BeL  Aye,  go^  Horatio,  leave  me  here  alone. 
For  solitude  best  fits  my  cheerless  mood. 

[E%it  Horatio. 
Yet^  what  pivails  to  wail  Andrea*s  death. 


From  whence  Horatio  proves  my  second  love? 

Had  he  not  loved  Andrea  as  he  did. 

He  could  not  sit  in  Belimperia's  thoughts. 

But  how  can  love  find  harbour  in  my  breast. 

Till  I  revenge  the  death  of  my  beloved  ? 

Yes,  second  love  shall  further  my  revenge : 

ril  love  Horatio,  my  Andrea's  fnend, 

The  more  to  spite  the  prince  that  wrought  his 

end. 
And  where  Don  Balthezar,  that  slew  my  love, 
Himself  now  pleads  for  favour  at  my  hands. 
He  shall,  in  ngour  of  my  just  disdain, 
Reap  long  repentance  for  ^'  his  murderous  deed ; 
For  what  was't  else  but  murderous  cuwafdice, 
So  many  to  oppress  one  valiant  knight. 
Without  respect  of  honour  in  the  fight  ^- 
And  here  he  ooroeis  that  murdered  my  deliglit* 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Balthezar. 

Lor,  Sister,  what  means  this  melancholy  walk  ? 

BeL  That,  for  a  while,  I  wish  no  company. 

Lor,  But  here  the  prince  is  come  to  visit  you. 

BeL  That  argues,  that  he  lives  in  ^^  liberty. 

BaL  No,  madam,  but  in  pleasing  servitude. 

BeL  Your  prison,  then,  (belike)  is  your  conceit  ? 

BaL  Aye,  by  conceit  my  freedom  is  enthralled. 

BeL  Then  with  conceit  enlarge  yourself  again. 

BaL  What  if  conceit  have  laid  my  heart  to  pige? 

BeL  Pay  thit  you  bdrrowed,  and  recover  i(. 

BaL  I  oie,  if  it  return  from  whence  it  lies. 

BeL  A  heartless  man,  and  live  ?  ^^  ^  miracle ! 

BaL  Aye,  lady,  love  can  work  such  miracles. 

Lor,  Tush,  tush,  my  lord,  let  go  these  ambages,^^ 
And  in  plain  terms  acquaint  her  with  your  love. 

BcL  What  boots  complaint,  when  there's  no 
remedy } 

BaL  Yes,  to  your  gracious  self  must  I  complain, 
In  whose  fair  answer  lies  my  remedy; 
On  whose  perfection  all  my  thoughu  attend, 
On  whose  aspect  mine  eyes  find  beauty's  bower ; 
In  whose  translucent  breast  my  heart  is  lod^d* 


Nash's  Lenten  St^f^  1509 :  "  For,  besides  the  loi|d  bellowing  prodigious  flaw  of  Indignation,  stirred  op 
agaiost  ne  io  my  absence  and  ezterminalioQ  from  tl^e  upper  region  of  oar  celestial  regimen,  which  hath 
£ng  fiM  In  a  manner  down  to  the  infernal  bottom  of  desolatioo,*'  &c. 

llarstOB*s  SaiirtM,  Sat  6 1 

**  Is  iingid  to  hell,  and  vulture  eates  hU  hart" 

^  5o,  omitted,  1618. 99.  SS. 

•7  irttffiij^-Carry  ij«,  or  bearii^.    So,  ia  Charchyaid's  Chalkng*^  1699,  p.  1 16 : 

**  Almes  deeds  are  dead,  and  conscience  wazeth  cold. 
World  scraU  and  scrapes,  plackes  flesh  and  fell  from  bone, 
What  conning  beads,  and  hands  can  ratch  in  hold, 
That  covetous  mindes,  doth  seeke  to  weld  alone." 

^  Sorrowcs,  1618.  S9. 99.  ^  This  scarfe  plockt  off  from,  1618.  tS.  33. 

70  Thou,  omitted,  1618. 89.  99.  7i  of,  1618.  ^3.  99. 

7«  At,  1618.  ^9.  99.  73  Lives  f  1618.  %3.  99. 
74  ^mkyei— So,  in  Wily  beguiled,  1606 : 

**  By  Jcsos,  I  cannot  play  the  dissembler, 
And  wooe  my  love  with  coortiy  ambaget,** 

VOL.  I.  3  P 


462 


SPANISH  TRAGEDY. 


[ANONTMOUf. 


BeL  Ahs^my  lord,  these  are  but  words  of  coarse^ 
And  but  device  ^'  to  drWe  me  from  this  place. 
[She  going  in,  lets  fall  her  Gkne,  which  Ho- 
BATio,  coming  out^  takes  up. 
Her.  Madan^,  your  gloVe«— 
Bel  Thanks^  good  Horatio;  take  it  for  thy 

pains. 
BaL  Signior  Horatio,  stooped  in  happy  time. 
JBor.  I  reaped  more  grace  than  I  deserved  or 

hoped. 
Lor.  My  lord,  be  not  dismayed  for  what  is  past. 
Yon  know*  that  women  oft  are  humorous :  ^^ 
These  clouds  will  overblow  with  little,  wind ; 
Let  me  alone,  V\\  scatter  them  myself. 
Meanwhile,  let  us  devise  to  spend  the  time 
^^  In  some  delightful  sporu  aiid  revelling. 

Hot,  The  king,  my  lords,  ^^  is  coming  hither 
straight, 
To  feast  the  Por^ngale  ambassador. 
Things  were  in  readiness  before  I  came. 

BaL  Then  here  it  fits  us  to  attend  the  king, 
To  welcome  hhher  our  ambassador. 
And  learn  my  father  and  my  country's  health. 

Enter  the  Banquet^  Trumpets^  King,  and  Am^ 

'  hauador. 

King.  See,  lord  ambassador,  how  Spain  intreats 
Their  pnsoner  Bahhecar,  thy  vicerojr's  son : 
We  pleasure  more  in  kindness  than  in  wars. 

Amh.  Sad  is  our  king,  and  Portin^ale  laments. 
Supposing  that  Don  Balthezar  is  slaiow . 

BaL  So  am  I  slain  by  beauty's  tyranny.-— 
You  see,  my  lord,  how  Balthezar  is  slain, 
I  frolick  with  the  Duke  of  Castile's  son. 
Wrapt  every  hour  in  pleasures  of  the  court, 
And  graced  with  favours  of  his  majesty. 

King,  Puc  off  your  greetings  till  our  feast  be 
done : 
Now  come,  and  sit  with  us,  and  taste  our  cheer. 

[Sit  to  the  Banquet, 


Sit  down,  young  prino^  yoo  are  our  aeoond  gnest: 
Brother,  sit  down ;  and,  nephew,  take  yodr  place; 
Signior  Horatio,  Wait  thou  upon  our  cap. 
For  weU  thou  bast  deserved  co  be  honoured. 
Now,  lordlings^  fall  to ;  Spain  b  Portnigale, 
And  Portingnle  is  Spain ;  we  both  are  irieiMlfl; 
Tribute  is  paid,  and  we  enjoy  our  righiw— 
But  where  is  old  Hieronimo,  oar  marshal  ? 
He  promised  us,  in  honour  of  oor  guest, 
^'  To  grace  oor  banquet  with  some  pompous  jest 

Enter  Hieronimo  with  a  Drum^  three  KnigkUt 
iach  his  'scutcheon.  Then  he  /etches  three 
Kings  ;  they  take  their  ^oans  and  them  ct^ 
tive, 

Hieronimo,  this  arndk.  colitents  my  eye. 
Although  I  sound  not  well  the  mystery. 

Hier.  Tlie  first  armed  knight,  that  hong  bis 
'scutcheon  un^ 
[He  takes  the  'scutcheon,  omd  gines  it  to  tAe 
King. 
Was  English  Robert^  Earl  of  Gloucester, 
Who,  when  King  Stephen  bore  swmy  in  Albioo, 
Arrived,  with  five  and  *^  twenty  thousand  men, 
In  Portingale ;  and,  by  soocess  of  vrar. 
Enforced  the  king,  then  but  a  Snaioen, 
To  bear  the  yoke  of  the  English  nonvcfay. 

King.  My  lord  of  Portm^e,  by  this  yoo  SH^ 
That  which  mtty  comfort  hSth  your  king  and  70a, 
And  make  your  late  diicorofert  utem  the  less^— 
But  say,  Hieronimo,  what  was  the  neit  ? 

Hier.  The  second  knight,  that  hung  hb  'tca^ 
cheon  up^  [He  does  as  he  did  kffm. 

Was  Edmund,  £arl  of  Kent,  in  Alkion, 
When  EngliA  Richard  wore  the  diadem : 
He  came  likewise  and  rased  Lisbon  walls^ 
And  took  the  king  of  Portiiwale  in  fig^t ; 
For  which,  and  otter  such-like  service  don^ 
He  after  wm  created  Duke  of  York. 

Xing.  This  is  another  special  aipunent^ 


7S  Devised,  1618. 23. 33. 

7^  K«moroit*^That  is,  act  from  caprice.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  £oery  Men  outofkis  Hm 
tioo ;  '*  When  you  come  to  plays  be  humorous^  look  with  a  good  itarch'd  face,  and  raffle  your  brow  Ukf 
a  new  boot ;  laugh  at  ootbiog  but  your  owp  jests,  or  else  as  the  noblemen  laugh." 

Dekkar's  SatiromastriXy  1600 : 


C( 


-all  our  understanding  faculties 


Sit  there  ia  their  high  court  of  parliament, 
Fnactiog  laws  to  sway  this  humorous  world, 
This  little  isle  of  man." 


The  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  4.  8. 4 : 


« 


-being  incensed  he*s  fliot. 


mer 


As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens^s  note  on  the  last  panage. 

7^  In  some  delightsome  sports  and  revellii^,  1618. 83.  33.  7S  Lord^  161 8.  S3. 33. 

^'  To  grace  our  banquet  with  tome  pompous  jest. — To  jest,  is  to  play  a  part  in  a  Twq!^,    See  Dr  FU- 

tr's  note  on  Kmg  Richard  //.  A.  1.  S.  3  : 


**  As  gentle  and  as  jocund  as  to  jest. 
>^  five  and,  omitted,  1623. 33. 
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That  Poitiogile  may  deign  to  bear  our  yoke. 
When  it  by  uttle  Eoglaod  hath  been  yoked. — 
Bat  now,  Hieronimo,  what  were  tiie  last  ? 

Hier,  The  third  and  last,  not  least  in  our  ao- 
oount,  [Doing  tu  he  did  hrfort. 

Wa9»  as  the  rest,  a  valiant  Eugu&hman, 
Brave  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Doke  of  Lancaster, 
As  by  his  'scutcheon  pUunly  may  ajppear ; 
He,  with  a  puissant  army,  came,  to  Spain, 
And  took  our  King  of  Castile  prisoner. 

AmSf.  This  is  an  argument  for  our  viceroy, 
That  Spain  may  not  insult  for  her  mocess, 
Since  English  warriors  likewise  conquered  Spain, 
And  made  them  bow  their  knees  to  Albion. 

Kmg,  Uieronimo^  I  drink  to  thee  for  this  de- 
vice, 
Which  hath  pleased  both  the  ambassador  and  me : 


Pledge  me,  Uieronimo,  if  thou  love  the  kingd— 

\Take»  the  Cup  of  Hokatio. 
My  lord,  I  fear  we  sit  but  over-long, 
Unless  our  dainties  were  more  delicate ; 
But  welcome  are  you  tu  the  best  we  have. 
Now  let  us  in,  that  you  ''  may  be  dispatched ; 
I  thiifk  our  council  is  already  set  \l^tunU 

"  Andrea,  Come  we  for  this  from  depth  of  un- 
der>ground, 
To  see  him  feast  that  gave  me  my  death's  wound  ? 
These  pleasant  sights  are  sorrow  lo  my  k>i|1  ; 
Nothing  but  league,  and  love«  and  banqueting. 

Revenge,  Be  still,  Andrea ;  ere  we  go  from  hence, 
ni  turn  their  friendship  into  fell  despight ; 
Their  love  to  mortal  hate;  their  day  to  night; 
Their  hope  into  despair;  their  peace  to  war; 
Their  joys  lo  pam ;  their  bliss  to  misery.'' 


ACT  It 


Enter  Loeenzo  and  Balthezar. 


Lor.  My  lord,  though  Belimperia  seem  thus 
coy, 
liet  reason  hold  you  in  your  wonted  joy : 
In  time  the  savage  bull  sustains  the  yoke ; 
In  time  all  haggard  hawks  will  stoop  to  lure ; 
In  time  small  wedges  cleave  the  hardest  oak ; 
^  In  time  the  flint  is  pierced  with  softest  shower ; 
And  she,  in  time,  will  fall  from  her  disdain. 
And  me  ^^  the  suffisrance  of  yoor  friendly  pain. 

BaL  No ;  she  is  wilder,  and  more  barcf  withal, 
Than  beast,  or  bird,  or  tree,  or  stooy  wall : 
But  wherefore  blot  I  Belimperia's  name  ? 
It  is  my  fault,  not  she  that  merits  blam^ 
My  feature  is  not  to  content  her  sight ; 
My  words  are  rude,  and  work  her  no  delight : 
The  lines  I  send  her  are  but  harsh  and  ill, 
Such  as  do  drop  from  Pan  and  ^  Marsia's  quill. 
My  presents  are  not  of  sufficient  cost. 
And  being  worthless,  all  my  labour's  lost 
*'  Yet  might  she  love  me  for  my  valiancy : 
Aye,  but  that's  sUinder'd  by  captivity. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  content  her  sire : 
Aye^  but  her  reason  masters  ^  his  desire.  . 
Yet  might  she  love  me,  as  her  brother's  friend : 
Aye,  but  her  hopes  aim  at  some  other  end. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  op-rear  her  state : 
Aye,  but  perhaps  she  *^  hopes  some  nobler  mate. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  as  her  beauty's  thrall : 
Aye,  but  I  fear  she  cannot  love  at  all. 

Lor,  My  Lord,  for  my  sake,  leave  these  extasies, 
And  douM  not  but  we  11  find  some  remedy. 
Some  cause  there  is,  that  lets  you  not  be  loved ; 


First  that  must  needs  be  known,  and  then  remqved. 
What  if  my  sister  love  some  other  knight  ? 
Bal.  My  summer's  day  \vill  turn  to  winter's  night 
Lor,  1  have  already  found  a  stratagem, 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  this  doubtful  theme. 
My  lord,  for  once  you  shall  be  ruled  by  rae;r 
Hinder  me  not,  whate'er  you  hear  or  see : 
By  force,  or  fair  means,  will  I  cast  about. 
To  find  the  truth  of  all  this  question  out. 
Ho,  Pedringano ! 

Enter  Pedringako. 

Ped,  Segnior! 

Lor.  Ftoii  que  presto, 

Ftd,  Hath  your  lordship  any  service  to  command 
me? 

Lor,  Aye,  Pedringano,  service  of  import ; 
And,  not  to  spend  the  time  in  trifling  words, 
Thus  stands  the  case :  It  is  not  long  thou  know'st. 
Since  I  did  shield  ^hee  from  my  father's  wrath, 
For  thy  conveyance  in  Andrea's  love; 
For  which  thou  wert  adjudged  to  banishment : 
I  stood  betwixt  thee  and  thy  punishment 
And  since  thou  know'st  how  I  have  favour'd  thee, 
Now  to  these  favours  will  I  add  reward. 
Not  with  fair  words,  but  store  of  golden  coin. 
And  lands  and  '"  living  join'd  with  dignities,       f 
If  thou  but  satisfy  my  just  demand : 
Tell  truth,  and  have  me  for  thv  Usting  friend. 

Fed.  Whate'er  it  be  your  lordship  shall  demand. 
My  bounden  duty  Inds  me  t^ll  the  truth, 
If  case  '^  it  lie  in  me  to  tell  the  truth. 

JLor,  Then,  Pedringano,  this  is  my  demand : 
I  Whom  loves  my  sister  Belimperia? 


*'  We,  1618. 93.  SS.  ^*  In  time  the  hardest  flint,  tfc  1618. 83  33. 

*'  Rule,  1618. 93.  33.  ^  Manes,  1618.  98.  33. 

*'  Yet  might  ihe  looe  mtjor  my  wdiancy  ^-Thew)lnes  teem  to  be  those  intended  to  be  ridiculed  by  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham  in  Hke  ReheanaL    See  A.  8.  S.  6  : 

**  My  lecf,  the  emblem  of  my  various  thought,  Ac  J* 
,  ^  Her,  1618. 93. 38.  «7  Lo^es,  1693. 33. 

f  >  Livings,  1618. 89. 33.  *»  In  me  It  Iks,  1618. 93*  98. 
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For  she  reposeth  all  her  trust  in  thee ; 

Speak,  man,  and  gain  both  friendship  and  reward; 

I  mean,  whom  loves  she  in  Andrea's  place ; 

Fed.  AlaM,  my  lord,  since  Don  Andrea's  death, 
I  have  no  credit  with  her  as  before ; 
And  therefore  know  not  if  she  love  or  no. 

Lot,  Nay  if  thou  dally,  then  I  am  thy  foe, 

[Draw»  hit  Sword 
And  fear  shall  force  what  friendship  cannot  win; 
Thy  death  shall  bury  what  thy  life  conceals; 
Thou  diest  for  more  esteeming  her  than  me. 

Fed,  Oh,  stay,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Yet  speak  the  truth,  and  I  will  guerdon 
thee^ 
And  shield  thee  from  whatever  can  ensue, 
And  will  conceal  whatever  proceeds  from  thee. 
But,  if  thou  dally  once  agam,  thou  diest. 

Fed.  If  madam  Belimperia  be  in  love — 

Lor.  What,  villain  !  its  and  ands  ? 

Fed.  Ob  stay,  my  lord,  she  loves  Hohitio. 

[Balthezar  $tart$  hack. 

Lor.  What  Don  Horatio,  our  knight-marshal's 
son? 

Fed.  Even  him,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Now,  say  but  how  **  know'st  thou  be  is 
her  love. 
And  thou  shalt  find  me  kind  and  liberal : 
Stand  up,  I  say,  and  fearless  tell  the  truth. 

Fed.  She  sent  him  letters,  which  myself  perused, 
Full  frau^t  with  lines,  and  arguments  of  love, 
Preferring  him  before  prince  Balthezar. 

Lor.  '^  Swear  on  this  cross,  that  what  thou 
saycst  is  true ; 
And  that  thou  wilt  conceal  whdt  thou  hast  told. 

Fed.  I  swear  to  both,  by  him  that  made  us  all. 

Lor.  In  hope  thine  oath  is  true,  here's  thy  re- 
ward : 
But.  if  I  prove  thee  perjured  and  unjust. 
This  very  sword  whereon  thou  took'st  thine  oath. 
Shall  be  the  worker  of  th^  tragedy. 

Fed.  What  I  have  said  is  true,  and  shall  for  me 
Be  still  conceal'd  from  Belim(>eria : 
Besides,  your  honour's  liberality 
Deserves  my  duteous  service,-  even  till  death. 

Lor.  Let  this  be  all  that  tliou  shalt  do  for  me : 
Be  watchful  when,  and  where  these  lovers  meet. 
And  give  me  notice  in  Sfjine  secret  sort 

Fed.  i  will,  my  lord. 

Ijor.  Then  shalt  thnu  find  that  I  am  liberal : 
Thou  know'st  that  I  can  more  advance  thy  state 
Than  she ;  be  therefore  wise,  and  fail  me  not : 
Go  and  attend  her^  as  thy  custom  is^ 
Lest  absence  make  her  thiak  thoo  dost  amiss. 

[Exit  Fed. 
Why  so :  torn  armit,  quam  infeiuo  i 
Where  words  prevail  not,  violence  prevails; 
But  gold  doth  more  than  either  of  them  botb« 


How  likes  prince  Balthezar  ^  this  stratagem? 

BaL  Both  well  and  ill :  it  makes  me  glad  and 
sad: 
Olad,  that  1  know  the  hinderer  of  my  love; 
Sad,  that  I  fear  she  hates  me,  whom  I  love; 
Glad,  that  I  know  on  whom  to  be  revenged ; 
Sad,  that  she'll  fly  me  if  I  take  revenee ; 
Yet  must  I  take  revenge,  or  die  myscSf^ 
For  love  resisted  grows  impatient. 
I  think  Horatio  be  my  destmed  plague : 
First,  in  his  hand  he  brandished  a  sword. 
And  with  that  sword  he  fiercely  waged  war, 
And  in  that  war  he  gave  roe  dangerous  woundfy 
And  by  those  wounds  he  forced  me  to  yield, 
And  by  my  yielding  I  became  bit  slave : 
Now  in  his  mouth  be  carries  pleasing  words. 
Which  pleasing  words  do  harbour  sweet  oooceilf ; 
^'  Which  sweet  conceits  are  limed  with  sly  decdls. 
Which  sly  deceiu  ^  smooth  Belimperia^  ears; 
And  through  her  ears  dive  down  into  her  hevi, 
And  in  her  heart  '^  set  him,  where  I  should  stsnd. 
Thus  hath  he  ta'n  my  body  by  his  force, 
And  now  by  slight  vvoiild  captivate  my  soul : 
But  in  his  fall  I'll  tempt  the  destinies, 
And  either  lose  my  life,  or  win  my  love ; 

Lor.  Let's  go,  my  lord,  ^  yoor  staying  stays  r^ 
veiMe: 
Do  you  but  roik)w  me,  and  gain  yoar  love. 
Her  favour  must  be  won  by  ms  remove.  [Erent. 

inter  Horatio  and  Belimpebia. 

Jfor.  Now,  madam,  since  by  favour  of  your 
love^ 
Our  hidden  smoke  is  tum'd  to  open  ilame^ 
And  that  with  looks  and  w6rds  we  feed  oar 

^  thoughts^ 
(Two  chief  contents)  where  more  cannot  be  had: 
Thus  in  the  midst  of  love's  fair  blandishments, 
Why  shew  you  sign  of  inward  langnishments? 
[Pedrimgano  tkowi  all  to  the  Frmu  ni 
Ix>RENZo,  placing  ikem  in  teeret. 
BeL  My  heart,  sweet  friend,  is  like  a  ship  at  iCl^ 
She  wisheth  port,  where  riding  all  at  ease 
She  may  repair  what  stormy  times  have  worn; 
And,  leaning  on  the  shore,*  may  sing  with  joy, 
That  pleasure  follows  pain,  and  bliss,  annoy^ 
Possession  of  thy  love  is  the  only  port, 
Wherein  my  hearty  vrith  fears  and  hopes  kmg 

rnss^d, 
Eaeh  hour  doth  wish  and  Ida;  to  make  resoit, 
^'  There  t6  repair  the  joys  that  it  hath  lost ; 
And,  sitting  safe,-  to  sing  in  Copid^s  quire. 
That  sweetest  bliss,  is  crown  of  loves  desire. 

[Balthezar  and  Lorekzo  andlr. 
BaL  Oh  sleep  mine  eyes,  see  not  my  love  prs- 
faned ; 
Be  deaf  mine  earsy  liear  n«t  my  discontent; 


*s  How  knowesf  thtfd  ibai  he,  1618. 23.  S3. 

»o  Of  this,  1618.23.35^ 

»*  Sweet,  1618.  2li,  S3.  ^^  Sets,  1618.  ^3.  SS. 

9S  There  on  repair,  1618. 23*  33. 


*^  Swear  on  this  cro«.-»See  p  44?« 
9>  This  line  oniUed,  1618.  2j.  i3. 
"  "    Oar,  1633. 
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Die,  heart,  another  joys  what  thou  desejrv^st. 

ijor.  Watch  still,  mine  ejres,  to  see  ^  this  love 
distjoioed ; 
Hear  still,  mine  ears,  to  hear  them  both  lament ; 
•'  Live  heart,  to  joy  at  fond  Horatio's  fall. 

hcL  Why  stands  Horatio  speechless  all  this 
while? 

2for.  The  lesS  I  speak^  the  more  I  meditate. 

BeL  But  whereon  dost^^  thou  chiefly  meditate? 

Hot,  On  dangers  past,  and  pleasures  to  ensue. 

"BaL  Oo  pleasures  pa^it,  and  dangers  to  ensue. 

BeL  What  dangers  and  what  pleasures  dost 
thou  mean  ? 

Har,  Dangers  of  war,  and  pleasures  of  our  love. 

Xor.  Dangersof  death,  but  pleasures  none  at  all. 

BtL  Let  dangers  go,  thy  war  shall  be  with  me  : 
But  such  a  war,  as  breaks  no  bond  of  peace. 
Speak  thou  fair  words,  Til  cross  them  with  fair 

words : 
Send  thou  sweet  looks,  111  meet  them  with  sweet 

looks: 
Write  loving  lines,  1*11  answer  loving  lines : 
Give  me  a  kiss,  Til  counter-check  thy  kiss : 
Be  this  our  warring  peace,  or  peaceful  war. 

Hot,  But,  gracious  madam,  then  appoint  the 
fields 
Where  trial  of  this  war  shall  first  be  niade. 

BaL  Ambitious  villain !  how  nib  boldness  grows ! 

Btk  Then  ^  be  thy  father's  pleasant  bower,  the 
field 
Where  first  we  vowed  a  '^  mutual  amity ; 
The  court  were  dangerous,  that  place  is  safe : 
■^'  Our  hour  shall  be,  when  Vesper  'gins  to  rise, 
That  summon^  home  '^  distressful  travellers : 
There  none  shall  hear  us  but  the  harmless  birds; 
Ilappi'y  the  gentle  nightingale 
Shall  carrol  us  asleep  ere  we  beware. 
And,  singine  with  the  prickle  at  her  breast, 
'Tell  our  delight  and  '^'  mirthful  dalliance : 
Till  then  each  hour  will  seem  a  year  and  more. 

Har.  But,  honey  sweei,  lind  honourable  love, 
Iletum  we  now  into  your  father's  sights 
Dangerous  suspicion  waits  on  our  delight. 

har.  Aye,  danger  miied  with  jealous  despight 
Shall  send  thy  soul  into  eternal  night;     [JSxetin^ 

Efiitr  King  of  Spain^  PoRTiMGiLE  Amha$$ador^ 
Don  Cyprian,  ifc. 

Kiftg.  Brother  of  Castile,  to  the  prince's  love 
What  says  vour  daughter  B^limperia  ? 

Cyp.  Although  she  coy  it,  as  becomes  her  kind. 
And  yet  dissemble  that  she  loves  the  prince ; 


I  doubt  not  I,  but  she  will  sfoop  in  time ; 
And  were  she  froward,  which  she  will  not  be^ 
Yet  herein  shall  she  follow  my  advice ; 
Which  is  to  love  him,  or  forego  mv  love. 

King,  Then  lord  embassador  of  Portingde, 
Advise  thy  king  to  make  this  marriage  up, 
For  streogth'ning  of  our  late>cohfirn^  league  i 
I  know  no  better  means  to  make  us  friends. 
Her  dowry  shall  be  large  and  litieral ; 
Besides  tl»t  she  b  daughter  and  half  heir 
Unto  our  brother  here,  Don  Cyprian^ 
And  shall  enjoy  the  moiety  of  his  land, 
I'll  grace  her  marriage  with  an  ancle's  gift : 
And  this  it  is,  (in  case  the  match  go  forward) 
The  tribute  which  you  pay  shall  be  release  a 
And  if  1^  Balthezar  she  have  a  scm. 
He  shall  enjoy  the  kingdom  .after  us. 

Amb,  I'll  make  the  motion  to  my  '^  sovereign 
liege. 
And  work  it,  if  aiy  counsel  vdaij  prevaiL 

King.  Do  so,  my  lord ;  and,  if  he  give  consent, 
I  hope  his  presence  U^re  will  honour  iriy 
In  celebration  of  the  nuptial  day ; 
And  let  '°^  himself  determme  of  the  time. 

Amb*  Will't  please  your  grace  '^  command  me 
aught  beside  ? 

King,  Commend  me  to  the  king ;  and  so  fare* 
well. . 
But  where's  prince  Balthezar,  to, take  his  leave?] 

Amb.  That  is  performed  already,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Amongst  the  rest  of  what  you  have  in 
charge. 
The  prince's  ransom  must  not  be  forgot : 
That's  none  of  miue^  but  his  that  took  him  priso- 

And  well  his  forwardness  deserves  reward  t 
It  was  Horatio,  our  knight-marshal's  son. 

Amb.  Between  us,  there's  a  price  already  pitch'^d. 
And  shall  be  sent  with  all  eoiaveiMent  speed. 

King.  Then  once  again  farewell,  my  lord. 

Amb,  Farewell,  my  lord  of  Castile^  and  che  rest. 

[Exit. 

King,  Now,  brother,  you  must  take  some  ht- 
tie  '°'  painsy 
To  win  fair  Belimperia  from  her  will  r 
Young  vir^ns  must  be  ruled  by  their  friends : 
The  prince  is  amiable,  and  loves  her  well: 
If  she  neglect  him/  and  forego  his  loV^ 
She  both  will  wroag  her  own  estate  and  ours  ; 
Therefore,  whiles  I  do  entertain  the  prioce 
With  greatest  pleasure  '^  that  our  court  alfbrds^ 
Endeavour  you  to  win  your  daughter's  thought: 


••  The,  1618. 26.  Sd.  ^  ^  . 

*7  Liw—^y^o,  in  the  first  edition.    Those  of  1618.  xJ.  S3,  have  leave.    Mr  Dodsley  reads  Itap* 

'*  Chiefly  dost  tboo,  16i8.  ^3. 53 

^  By,  1618.  yes.  S3.  »«>  Our,  1618.  8.S.  33. 

'^'  Our  kounhall  bt,  &C.— These  Hoes  describing  the  meeting  of  the  Lovdh  ktfi,  as  Master  Whalley  ob- 


lervci,  tender  and  natural.    See  Euay  en  Shakapear's  Learning  1748,  p  48. 
i,  16t3  ^3.  >°3  Sportful,  IG^!i.  53. 

«°»  Unr,  161H,  «<«  Himself,  1633.  '^  To  command,  1618. 


'"^  Paine,  1618.  «3.  S3; 


tos  Pleasures,  1618.  ^S.  53. 
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If  she  pre  back|  all  this  wifl  come  to  oongbt.       I 

\£jDeunt. 

Enter  Horatio,  Belimperia,  anci Pedringano* 

Hot.  Now  that  the  night  begins  with  sable 
wings 
To  over-cloud  the  brightness  of  the  sun, 
And  that  in  darkness  pleasures  may  be  done : 
Come,  Belimperia,  lei  us  to  the  bower, 
And  there  vx  bafetj  pass  a  pleasant  hour. 

BeL  I  fallow  thee,  my  love,  and  will  not  back, 
Although  my  fainting  heart  oontrab  my  soul. 
Hot,  Why,  make  you  doubt  of  Pedringano's 

faith? 
BeL  No,  he  is  as  trusty  as  my  second  self^— 
Go,  Pedrineano,  watch  without  the  gate^ 
And  let  us  know  if  any  make  approach. 
Fed*  Instead  of  watching,  rU  deserve  more 
gold. 
By  fetching  Don  Lorenio  to  this  match. 

[Exit  Pedrinoano. 
Hot,  What  means  my  love  ? 
BeL  I  know  not  what  myself: 
And  yet  my  heart  foretels  me  some  mischance. 
Hot,  Sweet,  say  not  so:  fair  fortune  is  our 
friend. 
And  ^^  heavens-hove  shut  up  di^,  to  pleasure  us. 
The  stars,  thou  seest  hold  back  their  twinkUng 

shine. 
And  Luna  hides  herself  to  pleasure  us. 
BeL  Thou  hast  prevaird,  III  conquer  my  mis- 
doubt, 
And  in  thy  love  and  counsel  drown  my  fear : 
I  fear  no  more,  love  now  is  all  mv  thoughts. 
Why  sit  we  not  ?  for  pleasure  asketh  ease. 
Hor.  The  more  thou  sitt'st  wiUun  these  leafy 
bowers, 
The  more  will  Flora  deck  it  with  her  flowers. 

BeL  Aye,  but  if  Flora  spy  Horatio  here, 
Herjealous  eye  will  think  I  sit  too  near. 

Hor.  Hark,  madam,  how  ihe  birds  "^  record 
by  night. 
For  joy  that  Belimperia  sits  in  sight. 

BeL  No,  Cupid  counterfeits  the  nightingale, 
To  frame  sweet  music  to  Horatio's  tale. 

'  Hor,  If  Cupid  sing,  then  Venus  is  not  far  : 
Aye,  thou  art  Veuus,  or  some  fairer  star. 

BeL  If  I  be  Venus,  thou  roust  needs  be  Mars ; 
And  where  Bfars  reigneth,  there  must  needs  be 
wars. 
Hor.  Then  thus  begin  our  wars ;  put  forth  thy 
hand, 


That  It  may  com  bat  with  my  ruder  hand. 
BeL  Set  forth  thy  foot,  to  try  the  push  of  mioe. 
Hor,  But  first  my  looks  shall  combat  agumt 

thine. 
BeL  Then  ward  thyself,  I  dart  this  kiss  at  tbeep 
jBot.  Thus  I  "'  retort  the  dart  thou  tbrew'st 

at  me. 
BeL  Nay,  then  to  gain  the  glory  of  the  field, 
My  twiniag  arms  shall  yoke,  and  nwke  thee  yield. 
Hor.  Nay,  then  mine  arms  are  large  and  isotig 
withall; 
Thus  elms  by  vines  are  compass'd  till  they  falL 

BeL  O  let  me  go,  for  iu  my  troubled  eyes 
Now  may'st  tbou  read,  that  life  in  passion  dies. 
Hor.  O  stay  a  while,  and  I  will  die  with  Uws^ 
So  shalt  thou  yield,  and  yet  have  conquered  ne. 
BeL  Who*s  there^  Pedringano?  We  aie  be- 
trayed. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  Cerberus,  sai 
Pedrinoano^  ditguiied. 

"Lot.  My  lord,  away  with  her;  "*  take  bcr 
aside— 
O  sir,  forbear;  your  valour  is  already  tried.^ 
Quickly  dispatch,  my  masters. 

Vth^y  hang  lam  in  the  Arhv, 
Hor,  What,  will  ye  murder  me  ? 
Lor,  Aye,  dius,  and  thus ;  these  are  the  frviti 
oflov&  [Th^st^km. 

BeL  O  save  his  life  and  let  me  die  for  him ; 

0  save  him,  brother,  save  him  Baltheiar; 

1  loved  Horatio,  but  he  loved  not  me. 

BaL  fiiit  Balthezar  loves  Belimperia. 
Lor,  Althouch  his  life  were  '^'  sdU  ambitioes 
proui^ 
Yet  is  he  at  the  highest  now  he  is  dead. 

BeL  Murder !  murder !  help,  Hierooinio,  help ! 
Lor,  Come,  stop  her  mouth,  away  with  her. 

lEtaaU, 

Enter  Hieronimo  in  kii  skirt. 

Hier,  What  "^  outcries  pluck  me  from  mj 

naked  bed, 
And  chill  "'  my  throbbing  heart  with  tremblioi 

fear. 
Which  never  danger  yet  could  daunt  before  ? 
Who  calls  Hieronimo  ?  speak — here  I  am. 
I  did  not  slumber ;  therefore  'twas  no  dreaoL 
No,  no,  'twas  some  woman  cried  for  help ; 
And  here  within  "^  this  garden  did  she  cry. 
And  in  this  garden  must  I  rescue  her. 
But  stay,  wlmt  murderous  spectacle  is  this ! 


^  Heaven  hath,  1619.  89.  SS. 

V.^  Jtecord— 7o  record,  anciently  signified  to  timg.    As,  in  the  Tato  Genllsmea  of  Vtrona^  A.  5.  S. ) ; 

'*  Here  can  I  sit  alone,  ameen  of  any, 

'*  And  to  the  nigfatiogale*i  coiaplalning  notes 

<•  Tune  my  dittresics,  and  rteord  my  woes.** 

^''  See  also  Mr  Steeveo8*i  Note  on  this  pasnge. 
*"Retam,l618.SS.8S.  ^ 

"^  Takt  A«r  oMide  is  printed  as  a  marginal  direcUoa,  1618.  S3. 33. 
"s  StUl  omitted,  1618. 23. 33.  "♦  Outcry  calls,  1618.  £3.  33. 

"5  Chill,  1618.  «3. 33.  »«•  The,  1618  33. 33. 
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A  man  hanf^d  up  and  all  the  mnrderere  ^ooe ! 
And  in  mj  bower,  to  lay  the  guilt  on  me ! 
This  place  was  made  for  pleasure,  not  for  death. 

[He  cuts  hirndtmn. 
Those  garments  that  he  wean  I  oft  have  seen ; 
Alas,  it  is  Horatio,  my  svreet  son ! 
Oil,  no,  but  he  "^  that  wliilome  was  my  son ! 
Oh.  was  it  thou  that  call'dst  me  from  ray  bed  ? 
Oh,  speak,  if  any  spark  of  life  remain: 
I  am  thy  father :  who  hath  slain  my  sou  ? 
What  savage  monster^  not  of  homan  kind, 
"*  Hath  herti  been  glutted  with  thy  harmless 

blood. 
And  left  th^  bloody  corpse  dishonoured  here^ 
For  me  amidst  tliese  dark  and  deathful  shades, 
To  drown  rhee  with  an  ocean  of  nqr  tears  ? 
Oh,  Heavens,  why  made  you  night  to  cover  sin  ? 
B?  day,  this  deed  of  darkness  had  not  been. 
Oh,  Earth,  why  didst  thou  not  in  time  devour 
The  "^  viled  profaner  of  this  sacred  bow'r? 
O,  poor  Horatio  ?  what  hadst  thou  misdone, 
To  leeie  tby  \M,  ere  Ufe  was  new  begun  ? 
Oh,  wicked  butcher !  whatsoe'er  thou  wert, 
How  could*st  thou  strangle  virtue  and  desert? 
Ah  me!  most  wretched,  that  have  lost  my  joy. 
In  leesing  my  Horatio,  my  sweet  boy ! 

Enter  Isabella. 

2m.  My  husband's  absence  makes  my  heart  to 
throb;— 
Hieronimo ! 

Hier.  Here,  Isabella,  help  me  to  lament, 
For  sighs  are  stopt,  end  all  my  tears  are  spent. 

Isa,  What  world  of  grief !  my  son  Horatio ! 
Oh,  Where's  the  author  of  this  endlc-ss  woe? 

Hier,  To  know  the  author  were  some  ease  of 

For  in  reven^  iliy  heart  would  find  relief- 

lio.  Then  is  he  gone  ?  and  is  my  son  gone  too? 
Oh  gush  out  tears,  fountains  afid  floods  of  tetrs: 
Blow  sighs,  and  raise  an  everlasting  storm, 
For  outrage  fits  our  cursed  wretchedness. 
'^ ''  Ah  me  !  Hieronimo,  sweet  husband,  speak  I 
^  Hier.  He  supp'd  with  us  to-night,  frolics  and 

merry, 
^  And  said,  he  would  go  visit  Balthezar, 
^  At  the  duke's  palace ;  there  the  prince  doth 

lodge. 
"  He  had  no  custom  to  stay  out  so  late, 
"  He  may  be  in  his  chamber ;  some  go  See— Ro- 

derigo,  ho. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Jaqves. 

^  iso.  Ah  me,  he  raves !  sweet  Hieronimo ! 
«  wju^  ji^Q  ^  Spain  takes  note  of  it. 


**  Besides,  he  is  so  generally  beloved, 
**  His  majesty  the  other  day  did  grace  him 
**  With  waiting  on  his  cup;  these  be  favours, 
**  Which  do  assure  me  that  he  cannot  be  long 
lived. 
**^  iso.  Sweet  Hieronimo  ! 
**  Hier,  I   wonder  how  thb  fellow  got  his 
clothes; 
**  Sirrah,  simh,  Fll  know  the  truth  of  all ; 
**  Jaques,  run  to  the  duke  of  Castile's  presently, 
''  And  bid  toy  son  Horatio  to  come  home, 
^  I  and  his  mother  have  had  strange  dreams  to^ 

night? 
^  Do  you  hear  me,  sir  ? 
^  Jaq.  Aye^  sir. 

**  Hier,  Weil,  sir,  be  gone— Pedro  come  hither; 
**  Know'st  thou  who  this  is  ? 
"  Fed.  Too  welU  sir. 

**  Hier,  Too  well!  who?  who  is  it?  peac& 
Isabella.   . 
"  Nay,  blush  not,  man. 
**  red.  It  is  my  lord  Horatio. 
**  Hier,  Ha,  ha,  St  James;  but  this  doth  make 
me  laugh, 
^  That  there  are  more  deluded  than  myself. 
•*  Fed.  Deluded ! 

^  Hier,  Ajfe,  I  would  have  sworn  myself^ 
within  this  hour, 
**  That  this  had  been  mv  son  Horatio, 
^  His  garments  are  so  like ;  ha,  are  they  not  great 
persuasions  ? 
^  ha,  0,  would  to  God  it  were  not  so ! 
*^  Hier.  Were  not,  Isabella  ?  dost  thou  dream 
it  is? 
**  Can  thy  soft  bosom  entertain  a  thought, 
**  That  such  a  black  deed  of  mischief  should  be 

done 
**  On  one  so  pure  and  spotless  as  our  son  ? 
^  Away,  I  am  ashamed. 

**  ha.  Dear  Hieronimo, 
*^  Cast  a  mure  serious  cf^e  upon  thy  grief, 
**  Weak  apprehension  gives  but  weak  belief. 
**  Hier,  It  was  a  man  sure  that  was  hanged  up 
here, 
'^  A  jouth,  as  I  remember;  I  cut  him  down. 
**  If  it  should  prove  my  son  now  after  all, 
**  Say  you,  say  you;  light,  lend  me  a  taper; 
'*  Let  me  look  a^n. 
*^  O  god  I  confusion,  mischief,  torment,  death,  and 

hell, 
**  Drop  all  your  stings  at  once  in  my  cold  bo- 

^  That  now  is  stiff  with  horror;  kill  me  quickly: 
*^  Be  gracious  to  me,  thou  infective  night. 
^  And  drop  thb  deed  of  murder  down  in  me ; 


"7 .That  who  wbilome,  1618.  "*  Here  bath,  1618.  83.  SS. 

"»  Vile,  1618.  SS..'^:!. 

>^  Mr  Hawkins  supposes  this  scene  printed  In  inverted  conmias  to  be  foisted  in  by  the  players,  it  be- 
iflf  4>mitted  in  the  second  edition. 
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^  Gird  in  my  waste  of  grief  with  thy  large  dark- 
ness, 
**  And  let  me  not  survive  to  see  the  light, 
■"  May  pat  me  in  the  mind  I  had  a  son. 

'*  Jm.  O,  sweet  Horatio !  O,  my  dearest  sonl 
*^  Hier.  How  strangely  had  I  lost  my  way  to 
grief! 
Sweet  lovely  rose,  ill  pluck'd  before  thy  dme. 
Fair  worthy  son,  not  conquered,  but  betrayed : 
ni  kiss  thee  now,  for  woras  with  tears  are  staid.** 

Jsa.  And  Til  close  up  the  glasses  of  his  sight, 
Por  once  these  eyes  were  '**  only  my  delight. 
Hier,  Seest  thou  this  handkerchief  besmeared 
with  blood  ? 
It  shall  not  from  roe,  till  I  take  revenge. 
8eest  thou  these  wounds,  that  yet  are  bleeding 

fresh? 
ni  not  entomb  them  till  I  have  ***  rcvcng'd ; 
Then  will  I  joy  amidst  my  discontent ; 
Till  then,  my  "'  sorrow  never  shall  be  spent 
lia.  The  heavens  are  just,  murder  cannot  be 
hid: 
Time  is  the  author  both  of  truth  and  right, 
And  time  will  brin^  this  treachery  to  light. 
Hier.  Mean  while,  good  Isabella,  cease  thy 
plaints, 
Or -at  the  least,  dissemble  them  awhile : 
So  shall  we  sooner  find  the  practice  out. 
And  learn  by  whom  all  this  was  brought  about 
Come,  Isabella,  now  let's  take  him  up, 

[They  take  him  up. 
And  bear  him  iu  from  out  this  cursed  place : 


ni  say  his  dirge,  singing  fits  not  his 

0  aliguii  mihi  quat  puUhrum  ter  educat  kerbaSt 

[Hieronimo  sets  his  breast  unto  his  swoni. 
Mitceatf  ei  nostra  detur  medicina  dolori : 
Aut  ii  quifacmnt  annantm  oblivia  nuxo€j 
Preheat f  ipte  metum  magnum  qudtcunfue  per  at' 

bem, 
Gramina  $ol  pukhrat  ejecit  lucii  in  ora*, 
Ip$e  beham  quicqutd  meditatur  saga  venem^ 
Quicquid  et  erarum  vt  cttca  nenia  neetit. 
Omnia  perpetiar,  kthum  quogue  dum 
Notter  in  extincto  moriatur  peetore  tenni$ ; 
Ergo  tuot  oculot  nunquamj  mea  vita,  videho^ 
Et  tua perpetuus  sepeiivit  lumiha  tomnus. 
Emoriar  tecum  iic,  sicjuvat  ire  tub  umbras, 
Attamen  adsistam  properato  cedere  Utko, 
Ne  mortem  vindicta  tuam  tum  nuHa  sequatur, 

[Here  he  throws  it  from  him,  and  bent 
the  body  away. 
'^  And,  Brought'st  thou  me  hither  to  incressa 

my  pain  ? 

1  look'd  that  Balthemr  should  hiSre  been  slais; 
But  it's  my  friend  Horatio  that  is  slain ; 

And  they  abuse  foir  Belimperia, 
On  whom  I  doted  more  than  all  the  worid. 
Because  she  lov'd  me  more  than  all  world." 
**  Reo,  Thou  talk'st  of  '^  harvest,  when  ths 
oom  is  green ; 
The  end  is  '^'  crown  of  every  work  well  done. 
The  sickle  comes  not  till  the  com  be  ripe. 
Be  still ;  and  ere  I  lead  thee  from  thb  plaoci 
ril  shew  thee  fiiilthezar  in  heavy  case.* 


ACT  III. 


Enter    Viceroy  qf  Portingale^  Nobles,  Alex* 

▲NDRO,  VlLLUPPO. 

Ftc  Unfortunate  condition  of  great  kinn. 
Seated  '^  amidst  so  many  helpless  doubts ! 
First,  we  are  placed  upon  extremest  height, 
And  oft  supplanted  with  exceeding  hate ; 
But  ever  subject  to  the  wheel  of  chance ; 
And  at  our  highest,  never  joy  we  so, 
As  we  both  doubt  and  dread  our  overthrow. 
So  striveth  not  the  waves  with  sundry  winds. 
As  fortune  toileth  in  the  afiairs  of  kings. 
That  would  be  feared,  yet  fear  to  be  belov'd 
Sith  fear,  or  love,  to  kings  is  flattery : 
For  instance,  lordlings,  look  upon  your  king, 
By  hate  deprived  of  his  dearest  son  ; 
The  only  hope  of  our  successive'^^  line. 


Noble,  I  had  not  thought  that  Alezandro*! 
heart 
Had  been  invenom'd  with  such  extreme  bate: 
But  now  I  see,  that  words  have  several  works 
And  there's  no  credit  in  the  coontenanoe. 

ViL  No;  for,  my  lord,  had  you  beheld  the 
train. 
That  feigned  love  had  coIour*d  in  bis  looks^ 
When  he  in  camp  consorted  Baltheiar, 
Far  more  inconstant  had  you  thought  the  son^ 
That  houriy  coasts  the  center  of  the  earth. 
Than  Alexandra's  purpose  to  the  prince. 

Vic,  No  more,  villuppo,  thou  hast  said  CBOuafi, 
And  with  thy  words  thou  slay'st  our  woooM 

thoughts: 
Nor  shall  I  longer  dally  with  the  world, 
Procrastinating  Alexandre's  death  ; 


""  Chiefly,  \G93.  93. 
"*  Revenge,  i6aJ3.  «S. 
'*♦  The  harvest,  1618.  S3.  S3. 
•*«  Among,  1083,33. 


^^  Sorrows,  161S.SS.  S3. 
«*'  Growne,t618.i3.39« 
'^7  Lives,  1618.  iS.  S3, 
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Go  KNtie  of  jod  and  fetdt  the  trahor  forth, 
Tbaty  as  he  18  coDdeianefi,  he  may  die. 

Enter  Alexa^dro,  with  a  Nobleman,  and  kaU 

berii. 

Noble,  III  such  extremes^  will  nooght  bot  pa- 

t?eiioe  serve. 
Alex.  But  in  extreme^  what  patience  shall  I 
us^? 
Nor  discontents  it  m^  to  leare  the  world, 
With  whom  there  miiUmg  can  prevail  bat  wrong. 
Noble,  Vet  hope  the  best. 
Alex.  Tis  heaven  is  my  hope; 
As  for  the  earth,  h  is  too  much  ***  infect. 
To  yield  me  hope  of  any  of  her  mould. 

^tce;  Why  linger  ye  ?  bring  forth  that  daring 
fiend. 
And  let  hhn  die  for  his  aocarsed  deed. 

Alex,  Not  that  I  fear  the  extrenmy  of  death, 
(For  nobles  camrac  stoop  to  se^vHe  fear) 
Do  I,  O  king  !  thus  discontented  live. 
But  this,  O  this  torments  ray  labourhig  soof, 
That  thus  I  die  suspected  of  a  sin,' 
Whereof,  as   heavens  have   known  my  secret 

thooji^hts, 
So  am  I  free  from  this  suggestion. 

Vice,  No  more,  I  say ;  to  the  '^  tortares  widi 
him; 
Bind  him,  and  bum  his  body  in  those  flames. 

[T%ey  bind  him  to  the  Stake, 
That  shall  prefigure  those  unquenched  fires 
Of  Phlegeton,  prepared  for  his  soul. 
Alex,  My  guiltless  death  will  be  avenged  on 
thee. 
On  thee,  Villuppo,  that  hath  maliced  thus ; 
Or  "°  for  thy  meed  hast  falsely  me  accused. 
ViL  Nay,  Alexandre,  if  thou  menace  me, 
1*11  lend  a  hand  to  send  thee  to  the  lake, 
Where  those    thy  words  shall  perish  with^  thj 

works ; 
L^urioos  traitor,  monsti^s  homicide ! 

Enter  Ambastador, 

Amb.  Stay,  hold  a  while;  and  here  (with  par- 
don of 
His  majesty)  lay  hands  upon  Villuppo. 

Vice,  Embassador,  what  news  hath  urged  this 
sudden  entrance  ? 

Amb,  Know,  '^'  sovereign  lord,  that  Balthezar 
doth  live. 

Vice*  What  sa/st  thou,  liveth  Balthezar  our 
son? 


Amb.  Your  bighness*  ton,  lord  Balthezar,  doth 
ive, 
And  well  intreated  in  the  court  of  Spain, 
Humbly  commends  him  to  your  majSesty ; 
These  eyes  beheld,  and  these  my  followers, 
With  these  the  letters  of  the  king's  '^^  commends, 

[Ciivei  him  Letters, 
Are  happy  witness  of  his  highness'  health. 

[The  King  looks  on  the  Letter^  and  proceeds, 
"  Vice,  Thy  son  doth  live,  your  tribute  is  rer 
orived ; 
"  Thy  peace  is  made,  and  we  are  satisfied ; 
'^  The  rest  resolve  upon  as  things  proposed 
'*  For  both  our  honours,  and  thy  benefit. 

Amb,  These  are  his  hi^hhess  farther  articles. 

[Oives  him  more  Letters, 
Vice.  Accursed  wretch,  to  intimate  these  ills 
Against  the  life  and  reputation 
Of  noble  Alexandro !  Come,  my  lord,  unbind  him  ; 
Let  him  nnbind  thee,  that  is  bound  to  death. 
To  make  a  quital  for  thy  discontent. 

[They  uvShindhim, 
Alex,  Dread  lord,  in  kindness  you  could  do  no 
less. 
Upon  report  of  such  a  damned  fact ; 
But,  thus  we  see  our  innocence  hath  saved 
The  hopeless  life  which  thou,  Vilhippo,  sought 
By  thy  suggestions  to  have  massacred. 

Vice,  Say,  false  Villuppo,  wherefore  didst  thou 
thus 
Falsely  betray  lord  Alexandro's  life  ? 
Him,  whom  thou  knowest  that  no  onkindness 

else, 
But  even  the  slaughter  of  our  dearest  son. 
Could  '^^  once  have  moved  us  to  have  miscon- 
ceived. 
Alex.  Say,  treacherous  Villuppo,  tell  the  king ; 
Or  wherein  hath  Alexandro  used  thee  ill  ? 

VU.  Rent  with  remembrance  of  so  foul  a  deed, 
yiy  134  guilty  soul  submits  me  to  thy  doom ; 
For,  not  fof  AleXandro*s  injuries 
But  for  rewa  d,  and  hope  to  be  preferr'd 
Thus  have  I  shamelessly  hazarded  his  life. 
Vice,  Which,  villain,  shall  be  ransomed  withr 
thy  death. 
And  not  so  mean  a  torment  as  wc  here 
Devised  for  him,  who  thou  saidst  slew  our  son ; 
But  with  the  bitter'st  torments  and  extremes, 
That  may  be  yet  invented  for  thine  end. 

[Ale>(andro  seems  to  entreat, 
Intr^at  me  not, — go  take  the  traitor  hence. — 

[ExUVll^LWtQ. 


JLmM 


VOI^I, 


'^s  Infected,  161  a. ».  39. 

'^'  '/ortures  wheH — The  alteration  beiv  aiopted  was  made  by  Mr  Dodslcy. 

'3®  Of,  i6l8.*i3.  S8. 

*3>  Know  sovereign  i  that— 1618 

Kniw  my  sovcraigne  that — l62S.  S3. 
*3*  Commend,  1618.  'iS.  33. 
'33  Could  never  once  movent— 1633* 
>S4  GHiltful,  1^18.23.33. 
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And,  Alexatfidro,  let  us  honour  tliee 

With  public  notice  of  thy  loyalty. 

To  end  those  tbiugft  '^'  articulated  b€re 

By  our  great  lord,  the  mighty  king  of  Sfmin, 

We  with  our  counsel  will  deliberate : 

Come,  Alexandra,  keep  us  company.     [  Exeunt, 

Enter  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  Oh  eyes !  no  eyes,  but  fountains  fraught 

with  tears; 
Oh  life  !  no  life,  but  lively  form  of  death : 
Oh  world  !  no  world,  but  mass  of  public  wrongs. 
Confused  and  fill'd  with  murder  and  misdeeds. 
Oh,  sacred  heav*ns !  if  this  unhallowed  deed, 
If  this  inhuman  and  barbarous  attempt; 
If  this  iocompardble  murder  thus 
Of  mine,  but  now  no  more  my  'son. 
Shall  unreveaPd,  and  unrerenged  pass ; 
How  should  we  term  your  dealings  to  be  just, 
If  you  unjustly  deal  with  those  that  in  your  ju»- 

ticc  trust?     ' 
The  night,  sad  secretary  to  my  moans. 
With  direful  visions  wakes  my  vexed  soul, 
And  with  the  wounds  of  my  distressful  son 
Solicits  me  fpr  notice  of  his  death. 
The  ugly  fiends  do  sally  forth  of  hell, 
And  frame  my  steps  to  unfrequented  paths, 
'^^  And    fear  my  heart  with  tierce   inflamed 

thoughts. 
The  cloudy  day  my  "^  discontents  records^ 
Early  begins  to  register  my  dreams, 
And  drives  me  forth  to  seek  tlie  murderer. 
Eyes,  life,  world,  heav'ns,  bell,  night,  and  day, 
See,  search,  shew,  send  'some  man, 
Some  mean  that  may —  I A  Letter  falleth. 

What's  here,  a  letter  ?  tush,  it  is  not  so : 
^  letter  written  to  Hieronimo  ?  [Red  ink. 


For  want  qfinkj  receive  thU  bloody  wprit ; 
Me  hath  my  hapten  brother  hid  from  thu: 
Revenge  thyu^fpn  Balthezar  and  him : 
For  those  were  they  that  murdered  thy  ion, 
HieronimOy  revenge  Horatio*t  deaths 
And  better  far  than  Bdunneria  dotk, 
What  means  this  unexpectecl  minu^le  ? 
My  aon  slain  by  Lorenzo,  and  the  pripoe ! 
What  cause  had  they  Horatio  to  malign  ? 
Or  what  might  move  thee,  Belimperia, 
To  accuse  thy  brother  had  be  been  the  mem? 
Hieronimo,  beware,  thou  art  betrayVt, 
And  to  intrap  thy  life,  this  train  is  laid  : 
Advise  thee  therefore,  be  not  creduloos; 
This  is  devised  to  endanger  thee. 
That  thou,  by  this,  i<orenzo  sbouldst  accuse : 
And  he,  for  the  dishonour  done,  should  draw 
Thy  life  in  question,  and  thy  name  in  bate. 
Dear  was  the  life  of  my  beloved  son, 
And  of  his  death  behove^  me  be  revenged : 
Then  hazard  not  thine  own,  Hieronimo ; 
But  live  to  efiect  th^r  resolution. 
I  therefore  will  by  circumstances  trj, 
What  I  can  gather  to  confirm  this  writ ; 
And  '3'  heark'ning  near  the  duke  of  Castile^ 

house, 
Close,  if  I  can,  with  Beliropcrifly 
To  listen  more ;  but  nothing  to  '^^  bewray. 

Enter  Pedrisgaro. 

Hier»  Now»  Pedringano ! 

Fed.  Now,  Hieronimo ! 

Hier.  Where's  thy  lady? 

Fed.  I  know  not :  here's  my  lord. 

J^nter  Lorehzo. 
tjoic.  How  now,  who's  this,  Hieronimo? 


>3'  Articula(ed^\.  e.  exhibited  in  articles.  See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  Finf  Part  ot  Hmry  IV.  A. 

'36  And  fear  my  heart  with  fierce  h^lamed  thought^.    The  verb /ear  is  often  osed  by  our  anciciit  wrilcfi 
in  the  sense  of  frighten^  or  make  afraid :    As,  in  Every  Man  in  hit  Uumearj  A.  3*  S.  7  : 


i( 


-(he  shall  not  go)  I  but /ear  the  knave." 


Sejanui  his  Falif  A*  4  t 


c« 


fronimee« 


His  subtilty  hath  chose  this  doabliog  line. 

To  hold  him  even  in :  not  so  to  fear  hiin,  * 
"  As  wholly  put  him  out,  and  yet  give  check 
'*  Unto  his  farther  boldness/*— 

A  Fair  Quarrel,  A.  S.  8. 1 : 

**  Coold  bat  my  scale  resolve  my  caose  were  jast, 
'*  Earth's  roountaine,  nor  8ea*t  surge,  should  hide  him 
**  hue  to  hell's  threshold  would  1  follow  him, 
"  And  see  the  iilanderer  in  before  1  left  bim, 
*'  Bni  as  it  is  it  fearet  me." 

Euphuet  and  his  England,  p.  \9S :  '<— nor  the  threatnings  of  kings  (which  are  perillons  to  a  prince), 
<<  uor  the  penwasions  of  Papists  (which  are  bonny  to  the  mouth)  could  either /ear  Atr,  or  allare  hir,  &c^ 

The  Curtain  Drawer  of  the  World,  I6U,  p.  4fl  :  "—if  he  shall /eare  us  out  of  our  wits  with  strufe 
"  words,  &c." 

'37  Discontent,  1618, 23  33.  »3S  Hearken,  1618,  «3. 33. 

»39  Bewray^ewray,  which  at  present  has  only  a  dirty  meaning,  aiiclently  signified  to  betray,  to  diocootr, 

Mr  Stcevens'sAotcoaKt>^Lr«r,A  S.  S.  «• 
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Hier,  My  lord. 

FetL  He  asketh  for  my  ladj  Beliroperia. 

Lor.  What  to  do,  Hieronuno?  the  duke  my 
father  bath 
Upon  some  disgrace  a  while  removed  her  hence : 
But  if  be  aught  I  may  inform  her  of, 
Tell  me,  Hieronimo,  and  Til  let  ber  know  it. 

Hier,  Nay,  nay,  my  lord,  I  thank  you,  it  shall 
not  need, 
I  bad  a  suit  unto  her,  but  too  late. 
And  ber  disgrace  makes  me  unfortunate. 

Lor,  '^  Why  so,  Uieronimo  ?  use  me. 

**  Hier,  Vfho  you,  my  lord  f 
**  I  reserve  your  favour  for  a  greater  honour. 
**  This  is  a  very  toy,  my  lord,  a  toy. 

^  Lor,  All's  one,  Hieronimo,  acquaint  me  with  it . 

<«  Hier.  Tfaith,  my  lord,  'titf  an  idle  thing,  I 
must  confess, 
*'  I  ba'  been  too  slack,  too  tardy,  too  remiss  unto 
your  honour. 

^  Lor.  Uow  now,  Hieronimo  ? 

^  Hier.  In  trotb,  my  lord,  it  is  a  thing  of  no- 
tning; 
^  The  murder  of  a  son,  or  so  : 
^  A  thing  of  nothins,  my  lord.'' 

Lor.  Why,  then  farewell. 

Hier,  My  grief  no  heart,  my  thoughts  no  tongue 
can  telL  [Exit. 

Lor,  Come  hither,  Pedringano;  see*st  thou 
this? 

Fed,  My  lord,  I  see  it,  and  suspect  it  too. 

Lor.  This  is  that  damn'd  villain,  Serberine, 
That  hath,  I  fear,  reveafd  Horatio's  death. 

Fed,  My  lord,  he  could  not,  'twas  so  lately  done ; 
And  since,  he  hath  not  left  my  company. 

Lor,  Admit  he  have  not,  his  condition's  such, 
As  fear  or  flattering  words  may  make  him  false. 
I  know  his  humour,  and  therewith  repent 
That  e*er  I  used  him  in  this  enterfirise. 
But,  Pedrin|ano,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
And  'cause  I  know  thee  itecret  as  my  soul, 
Here,  for  thy  farther  satisfaction,  take  '^'  thou  this, 

[Gives  him  more  Gold. 
Aiid  hearken  to  me ;  '^  thus  it  is  devised^ 
This  night  thou  must,  (and  pr'ythee  so  resolve) 
Meet  Serberine  at  St  Lingis  park : 
Thou  know'st  'tis  here  hard  by  behind  the  house; 
There  take  thy  stand,  and  see  thou  strike  him 

sure; 
Fur  die  he  must,  if  we  do  mean  to  live. 

Fed.  But  how  shall  Serberine  t>e  there,  my  lord? 

Lor.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  send  to  him  to  meet 
The  Prince  and  me,  where  thou  must  do  this  deed. 

Fed*  It  shall  be  donei  my  lord,  it  shall  be  done ; 


And  ni  go  arm  myself  to  meet  him  there. 
Lor,  When  things  shall  alter,  as  I  hope  they 
will. 
Then  shalt  thou  mount  for  this :  thou  know'st  my 

mind« 
Che  lejeron  I  [Exit  Pbdbikgamo  , 

Enter  FagIl 

Fage,  My  lord ! 

Lor,  Gu,  sirrah,  to  Serberine,  and  bid  him 
forthwith 
Meet  the  prince  and  me  at  St  Lingis'  park, 
Behind  the  house,  this  evening,  boy; 

Page.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Lor,  But,  sirrah,  let  the  hour  be  eight  a  dock : 
Bid  him  not  fail. 

Fage,  I  fly,my  lord*  [Exit, 

Lor,  Now  to  confirm  the  complot  thou  bast 
cast, 
dt  all  these  practices,  I'll  spread  the  watch. 
Upon  precise  commandment  frpm  the  king. 
Strongly  to  guard  the  place  where  Pedringano 
This  night  shall  murder  hapless  Serberine. 
Thus  must  we  work,  that  will  avoid  distrust. 
Thus  must  we  practise  to  prevent  mishap : 
And  thus  one  ill  another  must  expulse. 
This  sly  inquiry  of  Hieropimo 
For  Belimperia  breeds  suspicion, 
And  this  suspicion  bodes  a  farther  ill. 
As  for  myself,  I  know  my  secret  fault, 
And  so  do  they ;  but  I  have  dealt  for  them : 
They  that  for  coin  ibeir  souls  endangered, 
To  save  my  life,  for  coin  shall  venture  theirs; 
And  better  'tis  that  base  companions  die. 
Than  by  their  life  to  hazard  our  good  haps ; 
Nor  shall  they  live,  for  me  to  fear  their  faith : 
I'll  trust  myself,  myself  shall  be  my  friend : 
("or  die  they  shall ;  slaves  are  ordain'd  '^'  to  no 
other  end.  .  [Exit, 

Enter  Pedringano  with  a  FistoL 

Fed,  Now,  Pedringano,  bid  thy  pistol  hold ; 
And  hold  on,  fortune,  once  more  favour  me. 
Give  but  su<:cess  to  mine  attempting  spirit, 
And  let  me  shift  for  taking  of  mine  aim. 
H^re  is  the  gold,  this  is  the  gold  proposed. 
It  is  no  dream  that  I  adventure  for. 
But. Pedringano  is.pos8est  thereof; 
And  he  that  would  not  strain  his  conscience 
For  him,  that  thus  his  liberal  purse  had  stretcht, 
Unworthy  such  a  favour  may  he  fail ; 
And  wishine,  want,  when  such  as  I  prevail : 
As  for  the  tear  of  apprehension, 
I  knoW,  if  need  should  be,  my  noble  lord 


'^  Whjf  fo,  &c.— Thb  scene  likewise  Is  r^ected  by  Mr  Hawkins.    Instead  of  it,  Hieronimo  says  • 

'*  O,  no  my  lord  ;  I  dare  not,  it  mast  not  be  : 
*(  i  humbly  thank  your  lordship.'* 

»♦■  Thee,  1023.  33.  »**  — Thu«  it  is  difgutsM,  1618.  23.  33. 

"♦J  For,  1618.83  33; 
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Will  sfauid  between  »•  aid  eneuing  harms :         \ 
Besides,  rhis  place  it  free  fram  all  '^  suspect 
tiere  therefore  will  I  stay,  and  take  my  staod. 

Enter  the  Watch. 

1  Wateh,  I  wonder  much  to  what  intent  it  ia^ 
That  we  are  thus  expressly  charged  to  watch. 

8  Watch.  Tis  .by  commandment  in  the  king*s 

own  name. 
8  Watch,  fiut  we  were  never  wont  to  '^'  watch 

and  '^  ward 
So  near  the  dnke  his  "^^  brother's  house  before. 

2  Watch.  Content  yourself,  stand  close^  there^ 

somewhat  in't. 

Enter  S^rberike. 

Ser.  Here,  Serberine,  attend  and  stay  thy  pace. 
For  here  did  Don  Lorenao's  page  appoint, 
That  thou  by  his  command  should'st  meet  with 

him: 
How  fit  a  place,  if  one  were  so  disposed ! 
Methinks  this  comer  is  too  close  with  one. 
Fed.  Here  comes  the  bird  that  I  must  seize 
upon: 
Now,  Pednngano,  or  never,  phiy  the  man. 

Ser.  I  womier  that  his  lordship  stays  so  long, 
Or  wherefore  should  he  send  for  me  so  late  ? 
Fed,  For  this,  Serberine,  and  thou  shalt  ha't. 

[Shoot*  the  Dag.^ 
So,  there  be  lies;  my  promise  is  performed. 

The  WiUch. 

1  Watch.  Hark,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  pistol  shot. 
S  Watch.  And  here's  one  slaiu;  stay  the  mur- 
derer. 
FtdL  Now  by  the  sorrows  of  the  souls  in  hell, 

[He  ttrives  with  the  Watch. 


Who  first  lays  hold  on  me,  HI  be  his  priest 

S  Watch.  Sirrah,  confess,  and  therein  play  the 
priest; 
Why  hast  thou  thus  unkindly  kilKd  the  man  ? 

Fed.  Why  ?  because  he  walk'd  abroad  so  late. 

3  ITafcA.  Come,  Sir,  y<io  had  better  kept  your  bed, 
Than  have  committed  this  misdeed  so  late. 

9  Watch.  Come,  to  the  marshaFs  '^  with  die 
murderer. 

1  Watch.  On  to  Hieronimo*a :  '^  help  me  heie 
To  bring  the  murdered  body  with  us  too. 

Fed.  Hieronimo^  ?  carry  me  before  whom  yea 
will, 
Whate'er  he  be,  HI  answer  him  and  too. 
And  do  your  worst,  for  I  defy  you  all.    [E^tinlt. 

l^nter  I^oiienzo,  and  Ba^lt^^ar. 

BaL  How  now,  my  lord,  what  makes  yoo  ri» 
so  soon? 

Xor.  Fear  of  preventing  oar  mishaps  too  late. 

Bal.  What  mischief  is  it  that  we  not  mtstrost? 

Lor.  Our  greatest  ills  we  least  mistrust,  my  k>rd; 
And  unexpected  harms  do  hurt  os  most 

Bid.  Why,  tell  me,  Don  Lorenzo,  tell  me,  mao^ 
If  aught  concerns  our  honour,  and  your  own  ? 

lor.  '''Nor  you,  nor  me,  my  lord,  but  both  io 
one: 
For  I  suspect,  and  the  presumption*s  great. 
That  by  those  base  confederates  in  our  fauh. 
Touching  the  death  of  Don  Horatio, 
We  are  betray'd  to  old  Hieronimo. 

BaL  Betray'd,  Lorenzo  ?  tush  !  it  cannot  be. 

JLor.  A  guilty  conscience,  urged  with  the  thought 
Of  former  evils,  easily  cannot  err : 
I  am  persuaded,  and  dissuade  roe  not. 
That  all's  revealed  to  Hieronimo, 
And  therefore  know,  that  I  have  cast  it  thm. 


'♦♦  Suspeci— Suspicion 

>4s^^a/cA  andteard—Theae  are  terms  used  in  several  modem  arts  of  parliament,  fbr  that  coiuesHiaa 
whi<;b  is  paid  In  the  ('ity  of  Londoo  to  excuse  the  attendance  which  formerly  every  houti^boldcr  wai 
obliged  to  give  in  person  to  walch  in  his  respective  toard.  See  Stows  Survey^  VoL  II.  p.  38S.  8lrypc*< 
Edition  17*  0. 

^^  Nor,  1618  23  SS.   -  '^^  BroMer'*  omitted,  1618.  23.  33. 

Dag — The  ancient  name  tof  a  pittol.    So,  in  Ardtn  q/  Fevtrtham :  ^ 

'*  Or  dare  abide  the  noise  tho  dagge  will  make/' 
.Again, 

"  I'll  leave  you  and  atyonr  dag's  discharge**' 
Again, 

''  My  dagge  was  leavelled  at  his  hart. 

Jack  DrunCt  Entertainment^  16l(t,  A.  5  : 

/^  With  I  Sir,  yes  Sir,  and  so  8ir,  at  each  word, 
*'  Whilst  he  would  shew  me  how  to  hold  the  daggtj 
*■*  lo  draw,  the  cock,  to  charge  and  set  the  flint. 

Roger  Ascharo's  WorkXf  4to.  by  Bennet,  p.  21  :  *^  I'he  I'rioce  yet  always  bare  hymsdfo  so  wisely,  that 
"  he  could  not  without  some  sturre  be  thrust  downe  openly :  and  rldyng  on  hisjoamey,  he  was  c»ceshet 
**  with  a  dagfi^e  secretly. 

'4^  Marshall,  i(  iH.  23.  33.  '^^  Hieronimo,  1618.  23.  33* 

'5'  ^ot,  1618.  23.  33. 
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Enter  Page. 

Out  hcM?&  th€  Fiig«— How  now,  wha*  Mdrt  will 
theei> 

FoM,  Mr  lord*  Strberino  it  Mok 

Bm,  Whtiy  8epbeiiine  ny  nuui  ? 

P^^  YoMi  hagbneM*  mail,  my  loitL 

Xor.  Spoak,  Fapa,  whamunlered  hifl»^ 

Page,  He  that  la  appffabendMi  for  the  fact. 

Lor.  Who? 

Pace.  Pednngana. 

BU  '*^  is  SavbeiwM  alaia,  that  bvcd  hia  lord 
90  well  ? 
lajnrioiia  villai» !  oMirdefer  of  hia  Cnaod/! 

Lor,  Hath  P^fioiiaiio  murdered  Sarberin»? 
My  lord,  let  me  intreat  you  to  take  the  pains 
To  eaatpamta  and<  hasten  his.  revenpw ; 
With  your  complaints  unto  my  lord  tbe  king^ 
This  their  dissension  breeds  a  greater  doubt 

BaL  Assure  thee,  Don  L^ireiixo^  he  shall  die. 
Or  else  his  bighnebs  hardly  shall  deny. 
Meanwhile  I  haste  the  marshal  sessions : 
For  die  be  shall  for  this  bis  damned  deed. 

[Bjtit  Balthesar. 

Lor,  Why  so,  this  fits  our  former  pohcy. 
And  thoa  expesienoe  bids  the  wiise  to  deal : 
J  lay  the  plot,  he  proseoatea  the  point : 
I  set  the  tmp,  he  breakn  the  worthless  twigs. 
And  sees 'not  that  whevewitb  the  bird  was  ''^ 

lim'd. 
Thus  hopeful  men,  diat  mean  to  hold  their  own, 
Must  look  like  fowlers  to  their  dearest  friends ; 
He  runs  to  kill,  whom  I  have  ^'^  bolp  to  catch. 
And  no  man  knowait  waa  my  reaching  fetch. 
Tia  hard  to  trust  unto  a  multitude^ 
Or  any  one  in  mine  opinion. 
When. men  themselaea  their  secrets  will  reveal. 

Enter  a  Messenger  with  a  Letter, 

Lor,  Boy, 

Page,  My  lord. 

Xor.  What*»  ha  ^ 

Mes,  1  have  a  letter  to  your  lordship. 

Lor.  From  wheuce? 

Jfefet.  From  Pedringano,  that's  imprison'd. 

Lor,  So,  he  is  '^'  in  prison  then  ? 

JMes,  Aye,  my  good  iordi 

Lor,  What  would  he  with  us  ? 


He  wrilea  w  hoie^  To  ^tsniy  moott  LanemOf  mad 

heif  kirn  im  distress^  «db. 
Tell  bkn,  I  luve  h»  letters,  kjiow  hia  mind; 
And  what  we  aiiay^  let  him  assure  him  of. 
Fellosr  be  gone,  my  boy  shall  follow  thee. 

[Exit  Mu$tngwr: 
This  works*  like  wait;  yetonoa  more  try  thy  wits* 
Bo|(,  go^  convey  this  purse  to  Pednngaao, 
Thou  know'st  the.  prison,  closely  give  it  himi 
And  be  advised  thttt  none  be  tbera  about  : 
Bid  him  be  merry  still,  but  seoset ; 
And  though  the  marshall  '^^  sessiona  be  to<day^ 
Bid  him  not  doubt  of  his  deliverj^; 
Tell  him,  his  pardon  is  already  sign*d  : 
And' thereon  bid  him  boldly  be  resolv'd ; 
For  were  he  ready  to  be  turned  off, 
(As  'tis  my  wall  the  uttermost  be  tried) 
Thou  with  hi$w  pardon  shalt  attend  him  sdll ; 
Shew,  him  tliia  boi,  tell  him  his  pardon's  in't : 
But  open't  not^  and  if  thoo  lov'st  thy  lifo : 
But  let  him  wisefy  keep  his  hopes  unknown. 
He  shall  not  want  while  Don  Loreaoo  lives :  away; 
Page,  I  go,  my  lord^  I  run.  [Exit  Pttge^ 

Lor,  But,Airnih,  see  that  this  be  cleanly  done* 
Now  staocb  our  fortune  em  a  '^'  tickle  point, 
And  now  or  never  end  Lorenzo's  doubts ; 
One  only  thing  is  une£fected  yet^ 
And  that's  to  see  the  executioner. 
But  to  what  end  ?  '^*  I  list  not  trust  the  air 
With  utterance  of  our  pretence  therein ; 
For.  fear  the  privy-  whispering  of  the  wind' 
Convey  our  words  amongst  unfriendly  ears^ 
That  lie  too  open  to  advantages, 

Et  quel  che  voglio^  io  nessun  lo  sa, 
Intendo  io  quel  mi  baatat^a*  [Mtit, 

Enter  Boy  with  the  Box, 

Boy,  My  roaster  hath  forbidden  me  to  look  in 
this  box;  and  by  my  '^^  troth  'tis  likely,  if  he  had 
not  warned  me,  I  should  not  have  bad  so  much 
idle  time :  for  we  '^  menskind  in  our  minority 
are  like  women  in  their  uncertainty;  that  they 
are  most  forbidden,  they  will  soonest  attempt : 
so  I  now.— By  my  '^'  bare  honesty,  here's  nothing 
but  the  bare  empty  box.:  were  it  not  sin  against 
secrecy,  1  would  say  it  were  a  piece  of  gentle- 
man-like knavery*  I  must  go  to  Pedringano,  and 
tell  him  his  pardon  is  in  this  box ;  nay,  I  would 


'5*  I,  Serberhie,  I6l».  9S,  .^3. 
"3  Xim^d.— 'I.  e.  snared,  or  entangled^  as  a  bird  with  bird-lime.  So,  io  Much  ado  about  Nothings  A.  3.  S.  I* 

*'  She's  limd^  1  warrant  you  i  we  have  caught  her,  madam." 

Arden  ofFeversham : 

*• ©are  more 

*'  Lime  well  >oar  twigs,  to  catch  this  wary  bird." 

"♦  Hope,  \im,  33.  '«  Iroprison'd,  I6IH.  v3.  33.  '«  Manballs,  1618.  SS.33^ 

»57  TicA/c— See  Mr  Steevem's  hote  on  the  Second  Pait  of  Henry  VI.  A.  1.  8.  1. 
»«  I  omitted,  1618.  23.  3:-.  '^9  Honesty,  »618.  23.  33. 

"•^  Men-kiud,  IGIS.  23.  33.  »•'  Credit,  I6lb.  23.  33. 
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have  sworn  it,  had  I  not  siien  the  contrary.  I 
cannot  cbuse  but  tmile,  to  think  how  the  Tillain- 
wili  flout  the  gallowsy  scorn  the  audience,  and 
descant  on  the  hangman ;  and  all  presuming  of 
his  pardon  from  hence.  Wit*t  not  bean'odd  jest, 
for  me  to  stand  and  grace  e? ery  jest  he  makes, 
pointing  my  iinger  at  this  box,  as  who  '^^  would 
say,  mock  on,  here's  thy  warrant?  Is*t  not  a 
•curvy  jest,  that  a  man  should  jest  himself  to 
death  ?  Alas !  poor  PMringano,  I  am  in  a  sort 
sorry  for  thee ;  but,  if  I  should  be  han(^d  with 
thee,  I  cannot  '^^  weep. 

Enter  Hi  ebon  i  mo  and  the  Deputy, 

Ifier*  Thus  must  we  toil  in  other  men's  ei- 
■tremes. 
That  know  not  how  to  remedy  our  own ; 
And  do  them  justice,  when  unjustly  we, 
For  all  our  wrongs,  can  compass  no  redress. 
But  shall  1  never  live  to  see  the  day, 
That  I  may  come,  by  justice  of  the  heavens^ 
To  know  the  cause,  that  may  my  cares  allay  ? . 
This  toils  my  body,  this  consumeth  age. 
That  only  I  to  all  men  just  must  be. 
And  neither  gods  nor  men  be  just  to  me. 

Dep,  Worthy  Uieronimo,  your  oflSoe  asks 
A  care  to  punish  such  as  do  transgress. 

Hier.  So  is't  my  duty  to  regard  his  death. 
Who  when  he  lived,  deserved  my  dearest  blood. 
But  come,  for  that  we  came  for  :  let's  begin. 
For  here  lies  that,  which  bids  me  to  be  gone. 

Enter  Officert^  Boy,  and  Pedrinoamo  with  a 
Letter  in  his  hand^  bound, 

Dep,  Bring  forth  the  prisoner,  for  the  court  is 
set 

Fed.  Gramercy  boy :  but  it  was  time  to  come; 
For  1  had  written  to  my  lord  anew, 
A  nearer  matter  that  copcemeth  him, 
For  fear  his  lordship  had  forgotten  me : 
But  sith  he  hath  remembered  mc  so  well,— 
Come,  come,  come  on,  when  shall  we  to  this  gear  ? 

Hier*  Stand  forth,  thou  monster,  murderer  of 
men. 
And  here  for  satisfaction  of  the  world. 
Confess  thy  folly,  and  repent  thy  fault; 
For  there  8  ihjr  *^  place  of  execution. 
.    Fed,  This  is  short  work  :  well,  to  your  mar- 

slialship. 
First,  1  confess,  nor  fear  I  death  therefore, 
I  am  the  man,  'twas  I  blew  Serberine. 
But,  sir,  then  you  think  this  shall  be  the  place. 
Where  we  shall  satisfy  you  for  this  gear? 

Dep,  Aye,  Pedringano. 

Fed.  Now  '«^  I  think  not  so. 


Hier,  Peace,  impudent;  for  thou  sbalt  find 
It  so  * 
For  blood  with' blood,  shall  (white  I  sit  as  judg^) 
Be  satisfied,  and  the  law  dischaiKed. 
And  though  myself  cammt  receive  the  like, 
Yet  will  I  see  that  others  have  their  right 
Dispatch,  the  fault's  approved,  and  confest; 
And  by  our  law,  he  is  oondenui*d  to  die. 

'  Enter  Hangman. 

Hang,  Come  on,  sir,  are  yoa  ready  ? 

Fed,  To  do  what  ?  my  fine  offidous  knave. 

Hang,  To  go  to  this  gear. 

Fed,  O,  sir,  you  are  too  forward ;  tboo  woddA- 
fain  furnish  me  with  a.  halter^  to  disftuinshine  of 
my  habit : 

So  I  should  go  out  of  this  gear  my  raiment,  in- 
to that  gear  the  rope : 

But,  hangman,  now  I  spy  your  kii8vefy;ni 
not  change  without  boot^  that's  flat. 

Hang.  Come,  sir* 

Fed,  So  then,  I  must  up  ? 

Hang,  No  remedy. 

Fed,  Yes,  hut  there  shall  be  for  '^  my  cool- 
ing down. 

Hang,  Indeed  here's  a  remedy  for  that. 

Fed,  How  ?  to  be  turn'd  oS} 

Hang,  Aye,  truly.    Come,  are  you  ready? 
I  pray  you,  sir,  dispatch,  the  day  goes  away. 

Fed,  What,  do  vou  hang  by  the  hour?  if  you  do, 
I  may  chance  to  hreak  your  old  custom. 

Hang,  Faith  you  have  '^^  reason,  for  I  am  like 
to  break  your  young  neck. 

Fed,  Doest  thou  mock  me,  hangman?  prtj 
God  I  be  not  preserved  to  break  your  knave's 
pate  for  this. 

Hang,  Alas!  sir,  you  are  a  foot  too  low  to 
reach  it;  and  I  hope  you  will  never  grow  so  high, 
while  I  am  in  the  office. 

Fed,  Sirrah,  dost  see  yonder  boy  with  the  bos 
in  his  hand  ? 

Hang,  What,  he  that  points  to  it  with  his  fin- 
ger? 

Fed.  Aye,  that  companion. 

Hang  I  know  him  not,  but  what  of  him  ? 

Fed,  Dost  thou  think  to  live  till  his  old  dou- 
blet will  make  thee  a  new  truss? 

Hang,  Aye,  and  many  a  fair  year  after,*  to 
trusK  up  many  an  honester  man,  than  either  tboo, 
or  he. 

Fed,  What  hath  he  in  his  box,  as  thou  thinkest? 

Hang,   Faitli,  I   cannot  tell,  nor  I  care  not 
greatly ; 
Methinks,  you  should  rather  hearken  to  yoor  sooTs 
health. 


?«*  Should,  1618,  ^^..-JS. 

'<^  The,  1618. 1^3.  SJ. 

»«6  My  omitted,  1618.  23.  3a 


>63  Could  not,  1618. 23.33. 

»«  No,  1618.  ^^..^ii. 

><^7  ISO  reason,  1618.23.33. 
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Ted.  Wh  J,  sirrah  hanpnan,  I  take  it,  that  what 
is  good  for  the  body,  is  likewise  good  for  the  soul : 
and  it  may  be,  in  that  box  is  balm  for  both. 

Hang.  Well,  thou  art  even  the  merriest  piece 
of  maD»>flesh  that  ever  groan'd  at  my  office*dbor. 

FtfL  Is  your  roguery  become  an  office  with  a 
knave's  name  ? 

Hang,  Aye,  and  that  shall  all  they  witness  that 

eyou  seal  it  with  a  thiefs  name. 

PaL  I  pr^ythee  request  this  good  company  to 
pray  '*'  with  me. 

Hang^  Aye,  marry  sir,  this  is  a  good  motion—* 
My  masters,  you  see*  here's  a  good  fellow. 

Ped,  Nay,  nay,  now  T  remember  me,  let  them 
alone  till  some  other  time;  for  now  I  have  no 
great  need. 

Hier.  I  have  not  seen  a  wretch  so  impudent 
O  nonstroos  times !  where  marder^s  'set  so  light. 
And  where  the  soul,  that  should  be  shrined  in 

heaven, 
Solely  deFights  in  interdicted  diings. 
Still  wandering  in  the  thorny  passages^ 
That  intercepts  itself  of  haopmess. 
Murder, O  bloody  monster!  God  forbid 
A  fault  so  foul  should  'scape  unpunished. 
Dispatch,  and  see  this  '^*  execution  done : 
This  makes  me  to  remember  thee,  my  son. 

[Exit  HiERONIMO. 

Ped,  Nay,  soft,  no  haste. 

Dep,   Why,  wherefore  stay  you?   Have  you 

hope  of  life  ? 
Ped.  Why,  aye. 
Hang.  As  how  ? 
Ped  Why,  rascal !  by  my  pardon  from  t|ie 

king. 
Hang,  Stand  you  on  that  ?  then  you  shall  off 
with  tms.  [He  turns  him  off, 

Dep,  So,  executioner — Convey  him  hence ; 
But  let  his  body  be  unburied ; 
Let  not  the  earth  be  choked  or  infect 
"With  that  which  heaven  condemns^  and  men  ne- 
glect. [Exeunt, 

Enter  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  Where  shall  I  run,  to  breathe  abroad 

my  woes, 
My  woes,  whose  weight  hath  wearied  the  earth  ? 
Or  mine  exclaims,  that  have  surcharged  the  air 
With  ceaseless  plaints  for  my  deceased  son  ? 
The  blustering  wiuds,  conspiring  with  my  word% 
At  my  lament,  have  moved  the  leafless  trees. 
Disrobed  the  meadows  of  their  flowered  ^reert. 
Made  mountains  marsh  with  '^  spring-tides  of 

my  tears, 
And  broken  throu^rh  the  brazen  gates  of  hell. 
Yet  still  tormented  is  my  tortured  soul 


With  broken  sighs  and  restless  passion^ 
That  winged  mount,  and,  hovenng  in  the  air, 
Beat  '^^  at  the  windows  of  the  brightest  heavens, 
Soliciting  for  justice  and  revenge ; 
But  they  are  placed  in  those  imperial  heights. 
Where,  countermur'd  with  walls  of  diamond, 
I  find  die  place  impregnable,  and  they 
Resist  my  woes,  and  give  my  words  no  way. 

Enter  Hangman  with  a  Letter. 

Hang,  O  lord,  sir,  God  bless  you,  sir ;  the  man, 
sir,  Petergad,  sir,  he  that  was  so  full  of  merry 
conceits — 

Hier,  Well,  what  of  him? 
HaTig.  O,  lord,  sir,  he  went  the  wrong  way— 
the  fellow  had  a  fair  commission  to  the  contrary. 
Sir,  here  is  his  passport— I  pray  you,  sir,  we  bavq 
done  him  wrong. 

Hier,  1  warrant  thee,  give  it  me. 

Hang,  You  will  stand  ^tween  the  gallows  and 

me? 
Hier,  Aye,  aye. 
Hang,  I  thank  your  lord  worship. 

[Exit  Hangman,, 
Hier,  And  yet,  though  somewhat  nearer  me 
concerns, 
I  will,  to  ease  the  grief  that  I  sustain. 
Take  truce  with  sorrow  while  I  read  on  this. 
Afy  lordf  I  write  at  my  extremes  require^ 
That  you  would  labour  my  delivery  ; 
If  you  neglect^  my  life  ii  desperate  ;  * 

And  in  my  death,  J  shall  reveal  the  truth. 
You  know,  my  lord,  I  slew  htm  for  your  sake. 
And  was  confederate  with  the  prince  and  you  i 
Won  bv  rewards  and  hopeful  promises, 
I  help  d  to  murder  Don  Horatio  too* 
Holp  he  to  murder  mine  Horatio, 
And  actors  in  th'  accursed  tragedy 
Was't  thou,  Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  afid  thou. 
Of  whom  my  son,  my  son  deserved  so  well? 
What  have  I  heard  ?  what  have  mine  eyes  be- 
held ? 
O  sacred  heavens !  may  it  come  to  pass 
That  such  a  monstrous  and  detested  deed. 
So  closely  smother*d,  and  so  lung  conceal*d. 
Shall  thus  '^'  by  this  be  venged  or  reveal'd? 
Now  see  I  what  I  durst  not  then  suspect. 
That  Beliimperia's  letter  was  not  feign'd ; 
Nor  feigned  she,  though  falsely  they  have  wrong'd 
Both  her,  myself,  Horatio,  and  themselves. 
Now  may  1  make  compare  'twixt  her*s  and  this, 
Of  every  accident  I  ne'er  could  find 
Till  now,  and  now  I  feelmgly  perceive 
They  did  what  heaven  unpunish'd  '^^  would  not 

leave. 
0  false  Lorenzo !  are  these  thy  flattering  looks  ? 


,•> 


»•'  For,  1618.  23.  SS, 

>^  Spring.tide,  1618.  83.  33. 

>7>  Shall  thus  be  this  revenged,  1618. 

Shall  tbtii  be  thus  revenged,  16^3.  S3. 
?7»  Should,  i6l8. 83.  33.  ^ 


««•  The,46l8.  «3. 33. 
?70  But,  1618.  23.  :W. 
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Is  this  the  hoooor  that  thoa  didst  mj  won  ? 
And,  Balthezar,  bane  to  thy  soul  and  oae. 
Was  this  the  ransom  he  reserved  thee  '^'  for? 
Woe  to  the  cause  of  these  ooastraiaed  wan ! 
Woe  to  thjr  baseness  and  captivity ! 
Woe  to  thv  birthy  thy  body,  and  thy  sool« 
Thy  cursed  father,  and  thy  cooqoer'd  self ! 
And  banned  with  bitter  eiecrations  be 


The  day  and  place  where  be  did  pity  thee ! 
Bat  wherefere  waste  I  mine  unfniiiful  wonh^ 
When  noofht  bat  blood  mil  satisfy  my  woesf 
I  will  go  *fdaia  me  to  my  lord  the  kine. 
And  cry  aiood  for  josctoe  through  thr  court, 
Wearing  the  flints  with  these  my  withered  fttt; 
And  eidier  purchase  josdoe  by  entreats, 
Or  tire  them  all  with  my  retenginc  tlireats. 


ACT  IV,  «'♦ 


Enter  Isabella  and  her  Maid, 


luu  So  that  you  say  this  herb  will  pui|^  the 


175 


eye. 


And  this  the  head — Ah,  but  none  of  them  will 

purge  the  heart ! 
No^  therrs  no  medicine  left  for  my  disease, 
Nor  any  physic  to  recure  the  dead. 

[She  mas  LunMtic. 
Horatio,  O  where's  Horatio? 

Maid,  Good  madam,  affright  not  thus  yourself 
With  outrage  for  your  son  Horatio, 
He  sleeps  in  quiet  in  the  Elysian  fields. 

ha.  Why,  md  I  not  give  you  gowns,  and  goodly 
tilings? 
iPonght  you  a  whistle,  and  ''^  whipstalk  too. 
To  be  revenged  on  their  villainies  ? 
•  JIfaid.  Madam,  these  humours  do  torment  my 
souL 
Jso.  My  soul,  poor  soul— Thou  talk'st  of  things 
Thou  know'st  not  what— My  soul  hath  sihrer 

That  mount  me  up  unto  the  highest  heavens; 
To  heavf  n,  aye,  there  sits  my  noratio^ 
Back'd  with  a  troop  of  fiery  cherubims, 
Dancing  about  his  newly-healed  wounds, 
Singing  sweet  hymni^  and  chauoting  heavenly 
notes; 


Rare  harmony  to  greet  his  ^^  imioceiMA, 
That  '^*  died,  aye  died,  a  mnnor  in  our  day& 
But  say,  where  shall  I  find  the  men,  the  ItHh 

derers. 
That  slew  Horatio?  Whither  shall  I  mo, 
To  find  them  out,  that  murdered  my  son  ? 

[Exent. 

BiLiMPimiA  ai  a  ITtadsv. 

BeL  What  means  this  outrage  that  is  ofiei^dmt  f 
Why  am  I  thus  sequestered  from  the  court? 
No  notice !  shall  1  not  know  the  cause 
Of  these  my  secret  and  suspicious  ills  ? 
Accursed  brother !  unkind  murderer ! 
Why  bend'st  thou  thus  thy  mind  to  martyr  ms? 
Hieronimo,  why  ''•  tvrit  I  of  thy  wrongs  ? 
Or  why  art  thou  so  slack  in  thy  revenge  ? 
Andrea,  O  Andrea !  that  thou  saw'st 
Me,  for  thy  friend  Horatio,  handled  thus ! 
And  him  for  me,  thus  causeless  murdered ! 
Weil,  force  perforce,  I  must  constrain  my^ 
To  patience,  and  apply  me  to  the  time. 
Till  heaven^  as  I  have  hoped,  shall  set  me  tttL 


Enter  CHfttST0PH£L. 


Christ.  Come,  madam 
not  lie. 


thk'^swy 
[JBfeaaf. 


■^'  Forthce,  1618.  81.33. 

'7^  Formerly  this  Play  comisted  oaly  of  four  Acts*    IV  divisloa  of  this  act  Into  two  was 
Bf  r  Hawkins. 

»7S  Eyes,  1(118.  «3.  S3. 

"^  Whipstalk.— or  wMpttoek^  probably  ^  the  handle  of  a  whip,  roand  which  a  Strap  of  leather  ii  «h 
ally  twisted,  and  Is  sometimes  pat  for  the  whip  Itself."    80,  in  Psrielsf,  4.  ^  : 


'*  For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 

*'  To  bave  practised  more  the  whipstock  than  the  lance. 

And,  la  Ben  JohnMn*s  Nm  Inm,  A.  3.  8.  I.    Tvamfie  says : 


»» 


(I 


I  will  step  aside 


Into  the  stables,  and  sahite  aiy  mares.*' 

To  which  Pierce  replies : 

'*  Yes,  do,  and  sleep  with  *em,  let  him  go  base  whipstock.^ 

Other  examples  are  in  Mr  Steevem'i  Mote  on  the  Twelfth  Nighty  A.  2,  S.  3. 
'    »''  loDoeency,  1618.  «3. 33.  "•  Lived,  1618.  43.  33, 

^79  riuj,  1618.  83.  S3.  «»•  nst    1618. «.  33. 
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Enter  Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  and  the  Page, 

Lor.  Boy»  talk  oo  further— Thus  far  things  go 
well. 
ThoQ  art  assured  that  thou  saw*st  him  dead  ? 

Page.  Or  else,  my  lord,  I  live  not. 

Xc/r.  That's  eoough— 
At  for  his  resolutioo  in  his  end, 
licave  that  to  him  with  whum  he  sojourns  now. 
Here,  take  my  ring,  and  give  it  Chnstophel, 
And  bid  him  let  my  sister  be  enlarged. 
And  bring  her  hither  straight. —  '*'  [Exit  Page, 
This  that  X  did  was  for  a  policy. 
To  smooth  and  keep  the  murder  secret, 
Which,  as  a  nine-days  wonder,  being  o'er-blown, 
My  gentle  sister  will  I  now  enlarge. 

BaL  And  time,  Lorenzo ;  for  my  lord  the  duke. 
You  heard,  inquired  for  her  yesternight. 

Lor,  Wliy,  and  my  lord,  X  hope,  you  heard  me 
say 
Sufficient  reason  why  she  kept  away ; 
But  that's  all  one.     My  lord,  you  iuve  her  } 

BaL  Aye. 

Lor,  Then  in  your   love  beware;  deal  cun- 
ningly ; 
Save  all  suspicions,  only  sooth  me  up ; 
And  if  she  hap  to  stand  on  terms  with  us, 
As  for  her  !>weet- heart,  and  concealment  so, 
Jest  with  her  gently  ;  under  feigned  jest 
Are'  things  concealed,  that  else  would  breed  un- 
rest. '«* 
But  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Belimperia. 

L^n',  Now,  sister — 

BeL  Sister !  no,  thou  art  no  brother,  but  an 
enemy, 
Else  would*st  thou  not  have  used  thy  sister  so ; 
First,  to  aflfright  me  with  thy  weapons  drawn. 
And  with  extremes  abuse  my  company  ; 
And  then  to  hurry  me,  like  whirlwinds  rage, 
Amidst  a  crew  of  thy  confederates. 
And  clap  me  up  where  none  might  come  at  me ; 
]Sor  I  at  any,  to  reveal  my  wrongs. 
What  madding  fury  aid  posses  thy  '*'  wits  ? 
Or  wherein  is't  that  1  ofieoded  tlieeP 

Lor,  Advise  you  better,  Belimperia, 
For  X  have  done  you  no  disparagement; 


Unless,  by  more  discretion  tlian  deserved, 
I  sought  to  save  >our  honour  and  mine  own. 

Bel,  Mine  honour  !  why,  L.oreuzo,  wherein  isit 
That  I  neglect  my  reputation  sf). 
As  you  or  any  need  to  rescue  it  ? 

Lor,  [lis  highness  and  ray  father,  were  resolved 
To  come  confer  with  old  Hieronimo, 
Concerning  certain  matters  of  estate, 
That  by  the  viceroy  was  determined. 

BeL  And  wherein  was  mine  honour  touch'd  in 
that? 

BaL  Have  patience,  Belimperia,  hear  the  rest. 

Lor,  Mc  (tiext  in  sight)  as  messenger  they  sent, 
To  give  him  notice  that  they  were  so  nigh ; 
Now  when  I  came,  consorted  with  the  prince. 
And,  unexpected,  in  an  arbour  there, 
Found  Belimperia  with  Horatio. 

BeL  How  then  ? 

Lor,  Why  then,  remembering  that  old  dif- 
grace 
Which  you  for  Don  Andrea  had  endured. 
And  now  were  likely  longer  to  sustain. 
By  being  found  so  meanly  accompanied, 
Thought  rather,  for  X  '^  knew  no  readier  mean, 
To  thrust  Horatio  forth  my  father's  way. 

BaL  And  carry  you  obscurely  somewhere  else, 
liCSt   tliat  his  highness   should  have  found  you 
there. 

BeL  Even  so,  my  lord  ?  and  you  are  witness 
That  this  is  true  which  he  iotreateth  of? — 
Yuu,  gentle  brother,  forged  this  for  my  sake ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  were  made  his  instrument; 
A  work  of  worth,  worthy  the  noting  too ! 
But  what's  the  cause  that  you  conceal'd  roe  since  ? 

1  or.  Your  melancholy,  sister,  since  the  news 
Of  your  first  favourite  l3on  Andrea's  death, 
My  father's  old  wrath  hatii  exasperate. 

BaL  And  better  was*t  for  you,  being  in  dis- 
grace. 
To  absent  y mrself,  and  give  his  fury  place. 

BeL  But  why  had  I  no  notice  ol  his  ire? 

Lor,  That  were  to  add  more  fuel  to  '^^  your 
fire, 
Who  burnt  like  iEtna,  for  Andrea's  loss. 

BeL  Hath  not  my  father,  then,  enquired  for  me? 

Lor,  Sister,  he  hath,  and  thus  excused  I  thee  : 

[He  whtspereth  in  her  Ear, 
But,  Belimperia,  see  the  geutle  prince. 


»•«  Exit.  Page  omitted,  1618.  93.  S3. 

'*^  Unrest, — Unrest y  tor  disquiet,  is  a  word  frequently  used  by  the  old  writers.  As,  in  JUus  Andnmi' 
€MMf  A*  £•  S.  Ci  I 

**  And  so  repose  sweet  gold,  for  their  toiret/.*' 

See  Mr  Steevensls  Note  oo  this  line. 
AgaiOi  p.  47tf : 

**  Then  rest  me  here  a  while  la  oor  imre«f." 

«M  Wit,  1618.  «8.  SS.  *^  Know,  1618.  83.  33. 

>»s  The,  1618.^.33. 
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TjOoIv  on  thy  love,  behold  young  Balthezar, 
Whose  passions  by  thy  pff^^ence  are  increased  ; 
And  in  ^vliose  melancholy  thou  niay'st  see 
Thy  '^^  hate,  his  love,  thy  flight,  hia  fullowing 
thee. 

Bel.  Brother,  you  are  become  an  orator, 
I  know  not  I,  by  what  experience, 
Too  poUiic  for  me,  past  ail  compare. 
Since  last  [  saw  you — But  content  yourself, 
I'he  prince  is  meditating  higher  things. 

JiaL  ^T'ls  of  thy  beauty  then,  that  conquers 
kings ; 
Of  those  thy  tresses,  Ariadne's  "^  twins. 
Wherewith  my  liberty  thou  hast  surprised; 
Of  that  thine  ivory  front,  my  sorrow's  map, 
Wherein  I  tee  no  haven  to  rest  my  hope. 

Bei,  To  love  and  fear,  and  both  at  once,  my 
lord. 
In  my  conceit,  are  things  of  more  import 
Than  women's  wits  are  to  be  busied  ^  ith. 

Bal.  '^Hs  I  that  love. 

Bel  Whom? 

Bal.  Belimperia. 

Bel.  But  I,  that  fear. 

Bal.  Whom  ? 

Bel.  Belimperia. 

lA)r.  Fear  yourself. 

Bel.  Aye,  brother. 

JLor.  How? 

Bel.  As  those  that,  '**  what  they  love,  are  loath 
and  fear  to  lose. 

Bal.  Then,  fair,  let  Balthezar  your  keeper  be. 

Bel.  '''  No,  Balthezar  doth  fear  as  well  as  we; 

Est  tremulo  meiui  pavidum  junxere  timorem^ 
Et  vanum  itolida  proditionit  opttt.  [Exit. 

Lor.  Nay,  an'  you  argue  things  so  cunningly, 
We'll  go  continue  this  discourse  at  court. 

Bal.  Led  by  the  "°  load- star  of  her  heavenly 
looks, 
'^'  Wends  poor  oppressed  Balthezar, 


As  o*er  the  roonntaios  walks  th«  wanderer. 
Uncertain  to  effect  his  pilgrimage.  [Eieunt. 

Enter  two  Portuguese,  and  FIieromimo  mteU 

thetftm 

1  Port.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

19*  M  juigr^  Tig  neither  as  yoo  think,  nor  as 

'*  yon  think, 
**  Nor  as  you  think :  yonVe  wide  all  ■ 
"  These  slippers  are  not  mine,  they  were  my  sos 

*•  Horatio's. 
**  My  son  !  and  what's  a  son  ? 
**  A  thing  begot  within  a  pair  of  minutes,  ther^ 

"about: 
"  A  lump  bred  up  in  darkness,  and  doth  serre 
**  To  balance  those  light  creatures  we  call  women, 
"  And,  at  the  nine  months'  end,  creeps  fordi  te 

*•  light. 
"  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son, 
"  To  make  a  father  doat,  rave,  or  run  mad? 
"  Being  born,  it  pouts,  cries,  and  breeds  leelh. 
**  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son  ? 
"  He  must  be  fed,  be  taught  to  go,  and  speak. 
"  Aye,  or  yet ;  why  might  not  a  man  love  a  calf  ai 

"well? 
"  Or  melt  in  passion  o'er  a  frisking  kid,  as  fort 

"son? 
"  Methinks  a  young  bacon, 
**  Or  a  fine  little  smooth  horse-colt, 
"  Should  move  a  man  as  much  as  doth  a  son; 
"  For  one  of  these,  in  very  little  time, 
'*  Will  grow  to  some  good  use;  whereas  a  son, 
"  The  more  he  grows  in  stature  and  in  years, 
**  The  more  unsquaredy'^'  onbeveled,  he  appetn^ 
"  Reckons  his  parents  among  the  rank  of  fools, 
"  Strikes  care  *'♦  upon  their  heads  with  his  mad 

"  riots, 
"  Makes  them  look  old  before  they  meet  with  age: 
"  This  is  a  son ;  and  what  a  loss  were  this,,  coosi- 

**  dered  truly  ? 
"  Oh,  but  my  Horatio  grew  owt  of  reach  of  tho!« 


"«  Thv  hate  is  love,  1618.  »•'  Twioqes,  161  g.  2S.  S3. 

>"  When,  1618.  ^:i.  33.  »89  pf„  omitted,  J6I8.  2».  33. 

«9o  Load-star. — So,  io  Shakespeare's  Midsummer*s  Nights  Dream,  A.  1.  S.  i.  t 


.(i 


O  happy  fair  f 


•*  Your  eyes  arc  tode-^tars." 

Upon  this  passage  Dr  Johnson  observes.  *'  This  was  a  compliment  not  anfreqaent  amon^  the  old  poeta, 
"  'J  he  lode-ilui'  w  the  leading  or  guiding  star,  that  is,  the  Fole-ttan    The  magnet  is,  for  the  same  rrasoa, 
'*  called  the  lode-stone,,  either  because  it  leads  iron,  or  because  it  guides  the  sailor.     Miltoo  has  the  num 
.<'  thought  in  V Allegro : 

*'  Towers  and  battlements  he  sees 
'*  Bosoin'd  high  in  tufted  trees, 
**  Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies, 
'*  1  he  Cynosure  of  neighb'riog  eyes. 


♦t 


"  Davies  calh  Flizabeth  '  lode-stone  to  hearts,  and  lode-stone  to  all  eyes.* 
^ee  also  ^tr  Steevens*s  Note  on  the  above  passage* 
'9'   irt«<f<.— Goes. 

'^^  I'hiH  speech,  in  inverted  commas,  omitted  also  in  the  second  edition. 
'i>3  Unleavill'd,  ll)5J3.33.  '»♦  Cares,  16^  35. 
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"*  Insatiate  hiinKMira ;  he  loved  his  loving  parents : 
"  He  was  my  comfort,  and  his  mother's  joy, 
**  The  very  arm  that  did  hold  up  our  house — 
**  Our  hopes  were  stored  up  in  him. 
*^  None  but  a  damned  murderer  could  hate  him. 
**  He  had  not  seen  the  hack  of  nineteen  years, 
**  When  bis  strong  arm  unhorted  the  proud  prince 

'*Balthezar; 
**  And  his  great  mind,  too  fuUi  of  honour, 
**  Took  hJm  us  to  mercy,  that  Y^^iaut  but  ignoble 

"  Portingale. 
*  Well,  heaven  is  heaven  still ! 

Aiid  there  is  Nemesis,  and  furiesi 

And  things  called  whips. 

And  they  sometimes  d<»  meet  with  morderers: 

They  do  not  always  Vape, — that's  socue  com- 

Aye,  aye,  aye,  and  then  time  steals  on,  and 

**  stcttift,  and  steals. 
Till  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 
Wrapt  in  a  ball  of  fire, 
^  And  so  doth  bring  confusion  to  them  all. 
**  Good  leave  have  you ;  I  pray  you  go, 
"  ¥oT  I'll  leave  off,  if  you  can  leave  me  so." 
Good  leave  have  you ;  nay,  I  pray  you,  go, 
For  I'll  leave  you,  if  you  can  leave  me  so. 
2  ForL  Pray  you,  which  is  the  **'  next  way  to 

my  lord  the  duke's  ? 
Hier,  The  next  way  from  me. 
S  Port,  To  his  house,  we  mean. 
hifr.  O,  hard  by ;  'tis  yon  house  that  you  see. 
2  Fort.  You  could  not  tell  us  if  his  son  were 

there. 
Hier.  Who,  my  lord  Lorenzo. 
1  Fort.  Aye,  sir. 

[He  goes  in  at  one  Door,  anji  comet  out 
at  another. 
Hier.  O  forbear,  for  other  talk  for  us  far  fil- 
ter were ; 
But  if  you  be  '**  importunate  to  know 
The  way  to  him,  and  where  to  find  him  out. 
Then  hst  to  me,  and  I'll  resolve  your  doubt; 
There  is  a  path  upon  your  left-hand  side,^ 
That  leadeth  from  a  guilty  conscience 
Unto  a  forest  of  distrust  and  fenr, 
A  darksome  place,  and  dangerous  to  pass ; 
There  shall  you  meet  with  melancholy  thoughts, 
'^'  Wliose  fa«leful  humours  if  you  but  uphold, 
It  will  conduct  you  to  despair  and  death ; 
Whose  rocky  ciifis  when  you  have  once  beheld. 
Within  a  hugy  dale  of  lasting  night, 
'^*  That  kindled  with  the  world's  iniquities, 
Doth  cast  up  filthy  and  detested  fumes. 
Not  far  froip  thence,  where  murderers  have  buUt 


An  habitation  for  their  cursed  souls, 
There  in  a  brazen  caldron,  fixed  by  Jove 
In  his  fell  wrath,  upon  a  sulphur  flame, 
Yourselves  shall  find  Lorenzo  bathing  him 
In  boiling  lead  and  blood  of  iunocents. 

1  Port.  Ha,  htt,  ha. 

Hier.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why  ha,  ha,  ha?  Farewell, 
good  ha,  ha,  ha.  [Exit. 

2  Fort.  Doubtless  this  man  is  passing  lunatic. 
Or  imperfecrion  of  his  age  doth  make  him  doat. 
Come,  let's  away,  to  seek  my  lord  tlie  duke. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Hi  ebon  i  mo  with  a  Poinard  in  one  handy 
and  a  Rope  in  the  other. 

Hier.  Now,  sir,  perhaps  I  come  and  see  the 

The  king  sees  me,  and  fain  would  hear  my  suit. 
Why  is  not  this  a  strange  and  '**'  seld  seen  thing. 
That  standers-by  with  toys  shpuld  strike  me  mute? 
Go  to,  I  see  their  shifty  and  say  nn  more. 
Uieronimo,  'tis  time  tor  thee  to  trudge: 
Down  by  the  dale  that  flows  with  purple  gore 
Standeth  a  fiery  tower;  there  sits  a  judge 
Upon  a  seat  ot  steel,  and  molten  brass. 
And  'tWixt  his  teeth  he  holds  a  fire-brand, 
That  leads  unto  the  lake  where  hell  doth  stand: 
AwaV)  Hieronimo,  to  him  begone, 
fle'U  do  thee  justice  for  Horatio's  death. 
Turn  down  this  path,  thou  shalt  be  with  him 

straight ; 
Or  this,  and  then  thou  need'st  not  take  thy  breath, 
This  way,  or  that  way :  soft  and  fair,  not  so ; 
For  if  I  hang  or  kill  myself,  let's  know, 
Who  will  revenge  Horatio's  murder  then  ? 
No,  no,  fie  no ;  pardon  me,  I'll  ncme  of  that. 

[He  throws  away  the  Dagger  and  Halter. 
This  way  I'll  take,  and  this  way  comes  the  king. 

[He  takes  them  up  again. 
And  here  1*11  have  a  fling  at  him,  that's  Hat; 
And,  Balthezar,  I'll  be  with  thee  to  bi  iiig— 
And  thee,  Lorenzo— here's  the  kin^, nay, stay; 
And  here,  aye  here :  there  goes  the  hare  away. 

Enter  Hing,  Ambaua^or,  CASTiLE,afi(^  Lorenzo. 

King.  Now,  shew  the  ambasi^dor,  what  our 
viceroy  saith : 
Hath  he  received  the  articles  we  sent  ? 
Hier.  Justice  !  O  iustice  to  Hieronimo. 
Jjor.  Back,  seest  thou  not  the  king  is  busy  ? 
Hier.  O,  is  he  so  ? 

King.  Who  is  he  that  interrupts  our  business  ? 
Hier.  Not  1 :  Hieronimo  beware,  *°®  go  by,  go 

by. 


'^'  Next  omitted,  1618.  S3.  S3.  ^^  Importune,  1618. 23. 

'^  Whose  palefiil  bumoun  if  yoa  but  behold,  1618.  S3.  3.3.  *9S  That^s,  1618.  23^33. 

'^  Seld. — An  usual  contraction  among  old  writers  for  seldom, 

^^  Go  by,  go  6^«^This  line  is  ridiculed  by  Shakespeare  in  the  Induction  to  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 
•nd  by  other  poets  of  the  times. 
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Amb,  Renowned  king,  he  hath  received  and 
read 
Thy  kingly  proffers,  and  thy  promised  lea^^ue ; 
Andy  as  a  man  extremely  overjoyed 
Tu  hear  his  son  so  princely  entertained, 
Whose  death  he  had  so  solemnly  hewailed, 
This,  for  thy  farther  satisfaction 
And  kingly  love,  he  kindly  lets  thee  know  : 
Firht,  for  the  marriage  of  his  princely  son 
With  Belimperia,  thy  beloved  niece, 
The  news  are  more  delightful  to  his  soul, 
Than  myrrh  or  incense  to  th'  offended  heavens : 
In  person  therefore  will  he  come  himself. 
To  see  the  marriage  rites  solemnized, 
And,  in  the  presence  of  the  court  of  Spain, 
To  knit  a  sure^°  inextricable  band 
Of  kingly  love,  and  everlasting  league. 
Betwixt  the  crowns  of  Spain  and  Portingale; 
There  will  he  give  his  crown  to  Balthezar, 
And  make  a  oueeu  of  Belimperia. 

King^  Brother,  how  like  you  this  our  viceroy's 
love? 

Casi.  No  doubt,  my  lord,  it  is  an  argument 
Of  honourable  care  to  keep  his  friend. 
And  wondVous  zeal  to  Balthezar  his  son ; 
Nor  am  I  least  indebted  to  his  grace, 
That  bends  his  liking  to  my  daughter  thus. 

Amb.  Now  last,  dread  lord,  here  hath  his  high- 
ness sent 
(Although  he  send  not  that  his  son  return) 
His  ransom  due  to  Don  Horatio. 

Hier»  Horatio  !  who  calls  Horatio  ? 

King,  And  well  remembered,  thank  bis  ma- 
jesty : 
Here,  see  it  given  to  Horatio. 

Hier.  Justice!  O justice !  justice !  gentle  king. 

KiN^.  Who  is  that,  Hieronimo? 

Hier.  Justice  !  O  justice !  O  my  son,  my  son  ! 
My  son,  whom  nought  can  ransom  or  redeem. 

Lor.  Hieronimo,  you  are  not  well  advised. 

Hier.  Away,  Lorenzo,  hinder  me  no  more, 
For  thou  hast  made  me  bankrupt  of  my  bliss; 
Give  me  my  son,  you  shall  not  ransom  him. 
Away,  rU  rip  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 

[He  dig^eth  with  his  Dagger, 
And  ferry  over  to  the  Elysian  plains. 
And  bring  my  son  to  shetv  his  deadly  wounds. 
Stand  from  about  me,  Fll  make  a  pick-ax  of  my 
poinard. 


And  here  sorrender  np  my  manhaUhip; 
For  rU  go  marshal  up  *^  the  fiends  ia  bell, 
To  be  avenged  on  you  all  for  thia. 

King,  What  means  this  outrage? 
Will  none  of  you  restrain  his  fury  ? 

Hier,  Nay,  soft  and  fair,  you  shall  not  need  to 
strive, — 
Needs  must  he  gc)  that  the  devils  drive.      [Exit. 

King.  What  accident  hath^^  bapc  Hieroiu* 
mo? — 
I  have  not  seen  him  to  demean  him  so. 

Lor,  My  graaous  lord,  he  is  with  extreme  piide^ 
Conceived  of  ypung  Horatio  his  son. 
And  covetous  of  having  to  himself 
The  ransom  of  the  young  pnnce  Balthexar, 
Distract,  and  in  a  manner  lunatic. 

King.  Believe  me,  nephew,  we  are  torry  for't. 
This  IS  the  love  that  fathers  bear  their  sons  :— 
But,  gentle  brother,  go  give  to  him  this  gold, 
The  prince's  ransom ;  let  him  have  bit  due. 
For  what  he  hath,  Horatio  shall  not  want. 
Haply  Hieronimo  hath  ne^d  thereof. 

Lor,  But  if  he  be  thus  ^^  helplessly  distract^ 
Tis  requisite  his  office  be  resigned. 
And  given  to  one  of  more  discretion. 

King,  We  shall  increase  his  melancholy  lo^ 
'Tis  best  ^^  that  we  see  farther  in  it  first. 
Till  when,  ourself  will  exempt  the  place. 
And,  brother,  now  bring  in  the  ambassador. 
That  he  may  be  a  witness  of  the  match, 
'Twixt  Balthezar  and  Belimperia ; 
And  that  we  may  prefix  a  certain  time. 
Wherein  the  marriage  shall  be  solemnized. 
That  we  may  have  thy  lord  the  viceroy  here. 

Amb,  Therein  your  highness  highly  shall  coo- 
tent 
His  majesty,  that  longs  to  hear  from  hence. 

King,  On  then,  and  bear  ^^  you  lord  ambtas- 
dor.  [ExemU 

**  EnUr  Jaques  and  Pedro.  ^^^ 

^  Ja^.  I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  our  roaster  thus 
*'  At  midnight  sends  us  with  our  torches  light, 
**  When  man,  and  bird,  and  beast,  are  all  at  rest, 
^  Save  those  that  watch  for  rape  and  bloody  miu^ 
"  der. 
Fed,  O  Jacques,  know  thou  that  our  master's 
**  mind 
'*  Is  much  ^^  distraught  since  his  Horatio  died 


a 


^'  Inexecrable,  second  editioo.- 


'    *°*  My,  1618.23.^. 


•Inexplicable,  1618.  SS.  S9. 

^°^  Haptto,  I618.«S.SS. 
^""i  Thai  omitted,  1618.  83.  ^. 


same  reasons aitkt 


*°*  Haplessly,  1618.  «3. 33. 
*^  Your,  1618.  23  S.i». 

^^  Thb  ^cene,  printed  in  inverted  coinmas,  is  rejected  by  Mr  Hawkins,  for  the 
former. 
^^  DiMtraughL-^Distraught  is  ditiraeted.    So,  in  Jack  Drum'i  Entertainnumi^  1610,  Sign.  G.  3. : 

"  Alas,  l^iod  yoatb,  how  came  he  thus  disiraughi  ?** 

In  the  Second  Part  of  jintonio  and  Mellida^  A,  3.  S.  2. : 

"  Alas,  my  son's  distraught.    Sweet  boy,  appease 
'*  Thy  mntining  affections.*' 

Eufhuet  and  his  England,  41. :  *<  Iffida  so  distraught  of  her  wits,  with  these  newcs^  Ml  Into  a  ftanie.^ 


Anonymous.] 
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**  And  noi»  his  8^  yean  ahoold  sleep  in  rest^ 
^  His  heart  in  quiet,  like  a  desperate  man, 
^  Grows  lunatic  and  childish,  tor  his  son : 
'^  Sometimes  as  he  doth  at  his  table  sit, 
*'  He  speaks  as  if  Horatio  stood  by  him. 
^  Then  starting  in  a  rage,  fSslls  on  the  earth, 
**  Cries  out,  Horatio !  where  is  my  Horatio  ? 
**  So  that  with  eitreroe  grief,  and  cutting  sorrow, 
**  There  is  not  left  in  him  one  inch  of  man. 
**  See,  here  he  comes. 

'*  Enter  Hieromiuo. 

^  Hier.  I  pry  through  erery  crevice  of  each 
**wall, 
^  Look  at  each  tree^  and  search  through  every 

<«  brake, 
^  Beat  on  the  bushes,  stamp  our  grand-dame  earth, 
^  Dive  in  the  water,  and  stare  up  to  heaven : 
**  Yet  cannot  I  behold  mv  son  Horatio. 
^  How  now,  who's  there !  sprights !  sprights ! 
**  Fed,  We  are  your  servants  that  attend  you. 


*  u 


sir. 


**  Hier,  What  make  you  with  your  torches  in  the 

**  dark } 
^  Fed,  You  bid  us  light  them,  and  attend  you 

<<here. 
^  MUr,  No,  no,  you  are  deceived,  not  I,  you 
**  are  deceived : 
**  Was  I  so  mad  to  bid  you  light  your  torches  now  ? 
**  Light  me  your  torches  at  the  mid  oi  noon, 
*^  When  as  the  sun-god  rides  in  all  his  glory ; 
^  Light  me  your  torches  then. 

"  Fed.  Then  we  *°s>  bum  day-light 
^  Hier.  Let  it  be  burnt,  night  isa  murdVous  slut, 
**  That  would  not  have  her  treasons  to  be  seen : 
^  And  yonder  pale-faced  Hecate  there,  die  moon, 
^  Doth  give  consent  to  that  is  done  in  darkness : 
^  And  all  those  stars  that  gpue  upon  ker  face, 
^  Are  *'°  aglets  on  her  sleeve,  pins  on  her  train : 
''And  those  tliat  should  be  powerful  and  divine, 
**iyo  steep  in  darkness  when  they  most  should 
**  shine. 
**  Fed,  Provoke  them  not,  fair  sir,  with  tempt- 
**  ing  words, 
**  The  heavens  are  gracious,  and  your  miseries  and 

"  sorrow 
''  Make  you  speak  you  know  not  what. 


''  Hier.  Villain,  thou  lyest !  and  thou  dost 

"  nought 
''  But  tell  me  I  am  mad :  thou  lyest,  I  am  not  mad : 
**  I  know  thee  to  be  Pedro,  and  he  Jaques ; 
'TU  prove  it  to  thee;  and  were  I  mad,  how 

"could  I? 
*^  Where  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Hora- 

"  tio  was  murdered  r 
*^  She  should  have  shone :  search  thou  the  book : 
'  Had  the  moon  shone  in  my  boy*s  face,  there 

**  was  a  kind  of  grace, 
**  That  I  know,  nay  I  do  know  had  the  murdW 

"  seen  him, 
**  His  weapon  would  have  fallen,  and  cut  the  earth, 
'*  Had  he  been  framed  of  nought  but  blood  and 

•«  death: 
'^  Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knows  not  what, 
**  What  shall  we  say  to  mischief? 

Enter  Isabella. 

^  luL  Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a  doors. 
*'  O  seek  not  means  so  to  increase  thy  sorrow. 

"  Hier.  Indeed,  Isabella,  we  do  nothing  here; 
'*  I  do  not  cry,  ask  Pedro  and  Jaques : 
"  Not  I  indeed,  we  are  very  merry,  very  meny. 
**  ha.  How  ?  be  merry  here  ?  be  merry  here  I 
^  Is  not  this  the  place,  and  this  the  very  tree> 
**  Where  my  Horatio  died,  where  he  was  mur- 
"  dered  ? 
**  Hier.  Was,  do  not  say  what:  let  her  weep 
it  out, 
^  This  was  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel ; 
**  And  when  our  hot  Spain  could  not  let  it  grow, 
"  But  that  the  infant  and  the  humane  sap 
"  Began  to  wither,  duly  twice  a  morning 
**  Would  I  be  sprinkling  it  with  fountain  water : 
''  At  last  it  grew,  and  grew,  and  bore,  and  boK : 
**  Till  at  length  it  grew  a  gallows,  and  did  bear 

**  our  son : 
**  It  bore  thy  fruit  and  mine :  O  wicked,  wicked 
**  plant  I    [One  knocks  within  at  the  Door. 
^  See  who  knocks  there  ? 
'*  Fed.  It  is  a  painter,  sir. 
**  Hier  Bid  him  come  in,  and  paint  some  com- 
"fort, 
**  For  surely  there's  none  lives  but  painted  com- 
<*  fort : 


*^  Bwm  daylight. — To  bum  dmf4ight  was  a  proverbial  phrase  used  when  any  act  was  done  which 
would  be  wholly  oseleai.     See  Merry  Wive*  of  fVtndsor^  A.  8.  8. 1.,  and  Romoo  andJulietf  A.  1.  S.  4. 
Agahi,  in  Charcbyard'i  fVorthineu  of  Walea,  p.  U6.  edit.  1776 : 

"  To  Lodloe  now  my  nose  mu«t  needes  retame, 
**  A  season  short  oo  long  discourse  doth  crave : 
**  Tyme  rouleth  on,  I  doe  but  day  light  6iinie, 
*'  And  many  things  indeede  to  doe  1  have." 

Tho  Curtain  Drawer  of  the  World,  161^,  p.  46. :  **  Oh  thou  iovaluablr  Jewell !  bow  art  thou  lo  this  ag« 
**  cast  upon  the  dunghiU  ?  how  dost  thou  bume  out  thy  day^iight  to  these  thy  regardless  children  ?" 

^'°  AgkU4 — An  agtet^  Mr  Pope  says,  is  the  tag  of  a  point,  bee  laming  of  the  Shrew,  A.  1.  S.  9. 
This  is  also  one  of  the  eiplauations  in  Barret  s  Alvearie,  who  also  says,  jin  oglet  is  a  Jewell  in  one*s  cajt, 
Segmentom  aureum*    Monile  ex  auro  vel  gemmis  confectom. 
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^'Let  biiD  come  in,  one  knows  not  what  may 

**  chance : 
^  God's  will  that  I  should  set  this  tree, 
**  But  even  so  masters,  ungraceful  servants,  reared 

**  from  nought, 
^  And  then  they  hate  them  that  did  bring  them  up. 

Enter  ike  Painter. 

•*  Paint.  God  bless  you,  sir. 

**  Uier.  Wherefore?  why,  thou  scornful  villain  ! 
^Howy  where,  or  by  what  means,  should  [  be 
"blest? 

^  Isa.  What  would'st  thou  have,  good  fellow  ? 

**  Paint.  Justice,  madam, 

**  Hier.  Q  ambitious  beggar,  would*st  thou  have 
**  that, 
•  That  lives  not  in  the  world  ? 
**•  Why,  all  the  uiidelvcd  mines  cannot  buy 
**  An  ounce  of  justice,  'tis  a  jewel  so  inestimable. 
'^  I  tell  thee,  God  bath  engrossed  all  justice  in  his 

"bands, 
^  And  there  is  none  but  what  comes  from  him. 

"  Paint.  O  then  1  see,  that  God  must  right  mc 
"  for  my  murdered  son. 

"  Hier.  How  !  was  thy  son  murdered  ? 

"  Paint.  Ay,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  scm  so  dear. 

"  Hier.  What,  not  as  Uiine?  that's  a  lie, 
"  As  massy  as  the  earth :  1  bad  a  son, 
^  Whose  least  un%'alued  hair  did  weigh 
"  A  thousand  of  ihy  son's ;  and  he  was  murdered. 

**  Paint.  Alas,  sir,  1  had  no  more  but  he. 

"  Hier,  Nor  1,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  mine 
"  Was  worth  a  legion.    But  all  is  one, — 
"  Pedro,  Jaques,  go  in  a  doors ;  Isabella,  go, 
^  And  this  good  fellow  here,  aiid  I, 
"  Will  range  this  hideous  orchard  up  and  down, 
"  Like  two  she  lions  reaved  of  their  young. 
"  Go  in  a  doors,  I  say.  [Exeunt. 

"  [The  Painter  and  he  net  dmvn, 
**  Come,  let's  talk  wisely  now : — 
"  Was  thy  son  murdered  ? 

^  Paint.  Ay,  sir. 


"  Hier.  So  was  mine. 
"  How  dost  thou  take  it?  art  tboa  not  aometiae 

"mad? 
"  Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  thine  ejes? 
"  Paint.  O  lord,  yes,  sir. 
"  Hier.  Art  a  painter?  canst  paint  me  a  tear, 
"  a  wound  ? 
"  A  groan,  or  a  sigh  ?  canst  paaat  me  such  a  tree 
"  as  this  ? 
"  Paint.  Sir,  I  am  sure  you  have  beard  of  mj 
"  painting : 
"  My  name  s  Bazardo. 

"  Hier.  Bazardo !  'fore  God  an  CLCtXlmt  fel- 
"  lo*v.    Look  you,  sir, 
"  Do  you  see?  I'd  have  you  paint  me  my  p^alMji 
"  In  your  oil  colours  matted,  and  draw  me  fin 
"  Years  younger  than  1  am :  do  you  see,  sir?  lei 

"  ^ye 
"  Years  go :  let  them  eo  like  the  marshal  of  Sptiu, 
"  My  wife  Isabella  standing  by  me, 
"  With  a  speaking  luok  to  my  son  Horatio^ 
"  Which  should  intend  to  this,  or  some  such  like 

*  purpose : 
"  God  bless  thee,  my  sweet  son ;  and  my  hand 
"  Leaning  upon  his  head  thus,  air ;  do  you  see?— 
"May  It  be  done? 

"  Paint.  Very  well,  air. 
"  Hier.  Nay,  I  pray  mark  me,  sir : 
"  Then,  sir,  would  I  have  you  paint  me  this  tree, 

"  this  very  tree : 
"  Canst  paint  a  doleful  cry  ? 
"  Paint.  Seemingly,  sir. 
"  Hier.  Nay,  it  should  cry ;  but  all  ta  one. 
"  Well,  sir,  paint  me  a  youth  run  through  and 

" through 
"  With  villains'  swords,  banging  upon  this  tree. 
"  Canst  thou  draw  a  murderer  ? 
"  Paint.  I'll  warrant  you,  sir; 
"  I  have  the  pattern  of  the  most  ootorious  viUaias, 
"  That  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 

"  Hier.  O,  let  them  be  worse,  worse :  stretch 
"  thine  art, 
"  *"  And  let  tlieir  beardsbe  of  Judaa'a  own  ook)or, 


^"  Jnd  let  their  beards  be  ofJudaia  onm  colour, — It  is  observed,  that  '*  in  an  age  when  bat  small  part 
**•  of  the  oaliou  could  read,  ideas  Here  frequently  borrowed  from  representations  in  paiatiag  or  tapettiy.'* 
Lelund,  in  his  CoUcctaneaf  asserts,  that  painters  constantly  represented  Judas  the  traitor  with  a  red  keaL 
Ur  P\qVs  Oxfordshire,  p.  I&S.,  says  the  same.  1  his  conceit  is  thought  to  have  arisen  in  hngten^  froa 
•ur  ancient  grudge  to  the  red-Aoircd  JJanes.  ^ec  the  ^otes  of  Mr  8teevens  and  Mr  loliet  to  JCcrrj  Wim 
mf  Windsor,  A.  1.  S.  4.' 

To  the  instances  there  produced  may  be  added  the  foUnwio^: 

Middlefun's  Chaste  Maid  of  Chcapside,  1690:  **  \V  hat  has  he  given  her?  what  is  it  Gossip?  A  fur 
**  high  staudiog  cup,  and  the  two  great  postle  s^ioons,  one  of  them  gilt.  Sure  that  was  Judms  wUk  the  rtd 
*'  beard.*' 

Beaumont  and  Flctcher^s  Sea  Voyage,  p.  104. : 

**  Methou^ht  a  sweet  young  roan, 

*'  In  years  boine  twenty,  with  a  downy  chin, 

*'  Promiiiing  a  future  benrd^  and  yet  no  red  ontf 

*'  Mole  slilv  to  my  cabin  all  unbraced, 

•«  Xook  me  in  bb  arms,  and  kiss  d  me  twenty  times.*' 
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**  And  let  their  eye-brows  jetty  over :  in  any  case 

**  observe  that ; 
''Then,  sir,  after  some  violent  noise, 
^  Bring  me  forth  in  my  shirt,  and  ray  gown  under 

**  my  arm, 
**  Wiih  my  torch  in  my  hand,  and  my  sword 

**  reared  up  thus, 
"And  with  these  words : 
**  Wkai  noUe  ti  tkii  f  who  calU  Hieronimo  f 
"  May  it  be  dore. 
*•  Faint.  Yea,  sir. 

**  H'ter,  Well,  sir,  theii  bring  roe  forth,  bring 
^  me  through  alley  and  altc^,  still  with  a  distract- 
**  ed  countenance  going  alottg,  and  let  my  hair 
^  heave  up  my  night-cap. 

**  Let  the  clouds  scowl,  make  Hie  moon  dark, 
**  the  stars  extinct,  tlie  winds  blowing,  the  bells 
**  tolling,  the  owls  shrieking,  the  toal<s  croaking, 
**  the  minutes  jarring,  and  the  clock  striking 
•*  twelve. 

**  And  then  at  last,  sir,  starting,  behold  a  man 
**  hanging,  and  tot'ring,  as  you  know  the  wind  will 
"  wave  a  man,  and  I  with  a  trice  to  cut  him 
**  down. 

**  And  looking  upon  him  by  the  advantage  of 
**  my  torch,  find  it  to  be  my  son  Horatio. 
**  There  you  may  shew  a  passion,  there  you  may 

**  shew  a  passion ! 
**  Draw  me  like  old  Priam  of  Tmy, 
**  Crjring — the  house  is  a-fir^,  the  house  is  a-fire. 
"  And  the  torch  over  my  head :  make  me  curse, 
^  Make  me  rave,  make  me  cry,  make  roe  mad, 
**  Make  roe  well  again,  make  me  curse  hell, 
**  Invocate,  and  in  the  end  leave  roe 
^'  In  a  trance,  and  so  forth.    ■ 
**  Paint,  And  is  this  the  end  ? 
**  Hier.  O  no,  there  is  no  end :  the  end  is  death 
"and  madness; 
"  And  f  am  never  better  than  when  I  am  mad ; 
**  Then  methinks  I  am  a  brave  fellow ; 
^  Then  I  da  wonders,  but  reason  abuseth  me ; 
"  And  there's  the  torment,  there's  the  hell : 
''  At  the  last,  sir,  bring  me  to  one  of  the  rour- 

"derers; 
**  Were  he  as  strong  as  Hector,  thus  would  I 
**  Tear  and  drag  him  up  and  down. 

^  [He  beats  the  Painter  t»,  then  comes  out 
**  agaiUf  with  a  Book  in  his  hand.** 
Vindicta  mihL 

Aye,  heaven  will  be  revenged  of  every  ill; 
M or  will  they  suffer  murder  ua-repaid : 


Then  stay,  Hieronimo,  attend  their  wlW, 

For  mortal  men  may  not  appoint  ^'^  their  time. 

Per  aeehs  semper  tutum  est  sceleribus  iter. 

Strike,  and  strike  home,  where  wrong  is  offered 

thee; 
For  evils  unto  ills  conductors  be. 
And  death's  the  worst  of  resolution ; 
For  he  that  thinks  with  patience  to  contend. 
To  quiet  life,  his  life  shall  easily  end. 

Fata  si  miserosjuvtintf  habes  salutem  ; 
Fata  si  vitam  negant^  kabes  sepulchrum. 

If  destiny  thy  miseries  do  ease. 

Then  hast  thou  health,  and  happy  shalt  thou  be. 

If  destiny  deny  thee  life,  Hieronimo, 

Yet  ^'^  shalt  thou  be  assured  of  a  tomb; 

If  neither ;  yet  let  this  thy  comfort  be. 

Heaven  covereth  him  that  hath  no  burial. 

And,  to  conclude,  I  will  revenge  his  death : 

But  how  ?  not  as  the  vulgar  wits  of  men. 

With  open,  hut  inevitable  ills. 

As  by  a  secret,  yet  a  certain  mean. 

Which  under  kindship  will  be  cloaked  best. 

Wise  men  will  take  their  opportunity. 

Closely,  and  safely,  fitting  things  to  time. 

But  in  extremes  advantage  hath  no  time: 

And  therefore  all  times  fit  not  for  revenge. 

Thus  therefore  will  I  rest  me  in  unrest, 

Dissembling  quiet  in  unquietness ; 

Not  seeming  that  I  know  their  villainies. 

That  my  simplicity  may  make  them  think, 

That  ignorantly  I  will  Jet^'^  all  slip; 

For  ignorance  I  wot,  and  well  they  know, 

Remedium  malorum  mors  est. 

Nor  aught  avails  it  me  to  menace  them, 
Who,  as  a  wintry  storm  upon  a  plain. 
Will  bear  me  down  with  their  nolnlity. 
No,  no,  Hieronimo,  thou  must  enjoin 
Thine  eyes  to  observation,  and  thy  tongue 
To  milder  speeches  than  thy  spirit  affords,^'' 
I'hy  heart  to  patience,  and  thy  hands  to  rest, 
Thy  cap  to  courtesy,  and  thy  knee  to  bow. 
Till  to  revenge  thou  know,  when,  where,  and  bow. 

[A  noise  within. 
How  now!  what  noise?   what  coil  is  that  you 
keep? 

Fnter  a  Servant, 
Ser.  Here  are  a  sort  *'^  of  poor  petitioners, 


Bam  AlUjf^  or  Merry  TVtdbf,  edit.  1636,  Sign.  B.  3. : 

*• Rrnine  to  the  connter, 

^'  Fetch  me  red-bearded  tegeant,  1*11  make 

**  You  captaine  thinke  the  devill  of  hell  is  cone, 

"  To  fetch  you,  if  be  ooce  fasten  on  you." 

»'*  A  tine,  1618.  89. 33,  »n  Thou  shah,  16W.  33. 

*'♦  It,  1618.  M.  as.  »«5  Spirits  affoord,  1618. 23.  S3. 

»•«  5or/.— See  Note  to  Oammer  aurtim^s  Needle,  p.  102, 
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That  are  importanate ;  and  it  should  please  jou, 


sir. 


That  you  should  plead  their  *'^  cases  to  the  king, 
Hier.  That  I  should  plead  their  several  actions? 
Wh^'  let  them  enter,  and  let  me  see  them. 

Enter  three  Citizeru  and  an  Old  Man. 

1  Cit,  So,  I  tell  you  this,  for  learning,  and  for 
law, 
There's  not  any  advocate  in  Spain 
That  can  prevail,  or  will  take  half  the  pain, 
That  he  will,  in  pursuit  of  equity. 

Hier,  Come  near,  you  men  that  thus  importune 
me; — 
(Now  must  I  bear  a  face  of  gravity) 
For^'*  thus  I  used  before  my  marshalship, 
To  plead  in  causes  as  Corrigidor, — 
Come  on,  sirs,  what's  the  matter  i 
8  Cit,  Sir,  an  action. 
Hter.  Of  batterv? 
1  Cit.  Mme  of  debt 
Hier,  Give  place. 

8  Ctt   No,  sir,  mine  is  an  action  of  the  case. 
S  Cit,  Mine  an  Ejectione  firma  by  lease. 
Hier,  Content  you,  sirs ;  are  vou  determined 
That  I  should  plead  your  several  actions  ? 
1  Cit,  Aye,  sir,  and  here's  my  declaration. 
8  Cit,  And  here  is  my  *'^  band. 
S  Cit   And  here  is  my  lease. 

[TT^ey  me  him  Papers, 
Hier,  But  wherefore  stands  ^^  yon  silly  man 
so  mote, 
With  mournful  eyes  and  hands  to  heaven  up- 
reared  ? — 
Come  hither,  father,  let  me  know  thy  cause. 
Senex,  O,  worthy  sir,  my  cause  but  slightly 
known. 
May  move  the  hearts  of  warlike  Myrmidons. 
And  melt  the  corsick"'  rocks  with  ruthful*** 
tears. 


Hier,  Sajf  father,  tell  me  what's  thy  suit? 

Senex,  No,  sir;  could  my  woes 
Give  way  unto  my  most  distressfal  words, 
Then  should  I  not  in  paper  (as  yon  see) 
With  ink  bewray  what  blood  began  in  me. 

Hier,  Whafs  here? — The  humble  supp&eeiien 
o^  Don  BazuUOffor  his  murdered  son, 

Senex,  Aye,  sir. 

Hier,  No,  sir,  it  was  my  murdered  son !  Oh  mj 
son, 
Oh  my  son.  Oh  my  son  Horatio ! 
But  mine,  or  thine,  Bazulto,  be  content 
Here  take  my  handkerchief,  and  wipe  thine  eyei^ 
Whiles  wretched  I  in  thy  mishaps  may  see 
The  lively  pourtrait  of  my  dying  self. 

[He  draweth  out  a  bloody  NephtM, 
O  no,  not  this,  Horatio,  this  was  thine : 
And  when  I  dyed  it  ih  thy  dearest  blood, 
This  was  a  token  'twixt  thy  soul  and  me. 
That  of  thy  death  revenged  I  should  be. 
But  here,  take  this,  and  this, — what,  my  purse? 
Aye,  this,  and  t^hat,  and  all  of  them  are  tnine : 
For  all  as  one  are  our  extremities. 

1  Cit  Oh,  see  the  kindness  of  Hieronimo ! 

8  Cit,  This  gentleness  shows  him  a  eentleman. 

Hier,  See,  see,  oh  see  thy  shame,  Hieronimo ; 
See  here  a  loving  father  to  nis  son ; 
Behold  the  sorrows  and  the  sad  laments. 
That  he  delivereth  "^  for  his  son's  decease. 
If  love's  *^  effects  so  strive  in  lesser  things, 
If  love  enforce  such  moods  in  meaner  wits, 
If  love  express^'  such  power  in  poor  estates; 
Hieronimo, — when  as  a  raging  sea. 
Tost  with  the  wind  and  tide,  o'ertumeth  then 
The  upper  billows,  course  of  waves  to  keep. 
Whilst  lesser  waters  labour  in  the  deep : — 
Then  shamest  thou  not  Hieronimo,  to  neglect 
The  sweet  **^  revenge  of  thy  Horatio  ? 
Though  on  this  earth  justice  will  not  be  found, 
I'll  down  to  hell,  and,  in  this  passion, 


*'^  Causes,  lfi8S.  33.  "»  This,  1618. 83.  3». 

^'^  Band. — This  was  altered  to  bond  in  the  former  edition.  Band  was,  however,  the  manner  io  whick 
the  word  was  formerly  written,  and  I  Imagine  pronounced.  See  several  instances  in  Mr  Steevens'i  Hv^t 
on  The  Comedy  of  Errors^  A.  4.  8.  8. 

Again,  Churchyard's  CAaUenge^  p.  158. : 

**  Since  faith  coald  get  no  credit  at  his  hand, 
*'  1  sent  him  word  to  come,  and  sue  my  band,** 

Beanmont  and  Fletcher*s  Nobl-  Qentleman^  Vol.  V ill.  edit.  1778,  p.  389. : 

**  Take  up  at  any  use;  give  band^  or  land, 
**  Or  mighty  sUtotes.*' 

**°  Stand  you,  !  618*  83.  S3. 

^^'  Corsick—  I  he  (>lossary  to  Gawain  Douglases  Virgil,  explains  the  word  corssjf  to  hebig^bodied;  cor- 
sick  is  therefore  largr,  huge,  great.  In  Churchyard's  ChaCUnge,  p.  37.  we  have  the  snbstanttve  €vrxicf,  for 

tibellings,  protuberances. 

**  And  eorties  rose>  that  made  a  running  sore." 

^^^  Roefal,  1618. 83.  33.  **^  Deliveied,  1618. 83.  SSL 

**♦  Love,  1 6n.  a»«  £nforce,  1618. 83.  33. 

"«  Swift,  1618.83.33. 
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Knodi  at  the  dimal  gates  of  Pinto's  coart. 
Getting  br  force  (as  once  Alcides  did)  "' 
A  troop  of  furies,  and  tormentiug  hags^ 
To  torture  Don  Lorenio  and  the  rest. 
Tet«  le»t  the  triple-beaded  porter  should 
Den  J  my  passage  to  the  slimy  strond, 
The  Tbracian  poet  thou  shalt  counterfeit.— 
Come  on,  ***  old  father,  be  my  Orpheus ; 
And  if  thou  can'st  ^^  no  notes  upon  the  harp, 
Then  sound  the  burden  of  thy  si^re  heart's  grief 
Till  we  do  gain,  that  Proserpine  may  grant 
Re?enge  on  them  that  murdered  my  son. 
Then  will  f  rend  and  tear  them  thus,  and  thus, 
Shiverinsc  their  limbs  in  pieces  with  my  leeth. 

[Tears  the  Paper g. 

1  Cit.  O,  sir,  my  declaration ! 

[EJni  HiERONiuo,  and  they  after, 

S  at.  Save  my  bond. 

Enter  HiERONiyo. 

3  CU,  Save  my  bond. 

9  Cit.  Alas,  my  lease !  it  cost  me  ten  pound ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  have  torn  the  same. 


It 


^iO 


never  a 


Hier,  That  cannot  be,  I  gave 
wound ; 
Shew  me  one  drop  of  blood  fallen  from  the  same : 
How  is  it  possible  I  should  slav  it  then  ? 
Tush,  no;  run  after,  catch  roe  if  you  can. 

\  Exeunt  alt  but  the  Old  Man. 

Bazulto  rtm^ni  till  Hieronimo  enters  again^ 
who  staring  him  in  the  face  speaketh, 

Hier.  And  art  thou  come,  Horatio,  from  the 
depth. 
To  ask  for  justice  in  this  upper  earth. 
To  tell  thy  father  thou  art  unrerenged. 
To  wring  more  tears  from  Isabella's  eyes, 
Whose  lights  are  dimned  with  overlong  laments  ? 
Go  back,  my  son,  complain  to  ^acus, 
For  here's  no  justice ;  gentle  boy,  be  gone, 
For  justice  is  eiiled  from  the  earth : 
Hieronimo  will  bear  thee  company. 
Thy  mother  cries  on  righteous  Rhadamant, 
For  just  revenge  against  the  murderers. 

&ai.  Alas,  my  lord,  whence  springs  this  trou- 
bled speech  ? 

Hkr.  But  let  me  look  on  my  Horatio. 
Sweet  boy,  how  *'*  art  thou  *'*  changed  in  death's 

black  shade! 
Had  Proserpine  no  pity  on  thy  youth, 
But  suffered  thy  fair  crimson-coloured  spring, 
With  withered  winter  to  be  blasted  thus? 


Horatio,  ^^'  thou  art  older  than  thy  father : 
Ah,  ruthless  fate !  that  favour  thus  transforms ! 

Bax.  Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  am  nut  your  young 
son. 

Hier.  What,  not  my  son  ?  thou  then  ^^  a  furj 
art. 
Sent  from  the  empty  kingdom  of  black  night. 
To  summon  roe  to  make  appearance 
Before  grim  Minos  and  just  Rhadamant, 
To  plague  Hieronimo  that  is  remiss. 
Ana  seeks  not  vengeance  for  Horatio's  death. 

Bax.  1  am  a  grieved  man,  and  not  a  ghost. 
That  came  for  justice  for  my  murdered  son. 

Uier.  Aye,  now  I  know  thee,  now  thou  nam*st 
thy  son : 
Thou  art  the  lively  image  of  my  grief, 
Within  thy  face,  my  sorrows  I  may  see : 
Thy  eyes  are  gum'd*'*  with  tears,  thy  cheeks  are 

wan, 
Thy  forehead  troubled,  and  thy  muttering  lips 
Murmur  sad  words  abruptly  broken  off. 
By  force  of  windy  si^hs  thy  spirit  breathes, 
And  all  this  sorrow  riseth  for  thy  son : 
And  self-same  sorrow  feel  I  for  niy  son. 
Come  in,  old  man,  thou  shalt  to  Isabel : 
Lean  on  my  arm ;  I  thee,  thou  me,  shalt  stay, 
And  thou,  and  I,  and  she,  will  sing  a  song; 
Three  parts  in  one,  but  all  of  discords  framed : 
Talk  not  of  chords,  but  let  us  now  be  gone. 
For  with  a  cord  Horatio  was  slain.         [EJeeunt, 

Enter  King  qfSpain^  the  Duke,  Viceroy,  and 
Lorenzo,  Balthczar,  Don  Pedro,  and  Be- 

LIMPERIA. 

King,  Go,  brother,  'tis  the  Duke  of  Castile* 
cause; 
Salute  the  Viceroy  in  our  name. 

Cast.  I  go. 

Vice,  Go  forth,  Don  Pedro,  for  thy  nephew'a 
sake. 
And  greet  the  Duke  of  Castile. 

Ped,  It  shall  be  so.  *'<^ 

King,  And  now  to  meet  these*"  Portingales  ; 
For  as  we  now  are,  so  sometimes  were  these. 
Kings  and  commanders  qf  ihe  western  Indies. — 
Welcome,  brave  Viceroy,  to  the  court  of  Spain, 
And  welcome  all  his  honourable  train, 
'^ris  not  unknown  to  us,  for  wli^  you  come. 
Or  have  so  kindly  crost  the  raging  seas ; 
Suffioeth  *^*  it  m  this,  we  note  the  troth. 
And  more  than  common  love  you  lend  to  us. 
So  is  it  that  mint  honourable  niece 


»*'  2)/<  emitted,  1618.  **•  0«,  omitted,  1618.  «3.  S3. 
**•  Can'tt  M  notes^i.  e.  lays  Mr  Hawkios, "  understandest  not;  bait  no  knowledge  of,  or  power  io. 
8o,  Spenser,  and  others. 

»5°  Ibem,  1618  t«.  33,  *3i  /fow,  omitted,  1618. 

*J»  Thou  art,  1623.  S3.  *"  Older,  I6l8.  tS.  33 

*^  Then  tbou,  16S3.  *^^  Dimmed,  i6l8.  ^3.  33. 

*36  Be,  iir«  1618.— Be  done,  shr,  1623.  '"  The,  1618.  SS.  33. 
^s  Sufficed,  1618.  SS.  S3. 
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(For  it  beseems,  us  now  that  it  be  known) 

Already  is  betrothed  to  Balthezar; 

And,  by  appointment  and  our  condeseent, 

To-morrow  arc  they  *^*  to  be  married. 

To  this  intent  we  entertain  thyself, 

Thy  followers,  their  pleasure,  *^  and  our  peace. 

Speak,  men  of  Portingale;  shall  it  be  so  ? 

If  aye,  say  so ;  if  not,  say  flatly,  no. 

Vice.  Renowned  king,  1  come  not  as  thou  think *8ty 
With  doubtful  followers,  unresolved  men. 
But  such  as  have  upon  thine  articles 
Confirmed  thy  motion,  and  contented  me. 
Know,  sovereign,  I  come  to  solemnize 
The  marriage  of  thy  well-beloved  niece, 
Fair  Belimperia,  with  my  Balthezar ; 
With  thee,  my  son,  whom  sith  I  live  to  see, 
Here  take  uiy  crown,  I  give  it  her  and  thee: 
And  let  me  live  a  solitary  lifci 
In  ceaseless  prayers, 

To  think  how  strangely  heaven  hath  thee  pre- 
served. 

King.  Sec,  brother,  see,  how  nature  strives  in 
him  ! 
Come,  worthy  Viceroy,  and  accompany 
Thy  friend,  with  thine  extremities ; 
A  place  more  private  fits  this  princely  mood. 

Vice.  Or  here,  or  where  your  highness  thinks  it 
good. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Castile  and  Lorenzo. 

Cast.  Nny,  btay,  Lorenzo,  let  me  talk  with  you ; 
Sce*&t  tliuu  this  entertainment  of  these  kings? 

Lor,  I  do,  my  lord,  and  joy  to  see  the  same. 

Cast.  And  knowcst  thou  why  this  meeting  is? 

Lor.  For  her,  my  lord,  whom  Balthezar  dutb 
love, 
And  to  confirm  the  promised  marriage. 

Cast.  She  is  thy  sister. 

lAir.  Who,  Belimperia  ?  Aye,  my  gracious  lord ; 
And  thi:i  is  the  day  that  I  have  longed  so  happily 
to  see. 

Cast.' Thou  would'bt  be  ioth  that  any  fault  of 
thine 
Should  intercept  her  in  her  happiness? 

Lor.  Heavens  will  not  let  Lorenzo  err  so  much. 

Cast,  Why,  then,  Lorenzo,  listen  to  my  words. 
It  is  suspected,  and  reported  too, 
That  thon,  Lorenzo,  wrong'st  Hieronimo, 
And  in  his  suits  towards  his  majesty 
Still  kcep*st  him  back,  and  seek'st  to  cross  his  suit. 

Lor,  That  I,  my  lord  ? 


Cast,  I  tell  thee,  soo,  mynelf  have  heard  it  said, 
When  (to  my  sorrow)  I  have  been  ashamed 
To  answer  for  thee,  though  thou  an**"  ray  loa. 
Lorenzo,  know'st  thou  not  the  commoa  love. 
And  kindness  that  Hieronimo  hath  won 
By  his  deserts,  within  the  court  of  Spain? 
Or  seest  thou  not  the  king  my  brother'a  care 
In  his  behalf,  and  to  procure  his  health  ? 
Lorenzo,  should'st  thou  thwart  his  passions^ 
And  he  exclaim  against  theo  to  the  king. 
What  honour  were't  in  this  assembly. 
Or  what  a  scandal  wcre't  among  the  king^i 
To  hear  Hieronimo  exclaim  on  thee  ? 
Tell  me,  and  look  thou  tell  me  truly  too,*^ 
Whence  grows  the  ground  of  this  report  in  court! 

Lor,  My  lord,  it  lies  not  in  Lorenzo's  power 
To  stop  the  vulgar,  liberal  *♦'  of  their  tongues; 
A  small  advantage  makes  a  water-breach. 
And  no  man  lives,  that  lone  contentcth  all. 

Cast,  Myself  have  seen  tKiee  basy  to  keep  back 
Him  and  his  supplications  from  the  king. 

Lor,  Yourself,  my  lord,  have  seen  his  pasaioos, 
That  ill-beseemed  the  presenc*e  of  a  king; 
And,  for  I  pitied  him  in  his  distress, 
I  held  him  thence  with  kind  and  courteous  words, 
As  free  from  malice  to  Hieronimo, 
As  to  my  soul,  my  lord. 

Cast.  Hieronimo,  my  son,  mistakes  thee  then. 

Lor.  My  gracious  father,  believe  me,  so  he  doth. 
But  what's  a  silly  man,  distract  in  mind, 
To  think  upon  the  murder  of  his  son  ? 
Alas  ?  how  easy  is  it  for  him  to  err  ? 
But,  for  his  satisfaction,  and  the  world's, 
*  rwere  good,  my  lord,  that  *♦*  Hieronimo  and  I 
Were  reconciled,  if  he  miscimsinie  me. 

Cast,  Lorenzo,  thou  hast  said,  it  shall  be  su.— 
Go  one  of  you,  and  call  Hieronimo. 

Enter  Baltbezar  and  Belimperia* 

Bal  Come,  Belimperia,  Baltliezar's  content; 
My  sorrow's  ease,  and  sovereign  of  my  bliss, 
Sith  heaven  hath  ordained  thee  ^'  to  be  niioe, 
Disperse  those  clouds  and  melancholy  looks, 
And  clear  ^^  them  up  with  those  thy  suu-brii^t 

eyes, 
Wherein  my  hope  and  heaven's  fair  beauty  lies. 

Bel.  My  looks,  my  lord,  are  fitting  for  my  knt; 
Which,  new  begun,  can  show  no  brighter  yet 

Bal.  New  kindled  flames  should  bum  as  mora- 
ing  sun. 


*"  They  ari»,  10.13.  *^  Pleasures,  16«3.  33. 

'♦'  Wert,  I6i8  23.  33.  *♦*  Too,  omitted,  1618.  23.  83. 

^*^  Lihrral — Liberal,  in  oar  ancient  writers.  Is,  as  here,  freqaently  used  to  signify  lieaUiguSm    So,  is 
V\e\6'b  ^yoman's  a  Weathercock: 

<*  Next  that,  the  fame 

Of  your  neglect  and  iibtral  talking  tongue, 

Whick  breeds  my  honour  an  eternal  wrong." 

;*♦  That,  omitted.  16?3. 33.  a^s  Heaven  hath  thee  ordained,  1623. 33. 

^^  Chtarc,  161S.  23.  \i:i,  "  , 
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BeL  But  not  too  fast,  lest  beat  and  all  be  done. 
I  see,  my  lord,  my  father. 

BaL  TrQce,  my  love,  I  will  go  salute  him. 

Cast.   Welcome,  Balthezar;  welcome,  braTC 
prince. 
Thcf  pledge  of  Castile's  peace ; 
And  welcome*  Belimperia. — How  now,  girl  ? 
Why  com*st  tiiou  sadly  to  salute  us  thus  ^ 
Content  thyself  for  I  am  satisfied. 
It  is  not  now  as  wlien  Andrea  Iiv4>d, 
We  have  forgotten  and  forgiven  that, 
And  thou  art  graced  with  a  happier  love.— • 
But,  Balthezar,  here  comes  Hierooimo. 
m  have  a  word  with  him. 

^nter  Hierokimo  and  Servant. 

HUr.  And  where's  the  duke  ? 

Serv.  Yonder. 

HUr.  Even  so :  what  new  device  hath  they  de- 
vised tro? 
Pocas  palabras,  *^  mild  at  the  lamb : 
I'sc,  t  will  be  revenged  f^^  no,  I  am  not  the  man. 

Cmil.  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

Ixtr.  Welcome,  llieronimo. 

BaL  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

Hier.  My  lords,  I  thank  you  for  Horatio. 

Cagt.  Hieronimo,  the  reason  that  I  sent 
To  speak  with  you,  is  this. 

Hier.  What,  so  short  ? 
Then  1*11  be  gone,  I  thank  you  for't 

Ca$i.  Nay,  stay,  Hieronimo : — go  call  him,  son. 

Lor.  Hieronimo^  my  father  craves  a  word  with 
you. 

HUr.  With  me,  sir  ?  why,  my  lord,  I  thought 
you  had  done. 

Lor.  No ;  would  he  had  ! 

Cast.  Hieronimo,  I  hear 
You  find  yourself  aggrieved  at  my  son. 
Because  vou  have  not  access  unto  the  king ; 
And  say  tis  he  tliat  intercepts  your  suits. 

HUr.  Why,  is  not  this  a  miserable  thing,  my 
lord? 

Catt.  Hieronimo,  I  hope  you  have  no  cause; 
And  would  be  loth  that  one  of  your  deserts. 
Should  once  have  reason  to  suspect  my  son, 
Considering  how  I  think  of  you  myself. 

HUr.  Your  son  Lorenzo !  whom,  my  noble  lord  ? 
The  hope  of  Spain  ?  mine  honourable  friend } 
Grant  me  the  combat  of  them,  if  they  dare ; 

[Draws  out  his  ^»ard. 
1*11  meet  him  face  to  face  to  tell  me  so; 


you 


These  be  the  scandalons  reports  of  such, 
As  love  not  me,  and  hate  uiy  lord  too  much* 
Should  I  suspect  Lorenzo  would  prevent 
Or  cross  my  suit,  that  loved  my  son  so  well  ? 
My  lord,  I  am  ashamed  it  should  be  said. 

Lor^  Hieronimo,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

HUr.  My  good  lord,  I  know  you  did  not. 

Cast.  There  pause ; 
And,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  world, 
Hieronimo,  frequent  my  homely  house. 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  Cyprian's  ancient  seat; 
And  when  thou  wilt,  use  me,  my  son,  and  it: 
But  here,  before  Piince  Balthezar  and  me. 
Embrace  each  other,  and  be  perfect  friends. 

HUr.  Aye  marry,  my  lord,  and  shall ; 
Friends,  quoth  he ;  see,  1*11  be  friends  witli 

ail ; 

Especially  >vith  yo*i,  my  lovely  lord : 
For  divers  causes,  it  is  Ht  for  us 
That  we  be  friends ;  the  world  is  suspicious, 
And  men  may  think  what  we  imagine  not. 

BaL  Why  this  is  friendly  done,  Hieronimo. 

Lur.  And  thus,  I  hope,  old  grudges  are  forgot. 

HUr.  What  else  ?  it  were  a  shame  it  should 
not  be  so. 

Cast,  Come  on,  Hieronimo,  at  my  request, 
Let  us  iotreat  your  company  to-day.       [Exeunt. 

Hier,  Your  lordship's  to  command. — Plia ! 
Keep  your  way. 

^  Aft !  chi  mi  fa  piu  carrezze  che  non  suole 
Tradito  mi  ha,  o  tradir  mi  vuole.         [Exit. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revenge, 

**  Ghost.  Awake,  Erictbo;  Cerberus,  awake ! 
**  Solicit  Pluto,  gentle  Proserpine, 
**  To  combat  Acheron  and  Erebus  in  hell, 
"  For  ne'er  by  Styx  and  Phlegeton, 
**  Nor  ferried  Charon  to  the  tiery  lakes, 
"  Such  fearful  sights,  as  poor  Andrea  see, 
''  Revenge,  awake ! 

"  *5°  Rev.  Awake,  for  why  ? 

**  Ghost.  Awake,  Revenge,  for  thou  art  ill  ad- 
vised 
*'  To  sleep ;  awake !  what,  thou*^'  art  warned  to 
watch  ? 

**  Rev.  Content  thyself,  and  do  not  trouble  me. 

**  Ghost.  Awake,  Revenge  1  if  love,  as  love  hath 
had, 
^  Have  yet  the  power  or  prevalence  in  hell : 
^  Hieronimo  with  Lorenzo  is  joined  in  league, 
**  AAd  intercepts  our  passage  to  revenge ; 


^'  Pocof  pala5ra»— These  words  are  given  to  the  Tinker  in  the  Induction  to  the  Taming  of  the  Shroc 
|o  order  to  ridicule  them. 
*^  Hbt,  I  will  be  revenged,  1653. 
^^  MSychimifaf  Pui  carretza  che  non  sule 

Tradito  viha  otrade  vule, — Quartos. 
^'^  Revenge.  Awake,  for  why  ?^H>mitted,  1618.  93.  33. 
^<1  Thou,  omitted,  1618. 83.  Si. 
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"  Awake,  Revenge !  or  we  are  woe-be-gone.  *** 
**  Rev.  Thus  worldlings  ground  what  they  have 
dreamed  upon. 
**  Content  thyself,  Andrea,  though  I  sleep, 
'*  Yet  is  ^'^  my  mood  soliciting  their  souls: 
^  Suffice  it  thee  that  poor  Hieronimo 
'<  Cannot  forget  his  son  Horatio. 
*^  Nor  dies  Itevenge,  although  he  sleep  a  while : 
'<  For  in  unquiet,  quif  tness  is  feigned,  ^'^ 
**  And  slumbering  is  a  common  worldly  wile. 
**  Behold,  Andrea,  for  an  instance,  how 
**  Revenge  hath  slept,  and  then  imagine  thou, 
^  What  'tis  to  be  subject  to  destiny. 

Enter  a  Dumb  Show. 
^  Okott,  Awake,  Revenge !  reveal  this  mystery. 


^  Bjto.  The  two  firtt,  the  nuptial  torches  hsre^ 
*^  As  brightly  *''  burning  as  the  mid-day's  sun: 
*^  But  a&r  tfaem  doth  Hymen  hie  as  fast, 
**  Clothed  in  sable,  and  a  saffroa  robe, 
^  And  blows  them  out,  and  queiicheth  them  with 

blood, 
<*  As  discontent  that  things  continue  so. 

'^  Ghoit.  Sttffioeth  me  thy  meaning't  ander* 
stood, 
<<Aud  thanks  to  ^^  thee,  and  those  in^eml 

powers, 
**  That  will  not  tolerate  a  lover's  woe. 
<«  Rest  thee,  for  I  will  sit  to*''  see  the  rest 
"  Rtv.  Then  *'*  argue  not,  for  diou  hast  diy 
request 

[Exaaii? 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Belimperia  and  Hieronimo. 


Bel.  Is  this  the  love  thou  bear'st  Horatio  ? 
Is  this  the  kindness  that  tliou  counterfeit'st  ? 
Are  these  the  fruits  of  thy  incessant  tears  ? 
Hieronimo,  are  these  thy  passions. 
Thy  protebtations,  and  thy  deep  laments. 
That  thou  wert  wont  to  weary  men  withal  ? 
Oh,  unkind  father !  oh,  deceitful  world  ! 
With  what  excuses  can*st  thou  shew  thyself? 
With  what  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men. 
From  this  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men ; 
Thus  to  neglect  the  loss  and  life  **'  of  him. 
Whom  both  my  letters,  and  thine  own  Itelief, 
Assures  thee  to  be  causeless  slaughtered  ? 
Hieronimo,  for  shame  !  Hieronimo, 
Be  not  a  history  to  after-times 
Of  such  ungratitude  unto  thy  son ; 
Unhappy  mothers  of  such  children  then. 
But  monstrous  fathers  to  forget  so  soon 
The  death  of  those,  whom  they  with  care  and  cost 
Have  tendered  so,  thus  careless  should  be  lost. 
Myself,  a  stranger  in  respect  of  thee, 
So  loved  his  life,  as  still  I  wish  their  deaths. 
Nor  shall  his  death  be  unrevenged  bv  mc. 
Although  I  bear  it  out  for  fashion's  ^^  sake ; 
For  here  I  swear,  in  sight  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Should'st  thou  neglect  the  love  thou  should'st  re- 
tain. 
And  give  it  over,  and  devise  no  more. 
Myself  should  send  their  hateful  souls  to  hell. 
That  wrought  hb  downfal,  with  extrcmest  death. 


Hirer.  But  may  it  be,  that  Belim|ieria 
Vows  such  revenge  as  she  hath  deigned  tosay  ? 
Why  then  I  see  that  heaven  applies  our  drift, 
And  all  the  saints  do  sit  soliciting 
For  vengeance  on  those  cursed  murderers. 
Madam,  'tis  true,  and  now  1  find  it  so : 
I  found  a  letter,  written  in  your  name, 
And  in  that  letter,  how  Horatio  diecL 
Pardon,  O  pardon,  Belimperia, 
My  fear  and  care  in  not  believing  it; 
Nor  think  I  thoughtless  think  upon  a  ineaD, 
To  let  his  death  be  unrevenged  at  foil : 
And  here  I  vow,  so  you  but  give  consea^ 
And  will  conceal  my  resolution, 
I  will  ere  long  determine  of  their  deaths, 
That  causeless  thus  have  mordered  my  son. 

Bel.  Hieronimo,  I  will  consent,  oonoeal. 
And  aught  ^'  that  may  efiiM;t  for  thine  avaO 
Join  wiSi  thee  to  revenge  Horatio's  death. 

Hier.  On,  ***  then ;  whatsoever  I  devise^ 
Let  me  intreat  you,  grace  my  practices  : 
For  why,  the  plot's  already  in  my  head.— 
Here  they  are. 

Enter  Baltbezar  and  Lorevio. 

BaL  How  now,  Hieronimo  ?  what,  cotutisg  Be- 
limperia } 
Hier.  Aye,  my  lord,  such  courting  as  I  prooiise 
you. 
She  hath  my  heart :  but  you,  my  lord,  have  ben. 
Lor.  But  now,  Hieronimo,  or  never,  we  are  to 
intreat  your  help. 


***  IVoe  hfgono^ljmi  in  woe. 
*"  In,  1618.  «:f.:iS. 
*"  Bright,  1618. 23.  SS. 
*57  Unto,  1618.  %'.^  S3, 
»«  Life  and  Ion,  1618.  «3.  33- 
»e«  What,  16J3.     * 


*'«  Found,  1618.  SS.  St. 

««  Unto,  1618.23,33. 

«»  Thus,  1618. 

*«>  Fashion. 

^««  O  then,  1618. 23. 83. 
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Hier.  My  hdp?  why,  my  good  lords,  msrare 
joondvesof  me; 
For  joa  bftTO  giTen  me  caofle,  aye,  by  my  faith  ^^ 
have  yoo. 

BaL  It  pUnsed  you,  at  the  entertaimnent  of  the 
ambasoador. 
To  pace  the  king  so  much  as  with  a  thoar: 
Now  were  your  studjr  so  well  faraisbedy 
As  for  the  passioff  o^  the  first  night's  sport. 
To  entertain  my  father  with  the  like, 
Or  any  such  like  pleasing  motion, 
Assure  yourself  it  would  content  them  well. 

Hier.  Is  this  all  ? 

Lor,  Aye,  this  is  all. 

Hier.  Why,  then,  VW  fit  you,  say  no  more. 
*^  When  I  was  young,  I  gave  my  mind, 
And  plied  myself  to  mutless  poetry ; 
Whioi,  though  it  profit  the  professor  nought, 
Yet  is  it*^  passing  pleasing  to  the  world. 

Lor,  And  how  For  that  ? 

Hier,  Marry,  my  good  lord,  thus : 
And  yet  methmks  you  are  too  quick  with  us. 
When  in  Toledo,  there  I  studied. 
It  was  my  chance  to  write  a  tragedy, 
See  here,  my  lords,  rSAmpt  them  a  Book, 

Which,  long  forgot,  I  found  this  other  day ; 
Now  would  your  lordships  favour  me  so  much 
As  but  to  grace  me  with  your  acting  it, — 
I  mean  each  one  of  you  to  play  a  part,-— 
Assure  yon  it  will  prove  most  passing  strange, 
And  wondrous  plausible  to  the  assembly. 

BaL  What,  would  vou  have  us  play  a  tragedy  P 

Hier,  Why,  Nero  thought  it  no  disparagement ; 
And  kings  and  emperors  have  ta'en  delight. 
To  make  experience  of  their  wits  in  plays. 

Lor,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  good  Uieronimo, 
The  prince  but  asked  you  a  question. 

Bal,  In  faith,  Uieronimo,  and  you  be  in  earnest, 
1*11  make  one. 

Lor,  And  I  another. 

Hier,  Now,  my  good  lord,  could  you  intreat 
Your  sister  Belimperia  to  make  one: 
For  what's  a  play  without  a  woman  in*t  ? 

BeL  little  intreaty  shall  serve  me,  Hierooimo ; 
For  I  must  needs  be  employed  in  your  play. 

Hier,  Why  this  is  well :  I  tell  you,  lordlings, 
|t  wsLS  determined  to  have  been  acted 


By  gentlemen  aad  scholars  too; 
Su(£  as  could  tell  what  to  speak. 

BaL  And  now  it  shall  be  *^  played  by  princes 
and  courtiers, 
Snch  as  can  tell  how  to  speak; 
If,  as  it  is  our  country  manner. 
You  will  but  let  us  know  the  argument. 

Hier,  That  shall  I  roundly. — ^The  chronicles  of 
Spain 
Record  this  written  of  a  knight  of  ^'  Rhodes: 
He  was  betrothed,  and  wed&d  at  the  length, 
To  one  Perseda,  an  Italian  dame. 
Whose  beauty  ravished  all  that  her  beheld ; 
£speciallY  the  soul  of  Solyman, 
Who  at  the  marriage  was  the  chiefest  guest. 
By  sundry  means  sought  Solyman  to  win 
Perseda's  love,  and  could  not  gain  the  same; 
Then  Van  he  break  his  ptis«on  to  a  friend, 
One  of  his  Bashaws,  whom  he  held  full  dear; 
Her  had  this  Bashaw  long  solicited. 
And  saw  she  was  not  otherwise  to  be  won 
But  by  her  husband's  death,  this  knight  of  Rhodes ; 
Wh(«m  presently  by  treachery  he  slew  i 
She,  stirred  with  an  exceeding  hate  therefore^ 
As  cause  of  this  slew  Solyman ; 
And,  to  escape  the  Bashaw*s  tyranny, 
Did  stab  herself  r-^and  this^  the  tragedy. 

Lor,  Aye,  sir. 

BeL  But  say,  Hieronimo,  what  then  became  of 
him 
That  was  the  Bashaw  ? 

Hier,  Marry,  thus :  Moved  with  remorse  of  his 
misdeeds. 
Ran  to  a  mountain  top,  and  ^^  hung  himself. 

BaL  But  which  of  us  is  to  perform  that  part  ? 

Hier,  O,  that  will  I,  my  lords,  make  no  doubt 
of  it, 
ril  play  the  murderer,  I  warrant  you ; 
For  I  already  have  conceited  that. 

BaL  And  what  shall  I  ? 

Hier,  Oreat  Solyman,  the  *^^  Turkish  emperor. 

Lor,  And  I  ? 

Hier,  Erasto,  the  knight  of  Rhodes. 

BeL  And  I  ? 

Hier,  Perseda,  chaste,  and  resolute. — 
And  here,  my  lords,  are  several  abstracts  drawn. 
For  each  of  you  to  note  your  parts, 


^^*a 


««'  Honour,  1618. 83. 99. 

^^  When  I  wa9  youngs  &c.— Ben  Jonson,  who,  as  bath  been  said,  performed  the  part  of  Hieroainio, 
fULth  borrowed  this  thought.    See  Every  Man  in  his  Humour^  A.  1.  b.  1 : 

**  Myself  was  once  a  student,  and,  indeed. 
Fed  with  the  self-same  humour  he  is  now, 
Drcamiag  on  nought  bot  idle  poetry, 
That  fhiitlesB  and  uaprofitable  art. 
Good  untp  noae,  but  least  to  the  profetson.** 

^'  It  is,  less.  "^  gaid,  1618. 8S.  9S. 

««7  Of  the  Rhodes,  1618.  <«•  Thb  is,  1618.  US.  38. 

^^  Hanged,  161 8. 8S.  33.  »7o  jhat,  1618. 
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And  act  it  as  occasion's  offered  you. 
You  must  provide  a  Turkish  can, 
A  blacjL  mustachio,  and  a  faulchion. 

[Gives  a  Paper  to  Balthbzar. 
You  with  a  cross,  like  to*^'  a  knight  of  Rhodes; 

[Gives  another  to  Loremzo. 
And,  madam,  jou  must  attire  yourself, 

[Gives  Belimperia  another. 
like  Phebe,  Flora,  or  the  huntress,  *^* 
Which  to  your  discretion  «hal]  seem  best 
As  Ou-  me,  my  lords,  I'll  look  to  one, 
And  with  the  ransom  that  the  Viceroy  sent, 
So  furnish  and  perform  this  tragedy, 
^^^  As  all  the  world  shall  say,  Hieronimo 
Was  hberal  in  gracing  of  it  so. 

BaL  Hieronimo,  melhinks^a  comedy  were  bet- 
ter, 

Hier.  A  comedy!   fie!  comedies  are  fit  for 
common  wits: 
But  to  present  a  kingly  troop  withal. 
Give  me  a  stately-written  tragedy ; 
Tragadia  cothurrtata,  fitting  kings. 
Containing  matter,  and  not  common  things. 
My  lords,  all  this  must  be  performed. 
As  fitting  for  the  first  night  s  revelling. 
The  Italian  tragedians  were  so  sharp  of  wit, 
That  in  one  hour*s  meditation. 
They  would  perform  any  thing  in  action. 

Lor,  And  well  it  may,  for  I  have  seen  the  like 
In  Paris,  'mongst  the  French  tragedians. 

Hier.  In  Paris  !  mass,  and  well  remembered. 
There's  one  thing  more  that  rests  for  us  to  do. 

BaL  What's  that,  Hieronimo  ?  forget  not  any 
thing. 

Ijfier.  Each  one  of  us  ikiust  act  his  part 
If)  unknown  languages, 
That  it  may  breed  the  *^*  more  variety : 
As  you,  my  lord,  in  Latin ;  I  m  Greek ; 
You  in  Italian ;  and,  for  because  i  know 
That  Belimperia  hath  practised  the  French, 
Xq  courtly  French  shall  all  her  phrases  be. 

BeL  You  mean  to  try  my  cunning  then,  Hiero- 
nimo. 

BaL  But  this  will  be  a  mere  confusion^ 
And  hardly  shall  we  all  be  understood. 

ffier.  It  must  be  so ;  for  the  conclusion 
Shall  prove  the  invention,  and  all  was  ^ood : 
And  I  myself  in  an  oration. 
And  with  a  strange  and  wonderous  show  besides, 
That  I  will  have  there  behind  a  curtain. 
Assure  thyself,  shall  make  the  matter  known : 


And  all  shall  be  condaded  in  one  scene. 
For  there's  no  pleasure  ta*en  io  tediomiiess. 

BaL  How  like  too  this  ? 

Lor.  Why  thus,  my  lord,  we  must  resolve 
To  sooth  his  humours  up. 

BaL  On  then ;  ^'^  Hieronimo,  farewell  till  soon. 

Hier,  You'll  ply  this  gear  ? 

Lor,  1  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hieroviho. 

Hier.  Vfha  so;^^  now  shall  1  see  the  iaUof 
Babylon, 
Wrought  by  the  heavens  in  this  confusioa. 
And  if  the  world  like  not  this  tragedy. 
Hard  is  the  hap  of  old  Hieronimo.  [Erii, 

Enter  Isabella,  with  a  Weapon, 

Isab.  Tell  me  no  more,  O  monstrous  homiddet! 
Since  neither  piety,  nor  pity,  moves 
The  king  to  justice  or  compassion, 
I  will  revenge  myself  upon  this  place, 
^77  wiiere  thus  they  murdered  my  beloved  son. 

[She  cuts  down  the  Arbmr, 
Down  with  these  brauches,  and  these  loathMoe 

boughs^ 
Of  this  unfortunate  and  fatal  pine^ 
Down  viith  them,  Isabella,  rent  them  up. 
And  burn  the  roots  from  whence  the  rest  is  sproogi 
I  will  not  leave  a  root,  a  stalk,  a  tree, 
A  bough,  a  branch,  a  blossom,  nor  a  leaf, 
No,  not  an  herb  within  this  garden-plot. 
Accursed  complot  of  my  misery  I 
Fruitless  for  ever  may  this  garden  be. 
Barren  the  earth,  and  blissless^^'  whosoever 
Imagines  not  to  keep  it  unmanured. 
An  eastern  wind,  commixed  with  noisome  airs, 
Shall  blast  the  plants,  and  the  young  saplings: 
The  earth  with  serpents  shall  be  pestered, 
And  passengers,  for  fear  to  be  infect. 
Shall  stand  aloof;  and  looking  at  it,  tell. 
There,  murdered,  died  the  son  of  Isabel. 
Aye,  here  he  died,  and  here  I  him  embrace. 
See  there  his  ghost  solicits  ^^'  with  his  wounds 
Revenue  on  her  that  should  revenge  his  death. 
Hieronimo,  make  haste  to  see  thy  son ; 
For  sorrow  and  despair  hath  cited  me. 
To  hear  Horatio  plead  with  Rhadamant. 
Make  haste,  Hieronimo ;  to  hold  excused  **° 
Thy  negligence  in  pursuit  of  their  deaths, 
Whose  hateful  wrath  bereaved  him  of  his  breath. 
Ah  nay,^'  thou  dost  delay  their  deaths, 
Forgiv^st  the  murderers  of  thy  noble  son. 


ll\  To,  omitted,  1618.  »7*  The  huntress.^l.  e.  Diana.    Hawkins,  , 

III  That,  1623.  33.  ^74  The,  omitted,  1618.  «3. 33. 

Ill  O  then,  1633.  *76  |^  ^fcy,  ie33. 

',.  Jhere  they  murdered,  1618.93.^Where  they  have  murdered,  1633. 

V^  2'*?**^»  *^**^-  *^-  ^'  ^^^  Solicited  with  bis  woonds,  1618.  «S  9^ 

^^  To  hold  exclude,  161:^.  «3.  33^  »V  Hf^  1618. 28.  Si. 
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And  none  but  I  bestir  me  to  no  end : 
And  as  I  curse  this  tree  from  farther  fruit. 
So  shall  my  womb  be  cursed  for  his  sake ; 
And  with  this  weapon  will  I  wound  the  breast, 
The  hapless  breast  that  gave  Horatio  suck. 

[She  stabs  herself. 

Enter  Hieroniuo^  he  knocks  up  the  Curtain^ 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Castile* 

Cast,  How  now,  Hieronimo,  Where's  jour*'^ 
fellows. 
That  you  take  all  this  pain } 

Hier.  O,  sir,  it  is  for  the  author's  credit. 
To  look  that  all  things  may  go  well ; 
But,  good  my  lord,  let  me  intreat  your  grace 
To  give  the  king  the  copy  of  the  play; 
This  is  the  argument  of  what  we  show. 

Cast.  I  will,  Hieronimo. 

Hier.  One  thing  more,  my  good  ^*^  lord. 

Cast.  What's  that  ? 

Hier.  Let  me  intreat  your  grace. 
That  when  the  train  are  *^  past  into  the  gallery, 
You  would  vouchsafe  to  throw  me  down  the  key. 

Cast.  I  will,  Hieronimo.  [Exit  Castile. 

Hier.  What  are  you  ready,  Baltnezar? 
Bring  a  chair  and  a  cushion  for  the  king. 

Enter  Baltbezar  with  a  Chair. 

Well  done,  Balthczar,  hang  up  the  title; 

Our  scene  is  Rhodes.    What,  is  your  beard  on? 

Bat.  Half  on,  the  other  is  in  my  hand. 

Hier.  Dispatch  for  shame !  are  you  so  long? — 

[Exit  Baltbezar. 
Bethink  thyself,  Hieronimo, 
Recal  thy  wits,  recount  thy  former  wrongs. 
Thou  hast  received  by  murder  of  thy  son. 
And  lastly,  though  not  least,  bow  Isabel, 
Once  his  mother,  and  my  dearest  wife. 
All  woe-begone  *^'  for  him,  hath  slain  herself. 
Behoves  thee  then,  Hieronimo,  to  be  revenged ! 
The  plot  is  laid  of  dire  revenge. 
On  then,  ^^  Hieronimo,  pursue  revenge ; 
For  nothing  wants,  but  acting  of  revenge.    [Exit. 

Enter  Spanish  Kingy  Viceroy j  Duke  of  Castile^ 
and  their  Train. 

King.  Now,  Vicevojy  shall  we  see  the  tragedy 
Of  Solyman  the  Turkish  emperor. 
Performed  of  pleasure  by  your  **^  son  the  prince^ 
My  nephew,  Don  Lorenzo,  and  my  niece  ? 

Vice.  Who,  Belimperia  ? 

King.  Aye,  and  Hieronimo,  our  marshal, 


At  whose  request  they  deign*''  to  do*t  them* 

selves ; 
These  be  our  pastimes  in  the  court  of  Spain. — 
Here,  brother,  you  shall  be  the  book-keeper ; 
This  is  the  argument  of  that  they  show. 

[Qives  him  a  Book, 

Gentlemen,  this  play  of  Hieronimo^  in  sundry 
languages^  was  thought  good  to  be  set  down 
in  English  more  Ittrgely^  for  the  easier  under- 
standing  to  every  public  reader. 

Enter  BaltbezaR;  Belimperia,  and  Hiero- 
nimo. 

Bal.  Bashaw,  that  Rhodes  b  ours,  yield  heavens 
the  honour, 
And  holy  Mahomet  our  sacred  prophet : 
And  be  thou  graced  with  every  excellence. 
That  Solyman  can  give,  or  thou  desire. 
But  thy  desert  in  conquering  Rhodes  is  less. 
Than  in  reserving* this  fair  Christian^''  nymph, 
Persedn,  blissful  lamp  of  excellence. 
Whose  eyes  compel  like  powerful  adamant 
The  warlike  heart  of  Solyman  to  wait. 

King.  See  Viceroy,  that  is  Baltbezar  your  son^, 
That  represents  the  emperor  Solyman  : 
How  well  he  acts  his  amorous  passion  ! 

Vice.  Aye,  Belimperia  hath  taught  him  that 

Cast.  That*s  because  his  mind  runs  all  on  Be- 
limperia. 

Hier,  Whatever  joy  earth  yields,  betide*^  your 
majesty. 

BaL  Earth  yields  no  joy  without  Perseda*s  love. 

Hier,  *''  Let  then  Perseda  on  your  grace  at- 
tend. 

Bal.  She  sliall  not  wait  on  me,  but  I  on  her, 
Drawn  by  the  influence  of  her  lights,  I  yield ; 
But  let  my  friend  the  Rhodian  knight  come  forth» 
Erastus  clearer  than  my  life  to  me. 
That  he  may  see  Perseda  my  beloved. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Xing.  Here  comes  Lorenzo— Look  upon  the 
plot, 
And  tell  me,  brother,  what  part  plays  he  ? 

Bel.  Ah,  my  Erastus,  welcome  to  Perseda. 

Xor.  Thrice  happy  u  Erastus  that  tliou  livest; 
Rhodes*  loss  is  nothing  to  Erastus*  joy, 
Sith  his  Perseda  lives,  his  life  survives.  • 

BaL  Ah,  Bashaw,  here  is  love  betwixt  Erastus 
And  fair  Perseda,  sovereign  of  my  soul. 

Hier,  Remove  Erastus,  mighty  Solyman, 


*»*  Thy,  1618. 9$.  S3. 

*»♦  Is,  161.S.2S.93. 

^*^  Ontbero,  1618.^3.  33»  . 

»»»  Dcnic,  1618. 

^^  fietlodc,  1618. 


*«5  Good  my,  1 693. 

*»s  Woe  6e^on«— See  P.  503.  Note, 

*•'  Oar,  16IH.93.33. 

^«9  Christian,  omitted,  1633. 

«»*  Then  let,  1618.  23. 3J. 
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And  theti  Peraeda  will  be  quicklj  woo. 

BaL  Erastas  is  ray  friend,  and  while  lie  Hres 
Perseda  never  will  remove,  her  love. 

Hier,  Let  not  Erastus  live  to  grieve  great  Soly* 
inaii. 

Bal.  Dear  is  Erastus  in  oor  princely  eye. 

Hier.  But  if  he  be  yonr  rival,  let  him  die. 

BaL  Why«  let  him  die ;  to  love  oommaodeth 
ine; 
Yet  erieve  I  that  Erastus  should  so  die. 

Hier.  Erastus,  Solyman  saluteth  thee. 
And  lets  thee  wit  by  me  his  highness*  will, 
1!  hich  is,  that  ihou  should'st  be  thus  employed. 

[StaifS  him, 

BeL  Ah  me,  Erastus'!-^Spe,  Solyman^  Erastus 
fiiain. 

BaL  Yet  liveth  Solyman  to  comfort  thee. 
Fair  queen  of  beauty,  let  not  favour  die, 
But  with  a  gracious  eye  behold  his  grief. 
That  with  Perseda's  beauty  is  increased. 
If  by  Perseda's  grief  be  not  released. 

BeL  Tyrant,  desist  soliciting  vain  suits ; 
Relentless  are  mine  ears  to  thy  laments, 
As  thv  butcher  is  pitiless  and  base, 
Which  siezed  on  my  Erastus,  harmless  knight ; 
yet  by  thy  power  thou  thinkest  to  command, 
And  to  thy  .power  Perseda  doth  obey ; 
But  were  she  able,  thus  she  would  revenge 
Thy  treacheries  on  thee,  ignoble  prince ; 

[Stain  him. 
And  on  herself  she  would  be  thus  revenged. 

[Stabtheruff: 

King,  Well  said,  old  marshal,  this  was  bravely 
done. 

Hier,  But  Belimperia  plays  Perseda  well. 

Vice,  Were  this  in  earnest,  Belimperia? 
You  would  be  better  to  my  son  than  so. 

King,  But  now  what  follows  ^^  for  Hieronimo  ? 

Hier,  Marry  this  follows  for  Hieronimo  ; 
Here  break  we  off  our  sundry  languages, 
And  thus  conclude  I  in  our  vulgar  tongue ; 
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Haply   you   think   (but   bootless 

thoughts) 
That  this  is  fabulously  counterfeit, 
And  that  we  do,  as  all  tragedians  do^ 
To  die  to»day,  for  fashioning  our  scene. 
The  death  of  Ajax,  or  some  Ro!nan  peer. 
And  in  a  minute  btaiting  up  again. 
Revive  to  please  to-raorrow*s  audience ; 
^o,  princes ;  know,  I  am  Hieronimo, 


are  your 


The  hopeless  father  of  a  hapless 

Whose  tobgue  is  "^  toned  to  teU  hia  latest  talc, 

Not  to  excuse  gross  errors  io  the  play. 

I  see  your  looks  urge  iostaooe  of  tnoaa  woids^ 

Behold  the  reason  uiging  me  to  this. 

[He  shemg  his  dead  Son, 
See  here  my  show,  look  on  this  spi^ctacle ; 
Here  lay  my  hope,  and  here  my  hope  hath  end : 
Here  lay  my  heart,  and  here  my  heart  was  slaia; 
Here  lay  my  treasure,  here  my  treasure  lost; 
Here  lay  my  bliss,  and  here  my  bliss  bereft; 
But,  hope,  heart,  treasure,  joy,  and  bliss, 
All  fled,  faiPd,  died;  yea,  all  decayed  vritb  this. 
From  forth  these  wounds  came  breath  that  gpive 

me  life; 
They  murdered  me,  that  made  these  fatal  marka 
The  cause  was  loie,  whence  grew  this  OMftal  hsle^ 
The  hate,  Loreoso  and  young  Bnlthenr, 
The  love,  my  son  to  Belimperia ; 
But  night,  the  coverer  of  accursed  crimes, 
With  pitchy  silence  hush'd  ^'  these  tiaiton 

harms, 
And  lent  them  leave,  for  they  had  *^  sorted  lei- 
sure. 
To  take  advantage  in  nay  garden-plot, 
Upon  my  son^  my  dear  Horatio; 
There  raercilesa  they  butchered  up  my  boy, 
In  black  dark  night,  to  pale  dim  cmer  death. 
He  shrieks,  I  heard ;  and  yet  methiuks  I  hear 
His  dismal  outcry  echo  in  the  air ; 
With  soonest  speed  I  basted  to  the  noise^ 
Where  hanging  on  a  tree  I  fbnnd  my  son. 
Through  girt  with  wounds,  and  slau^tei'd  as  70a 

see; 
And  grieved  I,  think  you,  at  diis  spectacle  ? 
Speak,  Pordngale,  whose  loss  ^'  resembles  mine. 
If  thou  can'st  weep  upon  thy  Balthetar, 
Tis  like  I  ^^wait'd  for  ray  Horatio.— 
And  you,  my  lord,  whose  reconciled  son 
MarchM  in  a  net,  and  thought  himself  onseeo, 
And  rated  me  for  brain-sick  lunacy, 
«99  With— God  amend  that  nmd  Hieronimo; 
How  can  you  brook  our  play's  catastrophe  ? 
And  here  behold  this  bloody  handkerchief. 
Which  at  Horatio*s  death  I,  weeping,  dipt 
Within  the  river  of  his  bleeding  wounds. 
It,  as  propitious,  see,  I  have  ^^reserved. 
And  never  hath  it  left  my  bloody  ^'  heart, 
Soliciting  remembrance  of  my  vow. 
With  these,  O  these  accursed  moitlerers ; 


^^  For  omitted,  1618. 28.  33.  »5»J  Be,  1618.  «S.  33. 

*5*  Tuined,  1618.  »9S  xhe  traitorous  I6»3.  S3. 

*96  Sorted,— To  sort  H  to  ehuse  or  ubet.    As,  In  the  Third  Part  of  Hatry  T/.  A.  5.  8.  6  : 

*'  For  I  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee.^ 
Ford*8  Love's  Melancholy: 


*'^  Resemble,  1618.  «S. 
*w  Which.  1618.^3.33, 
'«'  Bleeding,  1623.  38. 


**  We  shall  sort  time  to  take  more  notice  of  him.*' 


*9«  Waile,  1633. 

3«>  Preserved,  1618.  53.  33. 
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MHucb  BOW  pcfflbraMdy  way  haifft  k 
And  Co  this  end  the  Bashair.  1  becwnfi^ 
That  mi^  revenge  me  oa  Loeenzo't  lile ; 
Who  therelbve  was  appoaned  to  the  pajrt. 
And  was  tarefmseat  the  ksoKht  of  Rhodes^ 
That  I  might  kill  him  more  coovenientJy  :•--* 
So,  Viceroj,  was^this  Baithegag  thy  sob» 
That  Solymaa,  which  BetHnperia, 
Iq  person  of  Pci«ed%  muffder'd^ 
Solely  appointed  to  that  tra^  parft. 
That  she  might  sky  him  that  oQsBded  her. 
Poor  Betimpena  mWd  her  part  ia  this ; 
For  though  the  stoey  saith,  she  should  W>« 

dieA 
Yet  I  of  kindness,  arid  el  eaie  to  hei^ 
Did  otherwise  determine  of  hev  end  ; 
Bia  Vuvf  of  him,  whom  ihej  did  hale.  ^^  too 

rouffh. 
I>id  mfe  her  resohilaoB  ta  hip  s^cliu-rT 
And,  prinoesg  new  heboid  liieroDimfl^ 
Author  and  actor  ia  Uiis  trtgedy. 
Bearing  his  latest  fortune  in  his  fist ; 
And  will  as  resohite  conclude  his  part 
At  m[  of  the  9Clorg  g^i^e  befc^o*— 
And,  ^^  gentles,  thus  I  end  my  pl^y ; 
Urge  no  m^.  word^  I  h«ve  no  more  to  spiy> 

[£(6,  fun^^th  to  kang  hinufi^^ 
King,  0  hear^i^fe  Viceroy-— H^W,  Uiexowi^^ — 
Broth^  op^'  nephew  ^ipd  thy  som  are  sl^in. 

Vice,  We  are  t#tW*d-^W  Bf^lthe?ar  U  sl^ 
Break  ope  the  do^»^rMi^  save  UieroniinO;, 

[tkfj/  break  ^th^nd  hpl4  ^I^RO.^rI%la 
Hieroniron^  df^  but  vdfpvfi^  3m  Hii^of  these  ev^ts^ 
Upon  mine  honouc»  thou  shf^|(  h^ve  ap,  If^rav 
Uier,  Viceroy,  I  wJU  uot  trust  thjee  v^ith  m 
Ufe, 
Which  I  thi^d<^  hjK^  o0|^d  to  n^  sqn. 
Accursed  «iretoh !  w^y^^^  s^iy'st  thou  him  t^\ 
wasr^ve4  tQ(Ue^ 


ert,  speak! 
For  opw  I  ba^e  tbee»  I  will  nial^  thee  ape?):* 
Why  hast  thou  done  tbi^  undeserving  deed  ? 
Vice,  Why  has^  thou  uMirdered  iny  QaUbezar  ? 
Cast.  Why  hast  thou  butchered  bgth  my  cliil- 

dreatbus? 
^  Hier,  ]^t  are  you  sure  that  th/e^^,  ^r^  dead  ? 
^  Cast,  Aye,  slain  top  sure. 
^  Hjb^,  What,  and  y^uc*s  too  ^ 
**  Vicc;  Aye,  all  are  deafi;  not  one  of  them 

"syrvive. 
^  Jfifir*  Nay,  then  I  care  ootrr-CoHie,  a^d  wa 
*^  sMi  ^  frieode : 
*^  Let  us  ky  our  beads  togetl^. 
^  See,  heres  a  goodly  noose  will  ho]^  them  riU 
**  ViifG,  Q.  daivped  devil !  bow  ^^^  secure  he  is  ( 
"  Hier.  Secure !  why  dost  thou  w:onder  at  it  ? 
'^  I  teU  thfOi  Vioe^oj^  tUf  day.  )  b^ve  sf en  i^e* 

^  Aw^  in  ^t  sight  an^gro^vn  ^fpo^dfir  mo/iarchy 
*^  Tl^ao  fyejc  s^te  imder  t/tiQ  9rown  of  Sp^in. 
"  Had  I  as  many  lives  as  there  be  stiy^ 
*'  A>  toaiqr  hel^ve^s  to  gp  to  as  t^io^  ^vei^ 
**  Vd  give  them  all,  aye,  and  my  sp^ul  to  boot, 
^  But  I  ^uld  seo  thee  tide  in  this  red  pool. 

^  Cast.  Speak,  who  wene  thy  90ip^(edeiA^s  ia 
«thU? 

**  Vice,  Tb^t  wi^  thy  daughter  ^j^litn^na; 
**  For  by  bier  hand  my  Q^thezar  was  slain : 
^  I  saw  her  stab  him.*^- 

Hier.  Q  goo4  yfQfdfk.—A^  deer  to  i^e  ^as  my 
lloretiob 
As  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours,  my  lor^,  ^o  you; 
My  guiltless  spn  was  by  Lo^zp  s^vi^ 
And  by  {iorenzo  end  that  ^^Uhezar 
Am  I  at  last  revenged  tbofougliily; 
Vpun  wliose  tools  r(^iy;  heavens  be  yet^^  avenged 
^^^  With  greater  far  than  these  alHActijons. 


rrsT. 


5^  So,  im  S|S.  3°^  PeuUies,  \^3S.  3(H  Stn^>^  16^  33. 

^^^  S^a^f,—**  lu  the  9eP^  ^  ^be  ie^Uih  ^«ch^k*— fecurus  admodam  de  hello  animi  M<^r*  ^onio.    A  ne- 
gligent security  arising  from  a  contempt  of  tbe  object  opposed/' 

Dr  Warburton*s  Note  on  Troilut  and  Crettida,  A.  4.  S.  5.    See  also  Dr  Farmer*i  Note  on  the  same 


3^  Revenged,  1618.  SS.  S3. 
307  fT'iih  greater  far  tkm  thete  q^ict{on$,/^lu  the  second  edition^  instead  of  what  is  printed  in  mverted 
commas,  the  dlalogoe  goes  on  in  this  manner : 

Otst,  Bt\\  who  were  thj;  co,e.{eden|te^  Vn  thi«  i 

Vice,  That  was  thy  daughter  Belimppria; 
For  by  her  hand  my  Baltbezar  was  slain : 
I  saw  her  stab  him.' 

King.  Whyspea|^*stthi^noU 

Hier,  What  lesser  liberty  can  kings  afford 
Than  harmlifss  silence  ?  then  afford  it  me  : 
Sufficetb,  I  if^y  ppt,  ifor  1  wil|  p0  t^|  $l|e^ 

King,  J.*etpb  f^ftji  thp  tgfslure^-r-: 
Traitor  as  thou  art,  1*11  make  thee  tell. 

Uier,  Indeed,  thoa  may*st  torment  me,  as  his  wretched  son 
Hath  done  to  i|Sttrd-riii|  my  Horatio ; 


yoL.  I. 


St 
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**  Methinkfly  since  I  grew  ^^  inward  with  revenge, 
**  I  cannot  look  with  scorn  enough  on  death. 

^  King.  What,  dost  ^^  thou  mock  us,  slave  ? 
"  bring  tortures  forth. 

^  Hier.  Do,  do,  do,  and  mean  time  1*11  torture 
"  you : 
**  You  had  a  son,  as  I  take  it,  and  your  son 
*' Should  have  been  married  to  your  daughter: 

**  ha,  was't  not  so  ? 
^  You  had  a  son  too,  he  was  my  liege's  nephew : 
**  He  was  proud  and  piilitie ;  had  he  lived, 
**  He  might  ha'  come  to  wear  the  crown  of  Spain : 
^  I  think  'twas  so ; — 'twas  I  that  killed  him : 
**  Look  you,  this  same  hand  was  it  that  stabbed 
**  His  heart — do  you  see  this  hand  ? 
"Tor  one  Horatio,  if  you  ever  knew  him  ? 
^  A  youth,  one  that  tliey  hanged  up  in  his  father's 

" garden, 
^  One  that  did  force  your  valiant  son  to  ^ield, 
**  While  your  valiant  son  did  take  him  prisoner. 

^  Vice.  Be  deaf,  my  senses,  I  can  hear  no  more. 

**King.  Fall,  heaven,  and  cover  us  with  thy  sad 


«t 


rums. 


''  Catt,  Roll  all  the  world  within  thy  pitchy 

"  cloud. 
"  Hier.  Now  do  I  applaud  what  I  have  acted. 
** ''°  Nunc  mors  cede  manus, 
**  Now  to  express  the  rapture  of  my  part, 
^  First  take  my  tongue,  and  afterward  my  heart. 

"  [He  bites  out  his  Tongue."* 
Kinf.  O  monstrous  resolution  of  a  wretch ! — 
See,  Viceroy,  he  hath  bitten  forth  his  tongue, 
Rather  than  to  reveal  what  we  required. 
Cast.  Yet  can  he  write. 
King.  And  if  in  this  he  satisfy  us  not, 
We  will  devise  th'  extremest  kind  of  death 
That  ever  was  invented  for  a  wretch. 

[He  makes  Signs  for  a  Knife  to  mend  his 
Pen. 
Cust.  O,  he  would  have  a  knife  to  mend  his 

pen. 
Vice,  Here,  and  advise  thee  that  thou  write  the 
troth. — 
Look  to  my  brother,  save  Hieronimo. 

[He  with  the  Knife  stabs  the  Duke  and 
himself. 


King.  What  age  hadi  ever  heard  sodi  m» 
strous  deeds? 
My  brother,  and  the  whole  succeeding  hope 
That'"  Spain  expected  after  my  decease — 
Go  bear  his  body  hence,  that  we  may  naoam 
The  loss  of  our  beloved  brother's  death, 
That  he  may  be  entombed,  whate'er  befal : 
I  am  the  next,  the  nearest,  last  of  alL 

Vice.  And  thou,  Don  Pedm,  do  the  like  for  «: 
Take  up  our  hapless  son,  untimely  slam : 
Set  me  with  him,  and  he  with  wuful  roe^ 
Upon  the  main-mast  of  a  ship  unmanned^ 
And  let  the  wind  and  tide  hale  me  along 
To  Sylla's  barking  and  untamed  gulpb; 
Or  to  the  loathsome  pool  of  Acheron, 
To  weep  my  want '"  for  my  sweet  Baithenr: 
Spain  hath  no  refuge  for  a  Portingale.    [  ExetmL 
[The  Trumpets  sound  a  Dead  March;  the 
King  rf  Spain  mourning  after  his  Br9' 
the/s  Bodtf ;  and  the  Kin^  of  Portkir 
gale  bearing  the  Bodbf  of  hu  Son, 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revenge. 

Ghost,  Aye,  now  my  hopes  have  end  in  dicir 
effects. 
When  blood  and  sorrow  finish  mv  desires^ 
Horatio  murdered  in  his  father's  bower ; 
Vile  Scrberine  by  Pedringano  slain ; 
False  Pedringano  hanged  by  quaint  device; 
Fair  Isabella  by  herself  misdone ; 
Prince  Balthezar  by  Belimperia  stabbed ; 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  and  his  wicked  sooy 
Both  done  to  death  by  old  Hieronimo; 
My  Belimperia  fallen,  as  Dido  fell ; 
And  good  Hieronimo  slain  by  himself: 
Aye,  these  were  spectacles  to  please  my  tooL 
Now  will  I  beg  at  lovely  Proserpine, 
That  by  the  virtue  of  her  princely  doom, 
I  may  consort  my  friends  m  pleasing  sort, 
And  on  my  foes  work  just  and  sharp  revenge. 
ni  lead  my  friend  Horatio  through  those  fields 
Where  never-dying  wars  are  still  indored. 
ril  lead  fair  Isabella  to  that  train 
Where  pity  weeps,  but  never  feeleth  pain, 
ni  lead  my  Belimperia  to  those  joys 
That  vestal  virgins  and  fair  queens 


Bat  never  shalt  tboa  force  me  to  reveal 

The  thing  which  I  have  yow*d  inviolate  | 

And  therefore,  in  despite  of  all  thy  threats, 

Pleased  with  their  deaths,  and  eased  with  their  revenge. 

First  take  my  tongue,  &c. 

***  Inward,— I.  e,  iniimate*    So,  in  the  MaUcontent,  A.  4.  S.  S. : 

**  Come,  we  must  be  inward,  thou  and  I  all  one.'* 
The  Revengers  Tragedtj,  A.  2. : 

**  My  lord,  most  sore  on't  t  for  'twas  spoke  by  one, 
**  That  is  most  inward  with  the  duke's  son's  lust." 


3<^  Thou  omitted,  1623. 33. 

^*°  Nunc  mers  cade  manuSf  1618.- 

3"  Of,  1G18.«S.:J3. 

8 


-Nunc  pims  cadt  manus,  1 6^^  :)3. 
3'»  Of,  I6i3.  33. 
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ni  lead  Hieronimo  where  Orpheus  plays, 
Adding  sweet  pleasure  to  eternal  dajs. 
But  saj,  Rf  venose,  (for  thou  must  help,  or  none,) 
Against  the  rest  how  shall  my  hate  be  shewn  ? 
Rev,  This  hand  shall  hale  them  down  to  deep- 
est hell, 
Where '"  none  but  furies,  bugs,  ''♦  and  tortures 
dwell. 
Ohott.  Tlien,  sweet  Revenge,  do  tliis  at  my  re- 
quest, 
L«t  me  be  judi^e,  and  doom  them  to  unrest 
Let  loose  poor  Titius  from  the  Tulture's  gripe. 
And  let  Don  Cyprian  supply  his  room : 
Place  Don  Lnrenzo  on  Ixion's  wheel, 
And  let  the  lovers*  endless  pains  surcease ; 


Juno  forgets  old  wrath,  and  grants  him  ease. 
Hang  BaTthezar  about  Chimera's  neck. 
And  let  him  there  bewail  his  bloody  love, 
Repining  at  our  joys  that  are  above. 
Let  Serberine  go  roul  the  fatal  stone. 
And  take  from  Sisiphus  his  endless  moan. 
False  Pedringano,  for  his  treachery, 
Let  him  be  dragged  through  boiling  Acheron, 
And  there  live,  dying  still  ii^  endless  flames. 
Blaspheming  Gods,  and  all  their  holy  names. 
Rev,  Then  haste  we  down  to  meet  thy  friends 
and  foes; 
To  place  thy  friends  in  'ease,  the  rest  in  woes : 
For  here,  though  death  '"  hath  end  their  misery, 
rii  there  begin  their  endless  tragedy. 


THE  SPANISH  TRAGEDY, 

Coniaming  the  LantetUable  Murder  (/Horatio  and  Beumperia; 
with  the  Pitiful  Death  of  Old  Hibbonimo. 


To  the  Tune  of— Qu^en  Bido. 


Tou  that  have  lost  your  former  joys, 
And  now  in  woe  your  lives  do  lead  : 
Feeding  on  nought  hut  dire  annoys. 
Thinking  your  griefs  all  grief  exceed : 
Assure  yourselves  it  is  not  sot 
Lo  here  a  sight  of  greater  woe. 

Hapless  Hieronimo  was  my  name. 
On  whom  fond  fortune  smiled  long; 
But  now  her  flattering  smiles  I  blame. 
Her  flattering  smiles  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Would  I  had  died  in  lender  years, — 
Then  had  not  been  this  cause  of  tears. 


I  Marshall  was  in  prime  of  years. 
And  won  great  honour  in  the  field ; 
Until  that  age  with  silvered  hairs, 
My  aged  head  had  overspread  : 
Then  left  I  war,  and  staid  at  home, 
And  gave  my  honour  to  my  sou. 

Horatio,  my  sweet  only  child, 
Prickt  forth  by  fame's  aspiring  wings. 
Did  so  behave  him  in  the  field. 
That  he  prince  Balthezar  captive  brings ; 
And  with  great  honour  did  present 
Him  to  the  king  incontinent. 


"1  Nought,  1618.  83. 33. 

1«4  Bugu — Terrors,    So,  in  Arien  ofFevtrtham: 

**  Nay  then  let's  go  sleepe  $  when  hugt  and  feares 
**  Shall  kill  our  courages  with  their  fancies  worke. 

Churchyard's  ChaUengef  p.  180. ; 

'*  And  in  their  place  came  fearfid  huggetf 
**  As  blacke  as  any  pitche  : 

**  With  bellies  big,  and  swaf^ing  dqgges, 
'*  More  lothsome  than  a  witch." 

Churchyard's  TT^rlAinaf  of  Walet,  p.  16.  edlL  1776 : 


» 


3>S  Doth,  1693. 33. 


<'  A  kynd  of  sound,  that  makes  a  burling  noyse, 

**  To  feare  young  babes,  with  brute  of  buggei  and  toyes. 


{ 
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[AVOVTHOVS. 


The  BoWe  oT  CintHe's  daughter  (beQ 

Desired  Horatio  to  relate 

The  death  of  her  hdon-ed  4neaAi*^ 

Her  love  Andrea's  woefari  late : 
But  when  she  knew  ^nho  had  hnn  ahdiiy 
She  voffed  she  weuM  revenge  tiie  «aaie. 

Thea  more  to  vex  prince  fislthenr, 
Became  be  slew  iier  cbiefeat  friend, 
She  chose  my  son  for  her  chief  ^wer,*^ 
lliereby  taemmig  to  w>oi4e  revenge. 

But  mark  what  then  did  straight  befell, 
To  (tvni  jsiy  sweet  to  bitter  (gall. 

Lorenzo  then,  to  find  the  -came. 
Why  that  his  sister  was  unkind ; 
At  last  he  found,  within  a  pause. 
How  ho  might  sound  her  secret  mind : 
Which  for  to  bring  well  to  effect. 
To  fetch  her  man  he  doth  direct. 

Who  being  come  into  his  sight. 
He  threatneth  for  to  rid  his  life. 
Except  straightways  he  should  recfte, 
His  sibter's  love, — the  cause  of  strife. 
Compelled  therefore  t'  mifbld  his  itini4, 
Said — with  Horatio  she's  (Knaibiiifiji 


The  villain  ^en,  iae  hope  of  gm. 
Did  straigkt  convey  tlxiu  to  die  flaoe 
Where  dicee  two  kmren  tdii  reowniy 
Joying  in  eight  of  others  feoe; 
And  to  tbehr  fees  cliey  did  impnt 
The  place  where  tbey  should  joy  ikmr  heart. 

Prince  Balthezar,  with  his  compeilBfl^ 
Bnters  my  bower  nil  in  the  niglit, 
And  there  my  son  slain  they  upreMv 
The  more  to  work  mycreaBer  spigM; 

Bat  as  I  ky  end  tedk  repoee, 

A  voice  I  beard,  wWesvat  I  rafe« 

And  findbng  then  hit  senaelesa  fon% 

The  murderers  1  sought  to  find. 

But  missing  them  I  stood  forlorn. 

As  one  amazed  in  his  mind ; 
And  rent  and  pulled  my  silvered  hair. 
And  cursed  and  damned  each  thing  vns  there. 

And  that  I  would  revenge  the  same, 
1 4ipt  a  napkin  in  his  blood. 
Swearing  to  work  their  woful  bain. 
That  so  had  spoiled  my  chiefest  good : 

And  that  I  WodM  not  it  forget* 

it  aJwnys  at  07  heart  I  kept. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 


To  Ihe  $ame  3Vnf • 


Then  Isabella,  tny  dear  wife, 

Finding  her  son  beseaved  of  bredth, 

And  loving  him  dearer  thi^n  life, 

Her  own  hand  strai^  dctfh  woHl  her  ^e&tb. 
And  now  ^ir  detrtbs  dofh  me^t  in  one, 
My  griefs  are  come,  my  joys  are 'gone. 

Then  frantickly  I  rati  ^out. 
Filling  the  air  with  mournful  groans. 
Because  I  had  not  yet  found  out 
The  murtherers  to  ease  tottoans. 
I  rent  and  tore  each  thing  I  got. 
And  said,  and  did,  I  knew  not  what. 

Thus  as  I  passed  the  streets,  hard  by 
The  Duke  of  Castile's  home,  «$  then 
A  letter  there  I  did  espy. 
Which  shewed  Horatio's  woful  end ; 
Which  Belimperia  forth  had  flung. 
From  prison,  where  they  kept  Iter 'Btitmg. 

Then  to  the  court  forthwith  I  •went, 
And  of  the  king  did  justice  crave; 
But  hv  Lorenzo's  had  intent, 
I  hiuflred  was,  which  made  me  siwe. 
Then  vexed  more  I  Mmifmi  «i|4  frowned^ 
And  with  my  poinard  ript  the  ground. 


But  false  Lorenw  put  me  ont, 

And  told  the  king  then  by  and  by, 

That  frantickly  I  ran  about. 

And  of  my  son  did  always  rry. 

And  said,  ^twere  good  f  would  resign 
My  marshabhip,  wfaidi  f^riered  my  wM, 

The  Duke  of  Oastile  hearing  tfaen^ 
How  I  "^id  grudge  <t)ll  ttt  bis  son. 
Did  send  for  me  to  make  us  friends^ 
To  stay  the  rumour  then  begun : 

Whereto  I  straightway  gave  consent. 
Although  in  hei^  I  never  meant. 

"Sweet  BeliBipena  ooines  to  mtf 

Ubinking  tny  aon  I  bad  forgot. 

To  eee  •Die  wiftb  faia  fees  agree. 

The  which  I  never  meant,  God  wot; 
But  when  we  knew  each  other^s  mind. 
To  wfii%  nevenge  a  mean  I  find. 

Ilien  bloody  Balthezar  enters  in. 

Entreating  me  to  shew  some  sport 

Un«e  liit  HOmt  tend  the  king, 

That  to.  bis  cuiptial  did  resorL 
Which  §ladjy  I  prepared  to  shew. 
Because  I  knew  'twould  woriLtbcar  wve. 
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And  from  th^  chnmicles  of  Spain, 

I  did  reoord  Erastufl  life. 

And  how  the  Turic  had  him  so  slain, 

And  straight  revenge  wrought  by  his  wife. 
Then  for  to  act  Uiis  tra^^y, 
I  gave  their  parts  imm^iiately. 

Sweet  Belimperia  Balthezar  kills. 
Because  he  slew  her  dearest  friend. 
And  I  Lorenzo's  blood  did  spill. 
And  eke  his  soul  to  hell  did  send. 

Then  died  my  foes  by  dint  of  knife. 

But  Belimperia  ends  her  life. 

Then  for  to  specify  my  wrongp, 
With  weeping  eyes  and  mournful  heart, 
I  shewed  my  son  with  bloody  wounds. 
And  eke  the  murtherers  did  impart ; 
And  said    my  son  was  as  dear  to  me 
As  tbine,  or  naae,  tkoogk  kinp  yoa  be. 


^Bt  when  tbey  did  behold  tin  lling) 
Now  I  had  ilain  their  eiily  tans, 
The  dske,  the  irioeroy,  and  the  king, 
Upon  me  aU  chey  ainnght  dii  nm. 
T&  torcwe  ne  they  ie  firefNtre, 
IMew  I  liwald  it  aimipN  declare. 


But  that  I  would  not  tell  it  then, 
Even  with  my  teeth  I  bit  my  tongue. 
And  in  despite  did  give  it  them, 
That  me  with  torments  sought  to  wrong. 
Thus  when  in  age  I  sought  to  rest, 
Nothing  but  sorrows  me  oppresL 

They  knowing  well  that  I  could  write^ 
Unto  my  hand  a  pen  did  reach, 
MeaniBff  thereby  I  should  recite 
The  mi&ors  ef  this  bloody  fetch. 
Then  fained  I  my  pen  was  naught. 
And  by  strange  signs  a  knife  I  sought. 

Sat  when  to  me  they  gave  the  knife, 
I  killed  the  duke  then  standing  by. 
And  eke  myself  bereaved  of  Ufe, 
For  I  to  see  my  son  did  hie. 
The  kings  tmt  scorned  my  griefa  before^ 
Widi  aonght  can  they  their  joys  restore. 

Hare  have  ytn  heard  my  tragic  tale^ 
Which  Oil  Horatio's  death  depetids, 
Vfkom  deadi  I  oo«M  anew  bewail, 
But  that  in  it  the  asordeners  ends. 
For  flaarder  God  will  btiog  to  Iwfal, 
TWugh  loDg  it  bo  hid  ftvBA  cnuirs  ligbt. 


Ffinfed  at  LmSan/at  H.  Oosioir. 


EDITIONS 


Of  this  Play,  Mr  Hawkins  says,  thero  are  many  Editions,  v«.  160S^  1615, 1616, 161IS,  16S8;  and 
one  wichoiit  a  data,  ^  primed  by  Edward  AlMe,  amended  of  such  gross  Uunders  as  passed  in  the 
*  first.''  None  of  these  several  Editions  have  come  under  my  notice,  except  those  of  16SS  aad 
1666 ;  bat,  by  oomparnig  tbe  collation  of  Mr  Hawkins  with  these  copies,  I  can  so  far  bear  testimo- 
ny to  time  gendemai/s  accuracy,  as  to  think  myself  warranted  to  follow  bis  Edition  of  this  Play,  as 
printed  |in  the  Origin  of  the  EngUth  Dramas  Vol.  II.  Mr  Hawkins  printed  from  AUde*s  Edition, 
compared  with  those  of  1618, 1636,  and  1666. 

The  foregoing  Ballad  is  printed  fh>m  a  Black  Letter  Copy  in  the  valaabfe  GeAaoiian  of  Tliomas 
Pearson,  Ei^.    It  seems  to  ha^  been  wtitten  after  the  Pky. 


( 


THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


Thomas  Dekkar  wrote  in  the  reign  ofJamet  the  First.    He  was,  myi  Langbaine^*  more/i 

for  the  contention  he  had  with  Ben  Jonsonfor  the  bayes,  than  for  any  great  reputation  he  hadgauf 

ed  hy  his  own  writings.    He  was,  however,  not  destitute  of  genius  ;  and  among  his  contemporariet^se' 

Teral  of  whom  joined  with  him  in  writings  wa^  much  esteemed,  apecialfy  by  Richard  Brome,  mho  at' 

ways  gave  him  the  title  of  Father,     We  know  very  few  particulars  concerning  him.    Oldye  says,  he 

teas  in  the  King's  Bench  Prison  from  iheyear  1613  to  1616,  if  not  longer.     We  may  tkerrfore  cmr 

elude,  that,  like  the  generality  of  his  poetical  friends,  he  was  in  indigent  circumUanceM.    At  what 

time  he  died  we  do  not  know  with  certainty  ;  but  the  same  writer  says,  he  was  aUve  in  16S8»  and  at 

that  time  full  threescore  years  of  age.     From  a  passage  in  the  dedication  to  Match  me  io  London, 

published  in  1681,  it  may  be  conjectured  that  he  was  older  than  Oldys  imagines,  as  he  there  says,  *  I 

have  beene  a  priest  in  Apollo's  temple  many  years,  my  voyce  is  decaying  with  mjjf  age^    He  was  a  Wh 

luminous  writer ;  and,  besides  a  great  number  qf  pamphlets,  oftphich  a  list  is  hereafter  given  of  as 

many  as  can  at  present  be  discovered,  he  wrote  the  following  plays : 

I.  **  The  Pleasant  Comedie  of  Old  Fortumatus.  As  it  was  plaied  before  the  Queen*s  Mt^is 
**  this  Christmas,  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earle  of  Nottingham,  Lord  High  Admirall  qfEag- 
^  land  his  Servants,  4to,  leoO," 

$.  '*  Satiro-mastix,  or  the  Untrussing  of  the  Humorous  Poet.  As  it  hath  bin  presented  pubKkefy, 
**  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chtmberlaine  his  Servants ;  and,  prvoately^  by  the  Children  tf 
•*  Pttules,  160«,  4^0,-1610,  4^0." 

S.  The  Honest  Whore,  with  the  Humours  of  the  Patient  Man  and  the  Longing  Wife,  1604>  4l0^— 
1615,  4/0,-1616,  4/0,-1685,  4/o. 

4.  Wtstward  Hoe.  As  it  hath  beene  divers  times  acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules,  Written  by 
Thomas  Decker  and  John  Webster,  1607,  4/o. 

5.  Northward  Hoe.  Sundry  times  acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules.  By  Thomas  Decker  and  Mm 
Webster,  1607,  4/o. 

6.  The  Famous  History  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat ;  with  the  Coronation  of  Queen  Mary,  and  the  eomag' 
in  of  King  Philip.  As  it  was  plaied  by  the  Queen's  Majestie's  Servants.  Written  by  Thomas  Deo- 
kers  and  John  Webster,  1607,  4/o. 

7.  The  Whore  of  Babylon.    Acted  by  the  Prince's  Servants,  1607,  4/o. 

8.  **  If  it  be  not  good,  the  Divel  is  in  it.  A  new  Play.  As  it  hath  bin  lately  acted,  with  great  sf 
'^piausc,  by  the  Queenes  Majesties  Servants, at  the  Red  Bull,  1612,  4/0." 

9.  "  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore,  with  the  Humors  of  the  Patient  Man,  the  LiipatieiU 
"  Wife :  the  Honest  Whore  perswaded,  by  strong  arguments,  to  turne  Curtizan  againe  ;  her  brave 
^  refuting  those  arguments;  and,  lastly,  the  Comicall  Passages  of  an  Italian  Bridewell,  where  the 
«  Scene  ends,  1630,  4/0." 

10.  ^^  A  Tragi-Comedy,  called.  Match  mee  in  London.  As  it  hath  beene  ^en  presented ;  Jirst, 
**  at  the  Bull  in  Saint  Johns  Street ;  and  lately  at  the  Private  House  in  Drury^Lane,  called  the 
•*PHaNix,  1681,4/0." 

II.  The  Wonder  of  a  Kingdome,  4/o,  1636. 

He  also  joined  with  Massinger  in  writing  The  Virdn  Martyr ;  with  Rowley  and  Ford,  in  The 
Witch  of  Edmonton;  Middleton  and  Rowley,  in  The  Roan ng  Girl;  and  with  Ford,  in  The  Son's 
Darling. 
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A  complete  Utt  of  the  teoeral  pamphktty  published  by  a  writer  who  $o  frequently  employed  the  prea^ 
it  scarce  to  be  expected.     The  following  is  more  perfect  than  any  one  which  hath  yet  appeared : 

1,  *^  The  WondeffuU  Yeare,  1603.  Wherein  it  shewed  the  Picture  of  London,  lying  sicke  of  the 
^  Plague,  At  the  ende  of  all,  (like  a  merry  Epilogue  to  a  dull  Play,)  certaine  Tales  are  cut  out  in 
^  sundry  fashions,  of  purpose  to  shorten  the  Lives  of  long  Winter  Nights,  that  lye  watching  in  the 
**  darke/or  us,  4to,  1603.*' 

Reprinted  in  Phcenix  Britannicus,  1732,  Vol  J.  p.  97. 

S.  "  The  whole  Magnificent  Entertainment  given  to  King  James,  Queen  Anne  his  Wife,  and 
^  Henry  Frederick  the  Prince,  upon  the  day  of  his  Majesties  triumphant  passage  (from  the  Tower) 
**  through  his  Honourable  Citie  and  Chamber  of  London,  the  15th  of  March,  1603,  as  well  by  the 
^  Engush  as  by  the  Strangers  ;  with  the  Speeches  and  Songs  delivered  in  the  several  Pageants  ;  and 
^  those  Speeches  that  before  were  published  in  Latin,  now  newly  set  forth  in  English,  by  Thomas 
**  Dekker,  4to,  1604." 

3.  "  News  from  Hell;  brought  by  the  DivePs  Carrier,  4to,  1606.''  The  running  title  «,The  Di- 
▼el's  Answere  to  Pierce  Pennyiesse. 

4.  **  The  Seven  Deadly  Sinnes  of  London,  drawn  in  seven  severall  Coaches  through  the  seven  severaU 
^  Gates  of  the  Citie ;  bringing  the  Plague  with  them,  4to,  1606." 

5.  Jests  to  make  you  Merryer,  4to,  1607. 

6.  A  Knight's  Conjuring  done  in  Earnest,  discovered  in  Jest,  4to,  1607. 

7.  The  Dead  Term,  or  Westminster  Comvlaint,  ^c.  4to,  1608. 

8.  The  Guls  Home  Booke,  4to,  1609.  This  treats  of  the  humours  and  fashions  of  the  times  among 
tke  gallants  and  Paul's  walkers  ;  also  at  the  ordinaries,  playhouses,  taverns,  SfC,  See  an  extract  from 
it  in  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare,  1778. 

9.  Troja  nova  Triumphaos^  a^  the  receiving  Sir  John  Swinnerton,  Knight,  into  the  City  of  London^ 
Ato,  1612. 

10.  ^  The  Belman  of  London;  bringing  to  light  the  most  notorious  Fillanies  that  are  now  prao- 
'« tised  in  the  Kingdome,  4th  edition,  1616, 410."* 

There  was  an  edition  of  this  pamphlet  as  early  as  in  1608. 

11.  <<  Dekkar  his  Dream,  4to,  IdSa** 

12.  *^  Villanies  discovered  by  Candle-light,  and  the  helpe  of  a  new  Cryer,  called,  O  Per  se  O:  &e- 
^  ing  an  addition  to  the  Belmems  Second  Night  Walke;  and  laying  open  to  the  World  of  those  abuses, 
**  which  the  Belman  (because  he  went  Cthe  darke)  could  not  see.  With  Canting  Songs,  and  other 
**  new  Conceits,  never  before  printed.    Newly  corrected  and  enlarged  by  the  Author,  169,0,  4to.^ 

13.  Thomas  of  Reading,  or  the  Six  Worthys  Yeomen  cfthe  West ;  now  six  times  corrected  and  en* 
larged,  1632. 

lie  was  also  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  the  title-^age  of  which  was  wanting  in  the  only  copy  I  have 
Meeu  of  it.  The  running  titles  of  the  different  parts  of  it  are,  A  Strange  Ilorse  Race;  The  Divii't 
Jjast  Will  and  Testament ;  and  Tbe  Bankrout's  Banquet 
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THE  HONEST  WHORE- 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— En/er  at  one  Door  a  Fun^ffml,  a  Co* 
t9m€t  fying  on  the  Mewu^  ^Scuteheom  mad  Go/r* 
hnds  hangiBg  on  the  $i4e9  ;  attended  J^  Ga»- 
PARO  Trebatzi  Duke  of  Milan,  CjLvrnvcaio, 
Siifni,  PiORATTo^  Fluulov  a»d  eikere  at 
another  Door. 

Enter  KiPOhiTo  in  discontented  appearance; — 
Matheo,  a  Gentleman^  hit  Friend^  iakmring 
to  hold  him  back, 

Duke.  Behdcl  ydn  oomat  iheart  kis  hem!  afain  I 
Tvice  hath  ha  thus  at  orost^rnt  ttuown  on  as 
Prodigious  *  looks ;  twice  hath  he  trauhled 
The  waters  of  our  ayes.  See,  he's  luraeil  wild  !— 
Go  on,  in  God^  naasa ! 

AIL  On  afore  there,  ho ! 

Duke.  KinsBBea  and  fiiaad^  take  Ifoaa  yoor 
manly  sides 
Your  weapons,  to  keep  back  the  desperate  boy 
From  doing  violence  to  the  innocent  dead. 

Hip.  I  pr'ythee,  dear  Matheo, — 

Math,  Come,  you're  mad, 

H^.  I  do  arrest  thee,  murderer !  set  dovQf 
Villauis,  set  down  that  sorrow,  'tis  all  mine ! 

Duke,  I  do  beseech  you  all,  for  my  blood's 
sake. 
Send  hence  your  milder  spirits,  and  let  wrath 
Join  in  confederacy  with  your  weapons'  points ; 
If  he  proceed  to  vex  us,  let  your  swords 
Seek  out  his  bowels;  funeral  grief  lothi^q  woida* 

AIL  Set  on. 

Hip.  Set  down  the  body. 

Math.  O,  my  lord. 
You're  wrong :— i'tbe  Qf^n  atii«t  !«.-ycMi  se^  the'f 
dead. 

Hip.  I  know  she  is  nqli  itgtA 


Duke.  Fraalio  yetang 
Wilt  thou  belicw  khese  gentloiaan  >  pray  speik. 
Thoa  dost  abuse  my  child,  aad  mockirt  ttie  lean 
That  here  are  shed  for  her.    If  to  behold 
HuMia  roses  withered  thai  set  oat  her  cheela; 
That  pair  of  stars,  that  ^ve  her  body  li^bt. 
Darkened  and  dim  for  eve? ;  all  those  men, 
That  fed  her  veins  with  warn  and  eruBsoostreMBS, 
Fvoaea  and  dHed  ap ; — if  these  be  sigBsof  death. 
Then  is  she  dead.   Thou  aoreligiioaa  yowth ! 
Aft  not  ashamed  to  emety  all  these  eyes 
Of  ftmeral  tears;  (a  debt  doe  to  the  dead, 
As  mirth  is  to  the  livi&g;)  shana'si  thoa  net 
To  have  theas  stare  on  iheef    Hark,  then  art 

cursed. 
Even  to  thy  face,  by  those  that  acaroe  eaa  speak. 

Hip.  My  loid. 

Duke.  What  woald'st  then  have  ?  is  she  ael 
dead? 

Hip,  Oh,  you  ha'  killed  her  by  your  crodty. 

Dttibe.  Admit  I  had,  thou  kill'st  her  now  agiia ; 
And  art  more  savage  than  a  barbarous  Moor.  * 

^p.  Let  me  but  kiss  her  pale  and  bloodless  lip. 

Duke.  Of  fie,  fie,  ^e ! 

Hip.  Or,  if  not  touch  her,  let  me  look  on  her. 

Math,  As  you  regard  vour  honour ! 

Hip.  Honour!  smoke! 

Math,  Or,  if  you  loved  her  living,  spare  her  now. 

Duke.  Aye,  well  done,  sir ;  you  play  the  gen- 
tleman: 
Steal  hence ;  'tis  nobly  done ;  awav !  TU  joio 
My  force  to  year's,  to  stop  this  violent  tpnncoL 
Pass  on.  \  Exeunt  ndth  Fut^tL 

Hip.  Matheo,  thou  dost  wound  me  onore-^ 

Math.  I  give  you  physic^  nobli^  ffWd  °^ 
wounds. 


'  ProdigUnu^l.  e.  portentous;  so  deforiaed  as  to  be  taken  for  a  foretoksn  ofeoit.    See  Dr  JokaMa*i 
and  Mr  Steeveos^s  Notes  on  King  John,  A.  S.  S.  I. 

jt  barbarous  Moor. — I  tospect  there  is  an  allusion  here  to  the  character  of  Aaron  the  Moor,  In  Tftsi 
Andronicus. 
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Duke,  Oh»  well  said,  well  done ,  a  true  gende- 
man; 
Alack !  I  know  the  sea  of  lowers  rage 
CoiDe«>  rushing  with  so  strong  a  tide,  it  beats 
And  bears  down  all  respects  of  life,  of  honour, 
Of  friends,  of  foes.    Forget  her,  gallant  youth. 

Hip,  Forget  her? 

Duke,  Nay,  nay,  but  be  patient : 
For  why  ?  death's  hand  hath  hued  a  strict  divorce 
Twixt  her  and  thee.   What's  beauty  but  a  corse  ? 
What  but  fair  sand-dust  are  earth's  purest  forms  ? 
Queens'  bodies  are  but  trunks  to  put  in  worms. 

Math,  Speak  no  more  sentences,  my  good  lord, 
but  slip  hence;  you  see  they  are  hut  fits;  I'll 
rule  him,  I  warrant  ye.  Aye,  so,  tread  gingerly ; 
your  grace  is  here  somewhat  too  long  already. — 
%btood  !  the  jest  were  now,  if,  having  ta'en  some 
knocks  o*tbe  pate  already,  he  should  get  loose 
again,  and,  like  a  mad  ox,  toss  my  new  black 
cloaks  into  the  kenuel.  1  must  humour  his  lord- 
sbip. — My  lord  Hipolito,  is  it  in  your  stomach  to 
go  to  dinner?  [£xi/  Duke, 

Hip.  Where  is  the  body  ? 

Math,  The  body,  as  the  duke  spoke  very  wise- 
ly, is  gone  to  be  wormed. 

Hip,  I  cannot  rest;  I'll  meet  it  at  next  turn. 
I'U  see  how  my  love  look 4. 

[Matheo  holds  him  in*s  arms. 

Math.  How  your  love  looks !  worse  than  a 
scarecrow.  Wrestle  not  with  me:  '  the  great 
fellow  gives  the  fall  for  a  ducaL 

Hip,  I  shall  forget  myself. 

Math.  Pray  do  so ;  leave  yourself  behind  your- 
self, and  go  whither  you  will.  'Sfoot!  do  you 
long  to  have  base  rogues,  that  maintain  a  Saint 
Anthony's  fire  in  their  noses  by  nothing  but  two- 
penny ale,  make  ballads  of  you  ?  If  the  duke  had 
but  so  much  metal  in  him,  as  is  in  a  cob'er's  awl, 
he  would  ha'  been  a  vexed  thing;  he  and  his 
train  had  blown  you  up,  but  that  their  powder 
has  taken  the  wet  of  cowards :  you'll  blood  three 
pottles  of  Alicant,  ^  by  this  light,  if  you  follow 
'em ;  and  then  we  shall  have  a  hole  made  in  a 
wrong  place,  to  have  surgeons  roll  thee  up,  like 
a  baby,  in  swaddling  clouts. 

J^^.  What  day  is  to-day,  Matheo  ? 

Math*  Yea,  marry,  this  is  an  easy  question : 
why,  to-day  is,  let  me  see,  Thursday. 
Hip,  Oh,  Thursday ! 

Math.  Here's  a  coil  for  a  dead  commodity  ! 
.'afoot,  women,  when  they  are  alive,  are  but  dead 
commodities ;  for  you  shall  have  one  woman  lie 
upon  many  men's  hands. 

Hip»  She  died  on  Monday  then. 

Math.  And  that's  the  most  villainous  day  of  all 


the  week  to  die  in ;  and  she  was  well,  and  eat  a 
mess  of  water-gruel,  on  Monday  morning. 

Hip,  Aye  ?  it  cannot  be 
Such  a  bright  taper  should  burn  out  so  soon. 

Alath,  O,  yes,  my  lord.  So  soon  !  why,  I  ha' 
known  them  at  dinner  have  been  as  well,  and  had 
so  much  health,  that  they  were  glad  to  pledge  it ; 
yet,  before  three  o'clock,  have  been  found  dead 
drunk. 

Hi/>.  On  Thursday  buried !  and  on  Monday  died! 
Quick  haste,  by'r  lady  :  sure  her  winding-sheet 
Was  laid  out  'fore  her  body ;  and  the  worms. 
That  now  must  feast  with  her,  were  even  be^poke^ 
And  solemnly  invited,  like  strange  guests. 

Math,  Strange  feeders  they  are  indeed,  my 
lord ;  and,  like  your  jester,  or  young  courtier, 
will  enter  upon  any  man's  trencher  without  bid- 
ding. 

Hip,  Cursed  be  that  day  for  ever,  that  robbed 
her 
Of  breath,  and  me  of  bliss !  henceforth  let  it  stand 
Within  the  wizard's  book  (the  kalendar) 
Marked  with  a  marginal  finger,  to  be  chosen 
By  thieves,  by  villains,  and  black  murderers. 
As  the  best  day  for  them  to  labour  in. 
If  henceforth  this  adulterous  bawdy  world 
Be  got  with  child  with  treason,  sacrilege. 
Atheism,  rapes,  treacherous  friendship,  perjury. 
Slander  (the  beggar's  sin),  lies  (the  siu  of  fools). 
Or  any  other  damned  impieties. 
On  Monday  let  them  be  delivered. 
I  swear  to  thee,  Matheo,  by  my  soul, 
Hereafter,  weekly,  on  that  day  I'll  glcw 
Mine  eye-lids  down,  because  they  shall  not  gaz« 
On  any  female  cheek ;  and  being  locked  up 
In  my  close  chamber,  there  I'll  meditate 
On  nothing  but  my  Infelice's  end. 
Or  on  a  dead  man's  scull  draw  out  mine  own. 

Math,  You'll  do  all  these  good  works  now  eve- 
ry Monday,  because  it  is  so  bad ;  but  I  hope  up- 
on Tuesday  morning  I  shall  take  you  with  a 
wench. 

Hip.  If  ever,  whilst  frail  blood  through  my 
veins  run. 
On  woman's  beams  I  throw  affection. 
Save  her  that's  dead ;  or  that  I  loosely  fly 
To  the  shore  of  any  other  wafting  eye. 
Let  me  not  prosper,  heaven  !  I  will  be  true. 
Even  to  her  dust  and  ashes ;  could  her  tomb 
Stand,  whilst  I  lived  so  long,  that  it  might  rot. 
That  should  fall  down,  but  she  be  ne'er  forgot. 

Math.  If  you  have  this  strange  monster,  ho- 
nesty, in  your  belly,  why  so  jig-makers^  and 
chroniclers  shall  pick  something  out  of  you ;  but 
and  1  smell  not  you  and  a  bawdy-house  out  with* 


3  The  great  felUm  gives  the  fall  for  a  dwcfl/.— See  Js  you  like  it,  A.  i.  S. «. 

♦  Three  pottles  of  jilicant,— This  vrlne  appears  to  have  been  a  favourite  liquor  at  the  time 
wrote,  filouot,  in  his  Qloasogi apkiOy  says,  it  is  called  from  "  Alicante,  the  chlefest  town  of  a 
Spaio,  where  great  store  of  mulberries  grow,  the  juice  whereof  makes  the  true  Alicant  wine." 

*  Jig'makers^\.  c.  ballad-uiakers.    bee  Mote  "  to  Zdmari  II. 
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in  tlK7se  ten  days,  let  my  nose  be  as  big  as  an 
English  bn^- pudding.     1*11  follow  your  lordship, 
hougii  it  be  to  the  place  aforenamed. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  11. 

Enter  Fustico,  in  tome  font  attic  tea  suit,  at  one 
Door,  a  Porter  meets  him  at  another. 

Fust.  How  DOW,  porter,  will  she  come  ? 
Porter.  If  I  may  trust  a  woman,  nr,  she  will 
come. 

Fust.  There's  for  thy  pains ;  God-a-mcrcy,  if 
ever  I  stand  in  need  of  a  wench  that  will  come 
with  a  wet  finger,  porter,  thou  shall  earn  my 
money  before. any  Clarissimo  in  Milan;  yet  so, 
God  sa'  me,  she's  mine  own  sister,  body  and 
soul,  as  I  am  a  Christian  gentleman.  Farewell, 
1*11  ponder  till  she  come :  thou  hast  been  no 
bawd  in  fetching  this  woman,  1  assure  thee. 

Porter.  No  matter  if  1  had,  sir;  better  men 
than  porters  are  bawds. 

Fust.  O  God,  sir,  many  that  have  borne  o£fi- 
ces. — But,  porter,  art  sure  thou  went'st  into  a 
true  house  ? 

Porter.  I  think  «o,  for  I  met  with  no  thieves. 

Fust.  Nay,  but  art  sure  it  was  my  sister  Viola  ? 

Porter.  I  am  sure,  by  all  superscriptions,  it 
was  the  party  you  cyphered. 

Fust.  Not  very  tall  ? 

Porter.  Nor  very  low,  a  middling  woman. 

Fust.  'Twas  she,  faith,  'twas  she;  a  pretty 
plump  check,  like  mine. 

Porter.  At  a  blush,  a  little  very  much  like  you. 

Fust.  Gorlso,  I  would  not  for  a  ducat  she  had 
kicked  up  her  heels,  for  I  ha'  spent  an  abomina- 
tion this  voyage;  marry,  1  did  it  amongst  sailors 
and  gentlemen. — There's  a  little  modicum  more, 
porter,  for  making  thee  stay:  farewell,  honest 
jiorter. 

Porter.  I  am  in  your  debt,  sir;  God  preserve 
you.  [Exit. 

Fust.  Not  so  neither,  good  porter :  Godslid ! 
yonder  she  comes. 

Enter  Viola. 

Sister  Viola,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  stirring ;  'tis 
news  to  have  me  here,  is't  not,  sister  ? 

Viola.  Yes,  trust  me ;  1  wondered  who  should 
be  so  bold  to  send  for  me.  You  are  welcome  to 
Milan,  brother. 

Fust.  Troth,  sister,  I  heard  you  were  married 
to  a  very  rich  chuff,  and  I  was  very  sorry  for  it, 


that  I  had  no  better  clothes,  and  that  made  me 
send  ;  for,  you  know,  we  Milaoers  love  to  strut 
upon  Spanish  leather.  And  how  does  all  oar 
friends  ? 

Viola.  Very  well;  you   ha'  travelled  enough 
now,  I  trow,  to  sow  your  wild  oats. 

Fust.  A  pox  on  'em ;  wild  oats !  I  ba'  not  an 
oat  to  throw  at  a  horse.  Troth,  sifter,  I  ha'  sowed 
my  oats,  and  reaped  two  hundred  ducats,  if  1  hsd 
'em  here.  Marry,  I  must  entreat  you  to  lend  me 
some  thirty  or  lorty,  till  the  ship  come ;  by  this 
liand,  I'll  cfischarge  at  my  day,  by  this  hiin<L 
Viola.  These  are  your  old  oaths. 
Fust.  Why,  sbter,  do  you  think  111  fonwear 
my  hand  ? 

Viola.  Well,  well,  you  shall  have  them.  Pot 
yourself  into  better  fashion,  because  I  must  em- 
ploy you  in  a  serious  matter. 

Fust.  I'll  sweat  like  a  horse,  if  I  like  the  mu- 
ter. 

Viola.  You  ha'  cast  off  all  your  old  swaggering 
humours  ? 

Fust.  I  had  not  sailed  a  league  in  that  great 
fish-pond  (the  sea)  but  1  cast  up  my  very  galL 
viola.  I  am  the  more  sorry,  for  I  must  em- 
ploy a  true  swaggerer. 
Fust.  Nay,  by  this  iron,  sister,  they  shall  find 
I  am  powder  and  touch-box,  if  they  put  fire  once 
into  me. 

Viola.  Then  lend  me  your  ears. 
Fust.  Mine  ears  are  your's,  dear  sister. 
Viola,  I  am  married  to  a  man  that  has  wealth 
enough,  and  wit  enough. 

Fust.  A  linen  draper,  I  was  told,  sister. 
Viola.  Very  true,  a  grave  citizen ;  I  want  no- 
thing that  a  wife  can  wish  from  a  husband ;  hot 
here's  the  spite,  he  has  not  all  things  belonging  to 
a  man. 

Fust.  God's  my  life,  he's  a  very  ^  mandrake ; 
or  else  (God  bless  us)  one  o*  these  whiblins,  and 
that's  worse ;  and  then  all  the  children  that  he 
gets  lawfully  of  your  body,  sister,  are  bastards  by 
a  statute. 

Viola.  O,  you  run  over  me  tcjo  fast,  brother. 
I  have  heard  it  often  said,  that  he  who  cannot 
be  angry  is  no  man.  1  am  sure  my  husband  is  a 
man  ^  in  print  for  all  things  else,  save  only  in  tbi% 
no  tempest  can  move  him. 

Fust.  'Slid,  would  he  had  been  at  sea  with  as, 
he  should  ha'  been  moved  and  moved  again ;  for 
I'll  be  sworn,  la,  our  drunken  ship  ledM  like  a 
Dutchman. 


htike'^^'  A  plant  beariog  yellow  round  apples  ;  the  root  of  it  is  great  and  white  like  a  raiiih 
is  divided  into  two  or  more  parts,  growing  sometimes  like  the  legs  of  a  man."    Bloont^s  G<>v- 


*  Mandrake. 
root,  nnd 
sographia. 

See  Wr  SfreTens^s  Note  rn  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IF.  A.  3.  S.  «. 
«»  II  •   ?'""'/*■"  ^  *«***'y»  perfectly.   So,  in  Laugh  and  lie  downe,  or  the  Wor1d*$  FoUjf,  1 605.  Sign.  D.  S  :- 
ture****  were  so  demuir,  his  words  were  so  m  |;r/>tf,  his  graces  so  in  order,  and  bis  conceits  Mil 

See  also  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevcoi  and  Mr  Tyrwhilt  on  Love's  Labour  Lost,  p,  4l9.  edit.  1718. 
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Vhla,  No  ]os8  of  goods  can  increase  in  him  a 
wrinkle ;  no  crabbed  language  make  his  counte- 
nance sour ;  the  stubbornness  of  no  servant  shake 
him ;  he  has  no  more  gall  in  him  than  a  dove,  no 
more  sting  than  an  ant ;  musician  will  he  never 
be,  (yet  I  find  much  music  in  him,)  but  he  loves 
no  trets  ;  and  is  so  free  from  anger,  that  many 
times  I  am  ready  to  bite  oflFray  tongue,  because 
it  wants  that  virtue  which  all  women's  tongues 
have,  to  anger  their  husbands :  brother,  mine  can 
by  no  thunder  turn  him  into  a  sharpness. 

Fiut.  Belike  his  blood,  sister,  is  well  brewed 
then. 

Viola.  I  protest  to  thee,  Fustigo,  I  love  him 
most  affectionately ;  but  I  know  not — I  ha'  such 
a  tickling  within  me — such  a  strange  longing; 
nay,  verily,  I  do  long. 

Fust,  Then  youVe  with  child,  sister,  b^  all  signs 
ftnd  tokens ;  nay,  I  am  partly  a  physician,  and 
partly  something  else.  I  ha'  read  ^  Albertus 
Magnus,  and  Aristotle's  problems. 

Viola,  YouVe  wide  a'the  bow-hand  still,  brother ; 
my  longings  are  not  wanton,  but  wayward :  I  long 
to  have  my  patient  husband  eat  up  a  whole  por- 
cupine, to  the  intent  the  bristling  quills  may  stick 
about  his  lips  like  a  Flemish  mustachio,  and  be 
shot  at  me ;  I  shall  be  leaner  than  the  new  moon, 
unless  I  can  make  him  horn-mad. 

Fust.  'Sfoot,  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour  does 
that :  make  him  a  cuckold. 

Viola,  Poh,  he  would  count  such  a  cut  no  un- 
kindncss. 

Fust.  The  honester  citizen  he.  Then  ^  make 
him  druuk,  and  cut  off  his  beard. 

Viola.  Fie,  fie ;  idle,  idle ;  he's  no  Frenchman, 
to  fret  at  the  loss  of  a  little  '^  scal'd  hair.  No, 
brother,  thus  it  shall  be ;  you  must  be  secret 

Fust,  As  your  midwife,  I  protest,  sister,  or  a 
barber-suigeon« 


Viola,  Repair  to  the  Tortoise  here  in  St  Chris- 
topher's street,  I  will  send  you  money;  turn 
yourself  into  a  brave  man :  instead  of  the  arms 
of  your  mistress,  let  your  sword  and  your  mili- 
tary scarf  hang  about  your  neck. 

Fust,  I  must  have  a  great  horseman's  French 
feather  too,. sister. 

Viola.  O,  by  any  means,  to  shew  your  light 
head,  else  your  hat  will  sit  like  a  coxcomb ;  to  be 
brief,  you  must  be  in  all  points  a  most  terrible 
wide  mouth'd  swaggerer. 

Fust.  Nay,  for  swaggering  points  let  me  alone. 

Viola.  Resort  then  to  our  shop,  and  (in  my 
husband's  presence)  kiss  me,  snatch  rings,  jewels, 
or  any  thing,  so  you  give  it  back  again,  brother, 
in  secret. 

Fust.  By  this  hand,  sister. 

Viola.  Swear  as  if  you  came  but  new  from 
knighting. 

Fust.  Nay,  Til  swear  after  400  a  year. 

Viola.  Swagger  worse  than  a  lieutenant  among 
fresh-water  soldiers;  call  me  your  love,  your 
ingle,  your  cousin,  or  so  ;  but  sister,  at  no  hand. 

Fust,  No,  no,  it  shall  be  cousin,  or  rather  cuz ; 
that's  the  gulling  word  between  the  citizens'  wives 
and  their  old  dames  that  mau  'em  to  the  garden ; 
to  call  you  one  o'miue"  aunts,  sister,  were  as 
good  as  call  you  errant  whore ;  no,  no,  let  me 
alone  to  couzen  you  rarely. 

Viola.  He  has  heard  I  have  a  brother,  but  ne- 
ver saw  him,  therefore  put  on  a  good  face. 

Fust.  The  best  in  Milan,  I  warrant. 

Viola.  Take  up  wares,  but  pay  nothing ;  rifle 
my  bosom,  my  pocket,  my  purse,  the  boxes  for 
money  to  dice  withal ;  but,  brother,  you  must 
give  all  back  again  in  secret. 

Fust.  By  this  welkin  that  here  roars,  I  will,  or 
else  let  me  never  know  what  a  secret  is.  Why, 
sister,  do  you  think  I'll  "  coney-catch  you  when 


*  AUkertus  Magnus. —  i.  e.  de  Secretis  Maliemm.    S. 

5  Make  him  drunk^  and  cut  off  his  beard.—To  cut  off  the  hair  of  any  person  was,  in  our  author's  time,  a 
mark  of  disgrace,  and  esteemed  a  very  j^reat  indi^ity.  From  the  following  passage  In  a  Pamphlet,  cal- 
led **  The  admirable  deliverance  of  266  Christians,  by  John  Reynard,  Englisbroao,  from  the  captivity 
««  of  the  Turkes,  who  had  been  Gally-slaves  many  years  in  Alexandria,  1608."  Sign.  B.  2,  it  seems  to 
have  been  a  practice  made  use  by  the  Turks,  towards  their  prisoners,  *^  hither  were  these  Chrutians 
brought ;  the  first  villany  and  indignitie  that  was  done  \ioto  them,  was  the  shaving  off  all  the  hayre  both 
cf  heade  and  beard,  thereby  to  rob  them  of  those  ornaments  which  all  Christians  make  much  of,  because  they  best 
become  them,** 

'^  ScaVd  hair, — i.  e.  scattered,  or  dispersed  haih  Mr  Lambe,  in  his  Notes  on  Flodden  Field,  observes, 
that  the  word  scale  is  used  in  the  North  in  the  above-mentioned  sense.  See  also  Mr  Steeveos's  Note  on 
CarioUmus, 

"  AunU. — Aunt  was.a  cant  word  for  a  woman  of  no  virtue,  generally  for  a  bawd.  So,  in  Dekker*s 
BeUmasCs  Nigkt'-waikts^^\g;a.  G  :  **  Be  not  so  guld,  be  not  so  dull  in  understanding :  do  thou  but  follow 
aloofe  those  two  tame  pigeons,  and  thou  shalt  find,  that  her  new  ancle  lies  by  it  all  that  night,  to  make 
bis  kins-woman  one  of  mine  aunts,"    See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  fVinter's  TaUf  A.  4.  S.  2. 

'^  Coney-catch. — Coney-catch  is  to  cheat  or  defraud.  So,  a  coney-catcher  was  the  common  name  of  a 
cheat  or  sharped.  In  Blunt  Master  Constable^  \60iy  A.  4.  Curvetto  says :  **  Felony  ?  you  cony-calching 
slave."  To  which  Frisco  replies :  *'  Coney- catching  will  bear  an  action.  1*11  cony-catch  you  for  thi«." 
Robert  Green,  who,  Dr  Johnson  observes,  was  one  of  the  first  amongst  us  who  made  a  trade  of  writing; 
Parophljets,  published  several  describing  the  different  modes  of  cheating  or  con^-colcAing,  used  iu  bis 
time. 
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jou  are  my  cousin  ?  God's  my  life,  then  I  were 
a  stark  ass.  If  I  fret  not  bis  guts,  '^  beg  me  for 
a  fool. 

Viola,  Be  circumspect,  and  do  so  tben.    Fare- 
well. 
Futt.  The  Tortoise,  sister  ?  I'll  stay  there ;  forty 
ducats.  \_Esii. 

Viola,  Thither  I'll  send:  this  law  can  none 
deny ; 
Women  must  have  their  longings,  or  they  die. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Gasparo  the  Duke^  Doctor  Benedict,  two  Ser- 
vants. 

Duke,  Give  charge  that  none  do  enter,  lock  the 
doors ; 
And,  fellows,  what  your  eyes  and  ears  receive, 
Upon  your  lives  trust  not  the  gadding  air 
To  carry  the  least  part  of  it. — The  glass^  the  hour 
glass. 

Doct.  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke,  All,  'tis  near  spent 
But,  doctor  Benedict,  does  your  art  speak  truth? 
Art  sure  the  soporiferous  stream  will  ebb, 
And  leave  the  crystal  banks  of  her  white  body 
Pure  as  they  were  at  first,  just  at  the  hour  ? 

Doct,  Just  at  the  hour,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Uncurtain  her. 
Softly,  sweet  doctor.    What  k  coldish  heat 
Spreads  over  all  her  body ! 

Doct.  The  vital  spirits,  that  by  a  sleepy  charm 
Were  bound  up  fast,  and  threw  an  icy  rust 
On  her  exterior  parts,  now  'gin  to  break ; 
Trouble  her  not,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Some  stools.    You  called 
For  music,  did  you  not  ?  oh,  ho,  it  speaks. 
It  speaks.    Watch,  sirs,  her  waking,  note  those 

sands. 
Doctor,  sit  down :  a  dukedom  that  should  weigh 

mine 
Own  down  twice,  being  put  into  one  scale. 
And  that  fond  desperate  boy  Hipolito 
Making  the  weight  up,  should  not  (at  my  hands) 
Buy  her  i'  the  t'other,  were  her  state  more  light 
Than  her's  who  makes  a  dowry  up  with  alms. 
Doctor,  ril  starve  her  on  the  Appenine, 
Ere  he  shall  marry  her.    I  roust  confess, 
Hipolito  is  nobly  born  :  A  man. 
Did  not  mine  enemies  blood  boil  in  his  veins, 
Whom  I  wc^uld  court  to  be  my  son-in-law ; 


I  But  princes,  whose  high  spleens  for  empire  swell, 
Are  not  with  easy  art  made  parmllel. 

2  1^.  She  wakes,  my  lord  ! 
Duke.  Look,  Doctor  Benedict. 

I  charge  you,  on  your  lives,  maintain  for  tratb 
Whate'er  the  Doctor  or  myself  aver ; 
For  you  shall  bear  her  hence  to  Beigamo. 

Inf,  Oh  God,  what  fearful  dreams  ! 

Ijody.  Ladv. 

Inf,  Ha?  ■ 

Duke.  Girl ! 
Why,  Infehcia !  How  is't  now  ?  hft,  speak. 

Inf,  I'm  well. — What  makes  Cbb  Doctor  here  ? 
I'm  well. 

Duke.  Thou  wert  not  so  e'en  now.  Sickneas's 
pale  hand 
Laid  hold  on  thee  even  ^  in  the  deadstof  feast- 
ing; 
And  when  a  cup,  crown'd  with  thj  lover's  healthy 

Had  touch'd  thy  lips,  a  sensible  cold  dew 
Stood  on  thy  cheeks,  as  if  that  death  hmd  wepi 
To  see  such  beauty  alter'd. 

Inf.  I  remember 
I  sat  at  banquet ;  hot  felt  no  socli  dtenge. 

Duke.  Thou  hast  forgot  then  how  a  messenger 
Came  wildly  in,  with  tlus  unsavory  news^ 
That  he  was  dead. 

Inf.  What  rkiessenger  ?  who's  dead  ? 

Duke.  Hi.polito.    Alack,  wring  not  thy  bands ! 

Inf.  I  saw  no  messenger;  heard  no  such  news. 

Doci.  Trust  me  you  did,  sweet  lady. 

Ijfuke,  La'  you  now. 

3  Ser.  Yes,  indeed,  madam. 

Duke.  La'  you  now  'tis  well,  God  knows. 
Inf,  Vou  have  slain  him,  and  now  youll  mur- 
der me. 
Duke,  Good  Infelicia,  vex  not  thus  thyself; 
Of  this  the  bad  report  before  did  strike 
So  coldly  to  thv  heart,  that  the  swift  currents 
Of  life  were  all  frozen  up— — 

Inf.  It  is  untrue, 
'Tis  most  untrue.    O  most  unnatural  father ! 
Duke.  And  we  had  much  ado^  by  art's  best 
cunniue. 
To  fetch  life  badiL  apin. 
Doct.  Most  certam,  lady. 
Duke.  Why  la*  you  now ;  yo«!U  not  believe  ne. 
Friends, 
Sweat  we  not  all  ?  had  we  not  nmch  to  do  ? 
3  Ser,  Yes  indeed,  my  lord,  much. 
Duke.  Death  drew  such  fearful  pictures  in  ^y 
face, 


'3  neg  me  for  afoolSir  William  Blackstone,  io  bis  CommenHri^^  voL  t  p.  303.  says  :.'^  By  the  oM 
coniinon  law  there  is  a  writ  de  idiota  inquirendo^  to  enquire  whether  a  man  be  ap  idiot  or  not :  which 
mu«t  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  twelve  men ;  and,  if  they  find  him.puiiu  idiota^  thjpj^rofits  of  his  lands,  aid 
the  custody  of  bis  person,  may  be  granted  by  the  king  to  some  subject  who  hfi^  interest  enoogh  to  obtaia 
them.'*  And  he  observes,  that  this  power,  though  of  late  very  raxely  exert(^,^  is  still  alluded  to  in  cooh 
mon  speech  by  that  usual  expression  of  hegging  a  man  for  a  CooU 

'*  In  thedeadtt  of /tasting.^  i.  c.  in  the  midst ;  taken  from  the  vulgar  evprcssioo  conceminr  mghU  laj* 
iog  in  the  dead  of  night,  for  the  middle  of  it    8.  F.         ^  .         •«        «:  -^     a    »    * 
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That,  were  Hipiolito  alive  anun, 
*'  I'd  kneel  and  woo  the  noble  gentleman 
To  be  thy  husband.    Now  I  sore  repent 
Mj  lAiarpncss  to  him,  and  his  familj. 
Nay,  do  not  weep  for  him :  we  all  must  die. 
Doctor,  this  place  where  she  so  oft  hath  seen 
His  lively  presence,  haunu  her :  does  it  not? 
Doct  Doubtless,  my  lord,  it  does. 
Duke,  It  does,  it  does. 
Therefore,  sweet  girl,  thou  shalt  to  Bergamo. 
Inf,  Even  where  yon  will :  in  any  pUce  there's 

woe. 
Duke,  A  coach  is  ready;  Bergamo  doth  stand 
In  a  most  wholsome  air;  sweet  %valks;  there's 

deer. 
Aye,  thou  shall  hunt  and  send  us  renison, 
w  hich,  tike  some  goddess  in  the  Cyprian  groves. 
Thine  own  fair  hand  shall  strike.--Sirs,  you  shall 

teach  her 
To  stand,  and  how  to  shoot :  aye,  she  shall  hunt 
Cast- off  tliis  sorrow.    In,  girl,  and  prepare 
This  night  to  ride  away  to  Bergamo. 

Inf.  O  most  unhappy  maid  !  [Exit, 

jiuke.  Follow  it  close. 
No  words  that  she  was  buried,  on  your  lives. 
Or  that  her  ^host  walks  now  after  she  is  dead ; 
111  hang^ou  if  you  name  a  funeral* 

1  Sen  I'll  speak  Greek,  my  lord,  ere  I  speak 

that  deadly  word. 
S  Ser.  And  I'll  speak  Welch,  which  is  harder 
than  Greek.  [Exeunt. 

Duke,  Away,  look  to  her. — Doctor  Benedict, 
Did  you  observe  how  her  complexion  alter'd 
Upon   his  name  and  death  ?  O !  would  'twere 
9  true ! 

Doct,  It  may,  my4ord. 
Duke,  May  J  How?  I  wish  his  death. 
Doct,  And  you  may  have  your  wish :  say  but 
the  word. 
And  *tis  a  strong  spell  to  rip  up  his  grave. 
I  have  good  knowledge  with  Hipolito : 
He  calls  me  friend ;  I'll  creep  into  his  bosom« 
And  sting  him  there  to  death  :  poison  can  do't 
Duke.  Perform  it ;  I'll  create  thee  half  mine 

heir. 
Doct,  It  shall  be  done,  although  the  fact  be 
foul. 


Duke,  Greatness  hides  nn ;  the  guilt  upon  mj 
BOuL  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Castruchio,  Pioratto,  «nd  Fluello. 

Catt.  Signior  Pioratto,  signior  Fluello,  shali's 
be  merry  ?  shali's  play  the  wag  now  ? 

Fluel.  Aye,  any  thing  that  may  beget  the  child 
of  laughter. 

Coit.  Truth,  I  have  a  pretty  sportive  conceit 
new  crept  into  my  brain,  will  move  excellent 
mirth. 

Pior,  Let^s  ha't,  le^s  ha't ;  and  where  shall  the 
scene  of  mirth  lie  ? 

Coit.  At  signior  Candido's  house,  the  patient 
man ;  nay,  the  monstrous  patient  man.  They  say 
his  blood  is  immoveable ;  that  Ke  has  taken  ali 
patience  from  a  man,  and  all  constancy  from  a 
woman. 

FlueL  That  makesso  many  whores  now-ardays. 

Cast.  Aye,  and  so  many  knaves  too, 

Phr,  Well,  sir. 

Catt*  To  conclude;  the  report  goes,  he's  so 
mild,  so  aflbble,  so  sufiering,  that  nothing  indeed 
can  move  him.  Now,  do  but  think  what  sport 
it  will  be  to  make  this  fellow  (the  mirror  of  pa- 
tience) as  angry,  as  vext,  and  as  mad  as  an  Eng- 
lish cuckold. 

FiueL  O !  'twere  admirable  mirth,  that :  but 
how  will't  be  done,  signior? 

Coit.  Let  me  alone ;  I  have  a  trick,  a  conceit, 
a  thing,  a  device  will  sting  him,  'faith,  if  he  have 
but  a  thimbleful  of  blood  in  his  belly,  or  a  spleen 
not  so  big  as ''  a  tavern  token. 

Phr.  Thou  stir  him !  thou  move  him !  thou 
anger  him !  Alas !  I  know  his  approved  temper. 
Thou  vex  him!  why  he  has  a  patience  above 
man's  injuries;  thou  may'st  sooner  raise  a  spleen 
in  an  angel  than  rough  humour  in  him.  Why, 
ril  give  you  instance  for  it:  this  wonderfully 
tempered  signior  Candido  upon  a  time  invited 
home  to  his  house  certain  Neapolitan  lords  of 
curious  taste,  and  no  mean  palates,  '*  conjuring 
his  wife  of  all  lot^es,  to  prepare  cheer  fitting  for 
such  honourable  trenchermen.  She  (just  of  a 
wonw^'s  nature,  covetous  to  try  the  uttermost  of 


mmmt 


*'  rd  ibieel.— All  the  editiom  read  Ftf  kmeL 

^T  A  tavern  toftcN.— Oaring  the  reign  of  Queen  Elisabeth,  and  from  tbencefbrward  to  that  of  Charles 
the  Secood,  very  little  braai  or  copper-money  was  coined  by  authority.  For  the  coovenieoce  of  trade» 
victoallen  and  other  tradesoien,  without  any  restriction,  were  therefore  permitted  to  coin  small  moneys 
or  toktm*  as  they  were  railed,  which  were  used  for  change.  These  tokmu  were  very  small  pieces,  and 
probably  at  fint  coined  chieiSy  by  tavern-keepers ;  from  whence  the  expression  a  taoem  token  might 
liave  been  originally  derived.  Ainoogst  other  cant  phrases  to  describe  drunkenness,  it  appears  from 
Philoeotkmiitta,  1635,  p.  60.  that  to  swallow  a  tavern  token  was  one.  So  Cob,  in  Every  Man  in  hii  Hu^ 
mour^  A.  1.  8*  4.  says,  in  answer  to  Master  Matthew*s  qacstion :  **  Was  he  druuk  ?**  **  Drunk,  sir  ?  yoa 
hear  not  me  say  so.  Perhaps  he  swallowed  a  taoent  tokens  or  sooie  such  device,  sir,  I  have  nothing  t<^ 
do  withal.'* 

*•  Conjuring  hii  wife  of  all  loves— See  Nete  05  to  GajnfRer  Qwrton's  NeedU,  p.  190l« 
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.  vexation,  and  thinking  at  last  to  set  the  start  x>f 
Ills  humour)  willingly  neglected  the  preparation, 
•nd  became  unfurmsh'd  not  onl^  of  dainty,  but 
of  ordinary  dishes.  He  (according  to  the  mild- 
siess  of  his  hreast)  entertained  the  lords,  and  with 
courtly  discourse  beguiled  the  time,  as  much  as  a 
citizen  might  do.  To  conclude;  they  were  hungry 
lords,  for  there  came  no  meat  in ;  their  stomachs 
irere  plainly  gulKd,  and  their  teeth  deluded,  and 
(if  anger  could  have  seized  a  man)  there  was 
matter  enough,  %ith,  to  vex  any  citizen  in  the 
world,  if  he  were  not  too  much  made  a  fool  by 
his  wife. 

Fluel,  Aye,  111  swear  for't:  'sfoot,haditbeen  my 
case,  I  should  ha'  played  road  tricks  with  my 
^ife  and  family;  first,  I  would  ha'  spitted  the 
men,  stewed  the  maids,  and  baked  the  mistress, 
and  so  served  them  in. 

Pior,  Why,  'twould  ha'  temper'd  any  blood 
but  bis ; 
And  thou  to  vex  him ;  thou  to  anger  him 
With  some  poor  shallow  jest ! 

Cast.  S'blood,  signior  Pioratto  (you  that  dis- 
parage my  conceit)  I'll  wage  a  hundred  ducats 
upon  the  head  on't,  that  it  moves,  frets  him,  and 
galls  him. 

Pior.  Done  :  'lis  a  lay ;  **  join  golls  on't. 
Witness  signior  Fluello. 

Catt,  Witness :  'tis  done. 
Come  follow  me  :  the  house  is  not  far  off. 
rU  thrust  him  from  his  humour,  vex  his  breast, 
And  win  an  hundred  ducats  by  one  jest. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Snter  Candido's  Wife,  George,  and  two* Pren- 
tices in  the  Shop, 

Wife.  Come  you,  put  up  your  wares  in  good 
order  here :  do  you  not  think,  you,  one  piece  cast 
this  way,  another  that  way,  you  had  need  have  a 
patient  master  indeed  ? 

Geo.  Aye,  I'll  be  sworn,  for  we  have  a  curst 
mistress. 

Wife.  You  mumble  !  Do  you  mumble  ?  I  would 
your  master  or  I  could  be  a  note  more  angry : 
'  for  two  patient  folks  in  a  house  spoil  all  the  ser- 
vants that  ever  shall  come  under  them. 

1  ^Prentice.  You  patient !  aye,  so  is  the  devil 
when  he  is  horn-mad. 

Enter  Castruchio,  Fluello,  and  Pioratto. 

All  thru.  Gentlemen,  what  do  you  lack  ?  what 
Wt  you  buy  ?  See  fine  hollands,  fine  cambricks, 
iSne  lawns. 

Geo.  What  is't  you  lack  ? 

2  *Prentice.  What  is't  you  buy  ? 

Castp  Where's  signior  Candido,  thy  master  ? 


Geo.  Faith,  signior,  he's  a  little  negociated; 
he'll  appear  presently. 

Cast.  Fellow,  let*s  see  a  lawn,  a  choice  ooe^ 
sirrah. 

Geo.  The  best  in  all  Milan,  gentlemen,  and  this 
is  the  piece.  I  can  fit  you,  {gentlemen,  with  fine 
callicoes  too  for  doublets ;  Uie  only  sweet  fa»hiao 
now,  most  delicate  and  courtly  :  a  meek  gentle 
callico,  cut  upon  two  double  affable  tafiatas:  ab, 
most  neat,  feat,  and  unmatchable. 

FlueL  A  notable  voluble-tongued  villain. 

Pior.  I  warrant  this  fellow  was  never  begot 
without  much  prating. 

Cast.  What,  and  is  this  she,  sav'st  thou  ? 

Geo.  Aye,  and  the  purest  she  that  ever  jov 
fingered  smce  you  were  a  gentleman :  look  bow 
even  she  is ;  look  how  clean  she  is ;  ha !  as  e?en 
as  the  brow  of  Cynthia,  and  as  clean  as  your  sods- 
and-heirs  when  they  ha'  spent  all. 

Cast.  Puh  !  thou  talk'&t — Pox  on't.  Vis  roogh. 

Geo.  How  !  Is  she  rough  ?  But,  if  you  bid  pox 
on't,  sir,  'twill  take  away  the  roughness  presentlj. 

Fluel.  Ha,  signior,  has  he  fitted  your  French 
curse? 

Geo.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  here's  another; 
compare  then,  I  pray :  compara  Virgilitim  am 
Uomero,  compare  virgins  with  harlots. 

C€ut.  Puh  r  I  ha'  seen  better ;  and  as  you  tens 
them,  evener  and  cleaner. 

Geo.  You  may  see  farther  for  your  mind,  but 
trust  me  you  shall  not  find  better  for  your  body. 

Enter  Candido. 

Cast.  O !  here  he  comes  :  let's  make  as  tboag|i 
we  pass. 
Come,  come,  we'll  try  in  some  other  shop. 

Can.  How  now }  what's  the  matter  ? 

Geo.  The  gentlemen  find  fault  with  tins  lawo; 
fall  out  with  It,  and  without  a  cause  too. 

Can.  Without  a  cause  ! 
And  that  makes  you  to  let  'em  pass  away. 
Ab,  may  I  crave  a  word  with  you,  gentlemen  ? 

FiueL  He  calls  us. 

Cast.  Makes  the  better  for  the  jest. 

Can.  I  pray  come  near.  You're  very  welcome, 
gallants ; 
Pray  pardon  my  man's  rudeness,  for  I  fear  me 
He's  talk'd  above  a  'prentice  with  you. — Lawns! 
Look  you,  kind  gentlemen — this! — not—Aje, 

this: 
Take  this,  upon  my  lipnest-dealing  faith, 
To  be  a  true  weave ;  not  too  hard,  nor  slack, 
But  e'en  as  far  from  falsehood,  as  from  bladL 

Cast.  Well,  how  do  you  rate  it  ? 

Can.  Very  conscionably ;  eighteen  shillings  > 
yard. 

Cast,  That's  too  dear.  How  many  yards  ctoes 
the  whole  piece  contain,  tliink  you  ? ' 


>9  Join  golU^t  e«  hands* 
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Can.  Why,  some  seventeen  yards,  I  think,  or  \ 
thereabouts.    How  much  would  serve  your  turn, 
I  pray? 

Cast.  Why,  let  me  see — would  it  were  better 
too! 

Can,  Truth,  ^is  the  best  in  Milan,  at  few  words. 
Ciut,  Weil ;  let  me  have  then — a  whole  penny- 
worth. 

Can.  Ha,  ha !  you're  a  merry  gentleman. 
Ca$L  A  penn'orth,  I  say. 
Can,  or  lawn ! 

Cast,  Of  lawn  ?  aye,  of  lawn,  a  penn'orth. 
'Sblood,  do'st  not  hear  ?  a  whole  penn  orth :  are 
you  deaf? 

Can.  Deaf !  no,  sir :  but  I  must  tell  you, 
Our  wares  do  seldom  meet  such  customers. 

Cast.  NaVy  an  you  and  your  lawns  be  so 
fiqueaniish,  mre  you  well. 

Can.  Pray  stay ;  a  word,  pray  signior !  for  what 
purpose  is  it,  I  beseech  you  ? 

Cast.  'Sblood,  what's  that  to  you  ?  Ill  have  a 
penn'orth. 

Can.  A  penny-worth !  why  you  shall :  Til  serve 
you  presently. 

2  ^Prentice.  *8foot,  a  penny-worth,  mistress  ! 
Mistress.  A  penny-worth !  call  you  these  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Cast.  No,  no ;  not  there. 
Can,   What  then,  kind  gentleman  ?  what,  at 
this  corner  here  ? 

Cast.  No,  jior  there  neither ; 
I'll  have  it  just  in  the  middle,  or  else  not. 

Can.  Just  in  the  middle ! — ha — ^you  shall  too : 
what, 
Have  you  a  single  penny  ? 
Ccut.  Yes,  here's  one. 
Can.  Lend  it  me,  I  pray. 
FlueL  An  excellent  followed  jest. 
Wife.  What,  will  he  spoil  the  lawn  now  ? 
Can.  Patience,  good  wife. 
Wife.  Aye,  that  patience  makes  a  fool  of  you. 
Gentlemen,  you  might  ha'  found  some  other  citi- 
zen to  have  made  a  kind  gull  on,  besides  my  bus- 
band. 

Can,  Pray,  gentlemen*  take  her  to  be  a  woman ; 
Do  not  regard  her  language — O  !  kind  soul, 
Such  words  will  drive  away  my  customers. 

Wife.  Customers  with  a  murrain !  Call  you 
these  customers  ? 

Can.  Patience,  good  wife. 
Wife,  Pox  o'  jfour  patience ! 
Geo.  'Sfoot,  mistress,  I  warrant  these  are  some 
cheating  companions. 

Can.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  there's  your  ware ; 
I  thank  you,  I  have  your  money  here ;  pray  know 
my  shop,  and  let  me  have  your  custom. 
Wife.  Custom,  quoth-a  f 
Can.  Let  me  take  more  of  your  money. 
Wife,  You  had  need  so. 
Piar,  Hark  in  thine  ear;  thou'st  lust  an  hun- 
dred ducais. 
Cast.  Well,  well,  I  know't :  is't  possible  that 
Homo 


Should  be  nor  man,  nor  woman  ?  not  once  mov'd; 
No,  not  at  such  an  injury,  not  at  all ! 
Sure  he's  a  pigeon,  for  he  has  no  gall. 

Fluel.  Come,  come,  you're  angry,  though  yoa 
smother  it ; 
You're  vex'd,  i'faith — confess. 

Can.  Why,  gentlemen. 
Should  you  conceit  me  to  be  vex'd  or  moved  ? 
lie  has  my  ware,  I  have  his  money  for  c ; 
And  that's  no  argument  I  am  angry  :  no^ 
The  best  logician  cannot  prove  me  so. 

FlueL  Oh  !  but  the  hateful  name  of  a  penny- 
worth of  lawn. 
And  then  cut  out  i'  the  middle  of  the  piece, 
Pah !  I  guess  it  by  myself;  t'would  move  a  lamb^ 
Were  he  a  linenndraper ;  t'would,  i'faith. 

Can,  Well,  give  me  leave  to  answer  you  for 
that ; 
We're  set  here  to  please  all  customers. 
Their  humours  and  their  fancies — offend  none : 
We  get  by  many,  if  we  lose  by  one. 
May  be  his  mind  stood  to  no  more  than  that ; 
A  penn'orth  serves  him  :  and  'mongst  trades  'tit 

found, 
Deny  a  penn'orth,  it  may  cross  a  pound. 
Oh  !  he  that  means  to  thrive,  with  patient  eye 
Must  please  the  devil,  if  he  come  to  buy. 

FlueL  O  wonderous  man,  patient  'bove  wrong 


or  woe 
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How  blest  were  men,  if  women  could  be  so ! 

Can.  And  to  express  how  well  my  breast  is 
pleased. 
And  satisned  in  all— George,  fill  a  beaker. 

[Exit  George. 
I'll  drink  unto  that  gentleman  who  lately 
Bestowed  his  money  with  me* 

Wife,  God's  my  life, 
We  shall  have  all  our  gains  drunk  out  in  beakers^ 
To  make  amends  for  pennyworths  of  lawn. 

Enter  George. 

Can.  Here,  wife,  begin  you  to  the  gentleman. 

Wife.  I  begin  to  him ! 

Can.  George,  fill  up  again  : 
Twas  my  fault,  my  hand  shook.    [Exit  George* 

Pior.  How  strangely  this  doth  show  ! 
A  patient  man  linked  with  a  waspish  shrew. 

FlueL  A  «lver-and-g^lt  beaker !  I  have  a 
trick  to  work  upon  that  beaker ;  sure  'twill  fret 
him :  it  cannot  choose  but  vex  him.  Signior 
Castruchio,  in  pity  to  thee,  I  have  a  conceit  will 
save  thy  hundred*  ducats :  'twill  do't,  and  work 
him  to  impatience. 

Cast.  Sweet  Fluello,  I  should  be  bountiful  to 
that  conceit 

FlueL  Well,  'ds  enough. 

Enter  George. 

Can.  Here,  gentlemen,  to  you, 
I  wish  your  custom ;  you're  exceeding  welcome: 
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Cast.  ^  t  pledge  you,  signior  Candidd— Here 
you,  that  must  receive  an  hundred  ducats. 

Ptbr.  ril  pledge  them  deep,  i'^th,  CasCnichio, 
Sigiiior  Fluello. 

Fluet,  Come ;  play*t  off :  to  roe, 
I  am  your  iast  man. 

Can.  George,  supply  the  cup. 

Fiuel.  So,  so,  good  honest  George  ! 
Here,  Signior  Candido,  all  this  to  you. 

Can.  Oh,  you  must  pardon  me,  I  use  it  not 

FlueL  Will  you  not  pledge  me  theu? 

Can.  Yes,  but  not  that : 
Great  love  is  shown  in  little. 

JP/tic/.  Blurt  on  your  sentences— ''Sfoot,  you 
shall  pledge  me  all. 

Can,  Indeed  I  bhall  not. 

Fluei.  Not  pledge  me  ?  'Sblood,  111  carry  away 
the  beaker  then. 

Can.  The  beaker !  Oh,  that  at  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Fluel.  Now  by  this  drink  I  will., 

Coit.  Pledge  him,  he'll  do't  else. 

FlueL  So  :  I  ha'  done  you  right "  on  my  thumb 
nail. 
What,  will  you  pledge  me  now  ? 

Can.  You  know  me,  sir,  I  am  not  of  that  sin. 

Fluel.  Why,  then  farewell : 
111  bear  away  the  beaker,  by  this  light 

Can.  That  s  as  vou  please,  'tis  very  good. 
^  Fluel.  Nay,  it  doth  please  me ;  and  as  you  say, 
'lis  a  very  good  one :  (arewell,  signior  Candido. 

Fior.  Farewell,  Candido. 

Can.  You're  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Cast.  Heart !  not  moved  yet  ? 
I  think  his  patience  is  above  our  wit.     lExeunt. 


Geo*  I  told  you  before,  mistress,  they  were  all 

cheaters. 
Wife.  Why,  fool !  why,  husband  !  why,  mad- 
roan  r  I  hope  you  will  not  let  them  sneak  away 
so  with  a  silver-and-gilt  beaker,  the  best  in  the 
house  too :  go,  fellows,  make  hue  aod  cry  after 
them. 
Can.  Pray  let  your  tongue  lie  still,  all  will  bo 

well : 
Come  hither,  George,  hye  to  the  constable. 
And  in  calm  order  wish  him  to  attach  them; 
Make  no  great  stir,  because  they're  gentlemen. 
And  a  thin^  partly  done  in  merriment : 
'Tis  but  a  size  above  a  jest,  thou  koowest; 
Therefore  pursue  it  mildly.    Go,  b^one ; 
The  constable's  hard-by,  bring    him  along;— 

make  haste  again. 
Wife,  O  you're  a  goodly  patient  woodcock :  sre 

you  not  now  ?  [Erii  Geoige. 

See  what  your  patience  comes  to.  Every  one 
saddles  you,  and  rides  you  ;  you'll  be  shortly  the 
common  stone-horse  of  Milan  :  a  woman's  well 
holped  up  with  such  a  ^*  meacock.  I  had  rather 
have  a  husband,  that  would  swaddle  me  thrice  a 
day,  than  such  a  one,  that  will  be  gull'd  twice  in 
half  an  hour.  Oh,  I  could  buni  all  the  wares  in 
my  shop  for  anger ! 

Can,  Pray  wear  a  peaceful  temper;  be  mj 

wife, 
That  is,  be  patient :  for  a  wife  and  husband 
Share  but  one  soul  between  them:  this  betog 

known. 
Why  should  not  one  soul  then  agree  in  one  ? 

[ExU. 


^^  r  pledge  you,  signior  Candido — The  following  account  of  the  forms  prescribed  in  Heal  tb-dr  ink  lag  is 
our  author'*  time,  is  taken  from  "  The  Irish  Hubbub,  or  the  English  Hue  and  Crit"  by  Bamaby  Hick, 
lt»8,  p.  84.  He  calls  it.  The  Ruffingly  Order  of  drinking  UeaUhs  used  by  the  SpemdalU  of  this  age,  '*  He 
'*  that  beginnes  the  health,  hath  nis  prescribed  orders  :  first  uncovering  bis  bead,  hee  takes  a  fall  cap  is 
**  his  hand,  and  setting  his  countenance  with  a  grave  aspect,  hee  craves  for  audience :  silence  being  oacc 
«  obtained,  he  beginnes  to  breath  out  the  name  peradventure  of  some  honourable  personage,  that  is  war- 
*<  thy  of  a  better  regard,  theu  to  have  bis  name  polluted  at  so  unfitting  a  time  amongst  a  company  of 
'*  drunkards  :  but  bis  health  is  drunke  to,  and  be  that  pledgeth  must  likewise  off*  with  hu  cap,  kisse  bis 
'*  fingers,  and  bowing  bimselfe  in  signe  of  a  reverent  acceptance  ;  when  the  leader  sees  his  follower  lk» 
'*  prepared,  bee  sups  up  bis  broatb,  turnes  the  bottom  of  the  cup  upward,  and  in  ostentation  of  bis  dei- 
'*  terite,  gives  the  cup  a  phillip  to  make  it  cry  Twango.    And  thus  the  first  scene  is  acted* 

**  The  cup  being  newly  replenished  to  the  breadth  of  an  haire,  he  that  is  the  pledger  must  now  begiaae 
**  his  part,  and  thus  it  goes  round  thronghout  the  whole  company,  proTided  alwayes  by  a  canon  set  dowse 
**  by  the  founder,  there  must  be  three  at  the  least  still  uncovered,  till  the  health  bath  had  the  full  pat- 
**  sage :  which  is  no  sooner  ended,  but  another  begins  againe,  and  hee  drinkcs  an  health  to  his  Lady  ef 
**  ante  worth,  or  peradventure  to  his  light'  hele'd  mi»tres,** 

^'  On  my  thumb  nail. — See  ^ote  0  to  Gammer  Gurtons  NeedU^  p.  108 

^^  Meacock^'l.  e.  a  timorous,  dastardly  creature.  See  Taming  of  the  SAreae,  A.  2.  S.  1  •  and  Mr  Steeveas^i 
Note  thereon. 

Again,  HalPs  Chronicle,  Itenry  IV.  fol  G:  *< — depravynge  and  railyng  on  Kynge  Richarde  as  an  inas- 
'*  cent,  a  meacocke,  and  not  worthy  to  beare  the  name  of  a  kynge." 

Euphues,  p.  41  :  **  But  hapely  thou  wilt  say,  if  1  refuse  their  curtesie  I  shall  be  accounted  a  meeoek,  a 
milksop,  taunted  and  retaunted,  &c.*' 

'J'arlton's  News  out  of  Purgatory,  p.  39 :  " — ^because  he  was  a  meacocftf ,  and  a  milksoppe,  not  darhf  Is 
"  draw  bis  sword  to  revenge  her  wrongs." 

Churchyards  9Vorthinea  of  WaUs,  p.  39.  edit.  VM  :  '*  Let  US  therefore  give  the  chaige,  and  oocct 
**  upon  yonder  effeminate  and  meyrocke  people.'' 
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Wife.  Hang  yoar  agreements : — Bat  if  my  bea- 
ker be  gone— 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  CASTRrCHio,  Flucllo,  Pioratto,  and 

George. 

Con.  Oh  !  here  they  come. 

Ceo,  The  Constable,  sir,  let'em  come  along 
with  me,  because  there  should  be  no  wondering : 
lie  stayH  at  dour. 

Casi,  Constable,  goodman  Abram  ! 

FimeL  Now,  signiur  Candido,  'sblood,  why  do 
you  attach  us? 

Ca$t.  'Sbeart !  attach  us ! 

Can.  Nay,  swear  not,  gallants; 
Your  oaths  uiay  move  your  souls,  but  not  move 

roe : 
You  have  a  silver  beaker  of  my  wife's. 

FiueL  You  say  not  true  t  *tis  gilt. 

Can,  Then  you  say  true. 
And  being  gilt,  the  guilt  lies  more  on  you. 

Cast.  I  hope  youVe  not  angry,  sir. 

Can.  Then  you  hope  right ;  for  I  am  not  angry. 

Pior.  No,  but  a  little  moved. 

Can4  I  moved  !  'twas  you  were  moved,  you 
were  brought  hither. 

Cast,  But  you  (out  of  your  anger  and  impa- 
tience) 
Caused  us  to  be  attached. 

Can.  Nay,  you  misplace  it. 
Out  of  my  quiet  sufferance  I  did  that, 
And  not  any  wrath.    Had  I  shown  anger, 
I  should  have  then  pursued  you  with  the  law. 
And  hunted  you  to  shame ;  as  many  worldlings 
Do  build  their  anger  upon  feebler  grounds. 
.The  more's  the  pity  !  Many  lose  their  lives 
For  scarce  so  much  coin  as  will  hide  their  palms; 
Which  is  most  cruel.    Those  have  vexed  spirits 
That  pursue  lives.    In  this  opinion  rest. 
The  loss  of  millions  could  not  move  my  breast. 

FlueL  Thou  art  a  blest  man,  and  witli  peace 
dost  deal; 
Sndi  a  meek  spirit  can  bless  a  commonweal. 

Can,  Gentlemen,  now  'tis  upon  eating  time ; 
pray  part  not  hence,  but  dine  with  me  to-day. 

Catt,  I  never  heard  a  carter  yet  say  nay 
To  such  a  motioo.    I'll  not  be  the  first. 


Pior.  Nor  T. 
FlueL  Nor  I. 

Can,  The  constable  shall  bear  you  company ; 
George,  call  him  in ;  let  the  world  say  what  it 

can. 
Nothing  can  drive  me  from  a  patient  man. 

[Eseunt, 

Enter  Rocer  with  a  itool^  ctifAioa,  looking-glasf, 
and  *'  chqfingdish.  These  being  set  down^  he 
pulls  out  of  his  pocket  a  vial  with  white  colour 
in  it ;  and  two  boxes,  one  with  white,  another 
red  painting  ;  he  places  all  things  in  order ^  and 
a  candle  by  them,  singing  with  the  ends  of  old 
ballads  as  he  does  it.  At  last  Bella  front,  as 
he  rubs  his  cheek  with  the  colours^  whistles  with' 
in. 

R(mer,  Anon,  forsooth. 

Bel.  What  are  you  playing  the  rogue  about  ? 

Roger,  About  you,  forsooth  :  Tm  drawiiig  up 
a  hole  in  your  white  silk  stocking. 

BeL  Is  my  glass  there?  and  my  boxes  of  com- 
plexion ? 

Roger.  Yes,  forsooth;  your  boxes  of  com- 
plexion are  here,  I  think ;  yes  'tis  here ;  here's 
your  two  complexions. — And  if  I  had  all  the  four 
complexions,  I  should  ne'er  set  a  good  face  upon't. 
Some  men,  I  see,  are  born  under  hard-favoured 
planets,  as  well  as  women.  Zounds,  I  look  worse 
now  than  I  did  before :  and  it  makes  her  face 
glister  most  damnably.  There's  knavery  in  daub- 
ing, I  hold  my  life;  or  else  this  is  only  female 
pomatum. 

Enter  Bellafront,  not  full  ready,  without  a 
gown;  she  sits  down;  with  her  bodkin  curls 
her  hair,  then  colours  her  lips, 

BeL  Where's  my  ruff  and  ^  poker,  you  block- 
head? 
Roger,  Your  rufi^  your  poker,  are  ingend'rins; 
together  on  the  cupboard  of  the  court,  or  the  *^ 
court  cup-board. 

BeL  Fetch  'em :  is  the  pox  in  your  hams,  yoa 

can  go  no  faster  f 

Roger,  Would  the  pox  were  in  your  finfrers, 

unless  you  could  leave  flinging;  catch—    [Exit. 

BeL  ril  catch  you,  you  do^  by  and  by  :  do  you 

grumble?  [She  sings. 


**  Chi^lng-ditk.'^Ta  beat  the  poklng-Irons. 

^  Poker — This  imtmnieot,  of  which  mention  is  frequently  made  in  contemporary  writers.  Is  some* 
.times  called  poting  stick,  and  at  others  a  poking  stick.  It  was  used  to  acyost  the  plaits  of  rufll,  which 
were  then  generally  worn  bjf  the  ladies.  Stowe  says,  that  these  poking  sticks  were  made  of  wood  or  bone 
■Dtil  aboat  the  loth  year  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  when  they  began  to  l>e  made  of  steel.  In  Mr  Steevens*s 
Mote  to  Winter's  Tale,  A.  4.  S.  5.  many  examples  are  produced,  to  which  it  is  unnecessary  to  add  more, 
as  daring  the  coarse  of  these  volames  such  freqaent  notice  is  taken  of  the  rulT,  and  this  its  necessary  ap« 
pendage. 

^'  Court  eup.board—\  court  cup-ftoarrf  was  probably  what  we  call  at  present  a  side^board.  Mr  Steevens 
says,  that  two  of  them  are  still  remamiog  in  SUtioners-Hall,  and  their  use  is  exactly  described,  as  Mr 
Nichols  otiserves,  in  the  following  line  from  Chapman's  May  Day^  161 1  : 

**  Court  cupboards  planted  with  flaggoos,  cans,  cups,  beakers,  &c.'*  See  Notes  on  Aomeaoad  Jutist,  A« 
1.  8.  5. 
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Cupid  is  a  god^  at  naked  at  my  nailt 

rU  whip  hun  with  a  rod,  if  he  my  true  love  fail 

Roger.  There's  your  niffy  shall  I  poke  it  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  honest  Roger:  no,  staj;  pr'ytbee 
good  boy,  hold  here. 

Down  down,  down,  down^  I  Jail  down  and  a- 
rise  :  down^  I  never  thall  arise. 

Roger.  Troth,  madam,  then  leave  off  the  tmde, 
if  you  shall  never  rise. 

BeL  What  trade,  goodman  Abram  ?  ' 

Roger.  Why,  that  of  down  and  arise,  or  the 
falling  trade. 

BeL  ni  fall  with  you  by  and  by. 

Roger.  If  you  do,  I  know  who  shall  smart 
for't: 
Troth,  mistress,  what  do  1  look  like  now  ? 

BeL  Like  what  you -are;  a  panderly  uxpenny 
rascal. 

Roger.  I  may  thank  you  for  that :  in  faith  I 
look  like  an  old  Proverb,  Hold  the  candle  before 
the  deviL 

BeL  Ud's  life,  I'll  stick  my  knife  ill  your  guts 
Mid  you  prate  to  me  se :  What  ?         \She  tingt. 

Well  metf  pu^,  the  pearl  of  beauty :  umb,  umby 
How  now,  ttr  knave,  you  forget  your  duty, 

uinb,  umb. 
Marry  muff,  sir,  are  you  grown  to  dainty ;  fa, 

la,  lay  SfC. 
It  it  you,  sir?  the  worst  of  twenty f  fa,  la,  la, 

leera  ku 

Pox  on  you,  how  dost  thou  hold  my  glass? 

Roger^  Why,  as  I  bold  your  door,  with  my 
fingers. 

BeL  Nay,  pray  thee,  sweet  honey  Roger,  hold 
up  handsomely  :  Sing  Pretty  wantons  warble,  if  c. 
we  shall  ha^  guests  t^ay,  V\\  lay  my  little  maid- 
enhead, my  nose  itches  so. 

Rom".  I  said  so  too  last  night,  when  our  fleas 
twingxl  me  so. 

BeL  So,  poke  my  ruff  now.     My  gown,  my 
gown !  have  I  my  fall  ? 
*«  Where's  my  fall,  Roger  ?  [One  knocks. 

Roger.  Your  fall,  forsooth,  is  behmd. 


BeL  Gods  my  pittibna,  some  fool  or  other 
knocks. 

Roger.  Shall  I  open  to  the  fool,  mistress? 

Bel  And  all  these  baubles  lying  thus?  Away 
with  it  quickly. — Aye,  aye,  knock  and  Ur  damo'd, 
whosoever  you  be. — So;  give  the  fresh  salnoa 
line  now  ;  let  him  come  a^re.  He  shall  serve 
for  my  breakfast,  though  he  go  against  my  stonack. 
[EioGEK  fetches  in  Fluello,  Castkucbio,  mi 

PlORATTO. 

FlueL  Morrow,  cuz. 

Cast.  How  does  my  sweet  acqaaiotance  ? 

Pior.  Save  thee,  little  marmoset ;  bow  dost 
thou,  good  pretty  rogue  ? 

BeL  Well,  Godamercy,  good  pretty  raacal. 

FlueL  Roger,  some  light,  I  pr'ythee. 

Roger.  You  shall,  signior ;  for  we  that  lire  here 
in  this  vale  of  misery,  are  as  dark  as  helL 

[EiUfor  a  CanHe. 

Cast.  Good  tobacco,  Fluellb? 

FlueL  SmelL 

Enter  Roger. 

Pior.  It  may  be  tickling  geer :  for  it  p!ays  with 
my  nose  already. 

Roe.  Here's  another  light  angel,  signior. 

Bet  What,  you  pied  curtal,  what's  that  yoo 
are  a  neifihing  r 

Rog.  i  say,  God  send  us  the  light  of  heaven 
or  some  more  angels. 

BeL  Go  fetch  some  wine,  and  drink  half  of  it 

Rog.  I  must  fetch  some  wine,  geDtlemen,  and 
drink  half  of  it. 

FlueL  Here,  Roger ! 

Cast.  No,  let  me  send  pr^ytbee* 

FlueL  Hold,  you  canker^vorm. 

Rog.  You  shall  send  both,  if  yoa  pleaae,sig- 
niors. 

Pior.  Stay,  what's  best  to  drink  a  morninti? 

Rog.  *^  Ipocras,  sir,  for  my  mistress^  if  I  msk 
it,  is  most  dear  to  her. 

FlueL  Ipocras !  there  then,  bere*i  a^  testoa 
for  you,  you  snake. 

Rog.  Right,  sir ;  here's  three  shtlliogii  and  n- 
pence  for  a  pottle  and  a^  mandiet.  [Esii* 


^6  Where's  myfM^Fnm  the  fbllowing  passages  in  the  Maheonient,  A.  6.  8.  3.  tktfaU  appears  to ktft 
been  a  part  of  dress  worn  about  the  neck  as  roSSs  were,  but  different  from  them :  **  There  Is  sach  a  deal 
of  ploning  these  ruA,  when  a  fine  clean /aU  is  worth  them  all."  Again,  "If  yoa  should  chance  to  tmke 
m  nap  in  the  afternoon,  yonr  falling  hand  requires  no  poking  stick  to  recover  bis  forra.**  They  teem  t» 
have  been  something  like  bands,  but  larger.  It  must,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  they  might  be  a 
species  of  the  ruff ;  for,  in  Laugh  and  lie  down§,  or  the  WorUTt  Fotty,  1605,  it  b  said,  *'  there  sat  with  kr 
poting  sticke,  stiffening  a  fall,  and  siogiog  the  Ballet,  ^c.** 

^7  Ipocras, — or  Vpocras,  The  following  receipt  for  making  this  liquor  it  extracted  from  Stratt*!  Vka 
of  the  Manners^  &c.  of  the  Inhabitants  ofFAigUmd,  Vol.  III.  p.  74.,  where  it  u  copied  from  Arnold**  Obv- 
nttle  of  London. — The  Crafte  to  make  i  pocras :  '*  Take  a  quarte  of  red  wyne,  an  oonce  of  synamoa,  aid 
**  hal&  an  ance  (oonce)  of  gynger,  a  quarter  of  an  unnce  of  greyaes  and  longe  peper,  and  half  a  poandc  sf 
^*  suger,  ajDd  brose  all  this,  (not  too  small)  and  then  put  them  in  a  bage  of  wullen  cloth,  made  therefore, 
**  with  the  wine,  and  lete  It  hange  over  a  vessell  tyll  the  wyne  be  rune  thorowe." 

^*  Tes^aa*— 'A  coin  worth  about  IBd.  sterling. 

*'  JlfaficAe/,*-iM'  fine  white  bread.  "  Pauls  prtmarlnt,  a  G.  michttte,  miche*  Pauls  cmndldior  ct  partoi 
^  hoc  dim.  a  Lai»  Alica.  q.  d»  Micula.  8kin.*'— JuNius's  Etymologicon. 
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Cm/.  Here's  most  hercalanean  tobacco !  ha' 
srae,  acquaiotance  f 

BeL  Fob,  not  I :  makes  your  breath  stink,  like 
Ibe  piss  of  a  fox. — Acquaintance,  where  supped 
you  last  night? 

Cmii.  At  a  place,  sweet  acquaintance,  where 
jrour  health  '^  danced  the  canaries  iTaith ;  you 
should  ha'  been  there. 

BeL  I  there  among  your  punks?  marry  fah, 
hang  'em :  I  soorn't :  will  you  never  leave  suck- 
UIS  <'^^R*  >o  other  folks'  hens'  nests? 

Catt.  Why  in  good  troth,  if  you*ll  trust  me,  ao- 
<|uainrance,  there  was  not  one  hen  at  the  board ; 
ask  Fluello. 

FlueL  No  faith,  cuz;  none  but  cocks;  Signior 
MalaveUa  drunk  to  thee. 

Bel  O,  a  pure  beajgle ;  that  horse-leach  there  ? 

FiueL  And  the  knight.  Sir  Oliver  LoUin,  swore 
he  would  betow  a  taffiita  petticoat  on  thee,  but  to 
hreak  his  fasc  with  thee. 

BeL  With  me !  Til  choke  him  then ;  hang  him 
iDolecatcher,  it  is  the  dreamiugest  snotty-nose. 

Fior.  Well,  many  took  that  LolUo  for  a  fool, 
hut  he*s  a  subtle  fool. 


BeL  Aye,  and  he  has  fellows:  '*  of  all  filthy 
dry-fisted  knights,  I  cannot  alude  that  he  should 
touch  me. 

Cast.  Why,  wench,  is  he  scabbed? 

BeL  Hang  him,  hell  not  live  to  be  so  honest, 
nor  to  the  credit  to  have  scabs  about  him.  His 
betters  have  'era ;  but!  hate  to  wear  out  any  of 
his  coarse  knighthood,  because  he's  made  like  an 
alderman's  night-gown,  faced  all  with  coney  be- 
fore, and  within  nothing  but  fox:  this^^  sweet 
Oliver  will  eat  mutton  till  he  be  ready  to  burst, 
but  the  lean-jawed  slave  will  not  pay  for  the 
scraping  of  his  trencher. 

JPtor.  Plague  him ;  set  him  beneath  the  salt ;  ^' 
and  let  him  not  touch  a  bit,  till  every  one  has  had 
his  full  cuL 

FlueL  Lord  EUo,  the  gentleman-usher,  came 
into  us  too :  marry  'twas  in  our  cheese,  for  he 
had  been  to  borrow  money  for  his  lord  of  a  citi- 
zen. 

Catt,  What  an  ass  is  that  lord  to  borrow  mo- 
ney of  a  citizen  ? 

Bel.  Nay,  God's  my  pity,  what  an  ass  is  that 
citizen  to  lend  money  to  a  lord. 


^  Dtmced  IKb  canaries. — The  following  account  of  this  dance  is  extracted  from  Sir  John  Hawkiu*s  Hit^ 
f«ry  o/Music^  Vol  IV.  p.  391. :  *'  rhere  occurs,  in  the  Opera  of  DiocUtim^  set  to  music  by  Parcel!,  a 
*'  daoce  railed  the  Cmuwies:  of  this,  and  also  another  called  Trenchmore,  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  rcn« 
*  der  a  satisfactory  accooot.    The  first  19  alluded  to  by  Shakespeare  in  the  following  passage : 

**  MuSk,  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French  brawl? 

**  Arm,  How  mean'st  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

^  Moth,  No,  my  compleat  master :  but  to  jigg  off  a  tune  at  the  tongne^send,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet, 
**'  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids,  &c. 

**  As  to  Che  air  itself,  i(  appears,  by  the  example  in  the  Opera  of  Diocletian^  to  be  a  very  sprightly 
*'  aiovemrot  of  two  reprises,  or  strains,  with  eight  bars  in  each.  The  time  three  quarters  in  a  bar,  the 
*■*'  first  poiuCed.  I'bat  it  b  of  English  invention,  like  a  country  dance,  may  be  inferred  from  this  circum- 
*'  stance,  that  none  of  the  foreign  names  that  distiognbh  one  kind  of  air  from  another,  correspond  in  the 
**^  least  wiAh  this.  Mav,  fort  her,  the  appellation  is  adopted  by  Coupcrin,  a  Frenchman,  who,  among  his 
^  lewons,  lias  an  air  which  he  entitles  CANAaiE." 

^*  OfaUfiUhy  dry-fitted  knightt, — A  moist  hand  is  vulgarly  accounted  a  sign  of  an  amorous  constitu- 
tion.   See  the  Motes  of  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  8teevens  on  I\eelfth  Nighty  A.  1.  S.  3. 

'^  Tkii  tweet  Oliver  will  eat  mtUton. — In  Shakespeare's  Jt  you  like  i7,  A.  4.  S.  S.  the  clown  sings  a  few 
lines  of  a  song,  in  which  the  epithet  tweet  is  joined  to  the  name  Oliver.'  Mr  Tyrwhitt  observes,  that  this 
epithet  seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  appropriated  to  Oliver,  for  which  he  was  perhaps  originally  obli- 
ged to  the  old  song,  of  which  only  the  few  lines  preserved  by  Shakespeare  now  remain. 

"  Set  Aim  beneath  the  talt, — This  refiers  to  the  manner  in  which  our  ancestors  were  seated  at  their 
**  The  tables  being  long,"  says  Mr  Wballey,  Note  to  Cynthia't  Revelt,  A.  2.  S.  9.  •<  the  salt  was 

commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  served  as  a  kind  of  boundary  to  the  different  quality  of  the 
**  guests  invited.  ThoM  of  distinction  were  ranked  above ;  the  space  below  was  assigned  to  the  depen^i 
**  dants,  or  inferior  relations  of  the  master  of  the  house.  This  custom  is  yet  preserved  at  the  Lord 
*'  Mayor's  and  some  other  public  tables."    It  is  mentioned  in  Massinger^s  Untiaturat  Combat f  A^3,  S.  1. ; 


•« 


-he  believes  it  is  tbe  reason 


Yon  ne*er  presume  to  tit  above  the  talt** 


The  City  Madam^  by  the  lame,  A.  1.  8. 1. 9 


tc 


-My  proud  lady 


"  Admits  him  to  her  table,  marry  ever 

*'  Beneath  the  talti  and  there  he  sits  the  miI^I 

*'  Of  her  contempt  and  scorn." 


Dekkar^s  BellrmatCt  Night'-walket,  Sign.  C. 


C( 


4  trencher,  paid  no  more  than  hee  that  placed  himselfe  bentath  the  talt^ 
See  also  Mr  Whalley's  Note  on  Cynthia't  RtveU. 


for  bee  that  had  the  graine  of  the  table  with  his 
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Enter  Matheo  and  Htpolito  ;  Hipolito,  salw 
ting  the  Company  as  a  Stranger^  walks  off', 
Roger  comes  in  sadly  behind  them  with  a 
Fottle-pot,  and  stands  aloof  off. 

Math,  Save  you,  gallantl  Signior  Fluello,  ex- 
ceedingly  well  met,  as  I  may  say. 

Flnet.  Sigiiior  Matheo,  exceedingly  well  met 
too,  as  I  may  say. 

Math,  And  how  fares  my  little  pretty  mistress? 

BeL  Even  as  my  little  pretty  servant  sees, 
three  court-dishes  before  her,  and  not  one  good 
bit  in  them. — How  now  ?  why  the  devil  stand'st 
thou  so  f  art  in  a  tratice  ? 

Kog,  Yes,  forsooth. 

BeL  Why  dost  not  fill  oat  their  wine? 

Bog,  Forsooth,  'tis  filled  out  already :  all  the 
wine  that  the  signior  has  bestowed  opon  you  is 
cast  away ;  a  porter  ran  a  little  at  roe,  and  so 
faced  me  down  that  1  had  not  a  drop. 

BeL  Vm  curst  to  let  such  a  withered  artichoke- 
faced  rascal  grow  under  my  nose :  now  you  look 
like  an  old  he- cat  going  to  the  gallows :  I'll  be 
hanged  if  he  ha'  not  put  up  the  money  to  coney- 
catch  ^^  us  all. 

Rog,  No  truly,  forsooth,  'tis  not  put  up  yet 

BeL  How  many  gentlemen  hast  thou  served 
thus? 

Bog,  None  but  five  hundred,  besides  appren- 
tices and  serving-men. 

Bel,  Dost  think  I'll  pocket  it  up  at  thv  hands  ? 

Bog.  Yes,  forsooth,  1  fear  you  will  pocket  it  up. 

BeL  Fie,  fie,  cut  my  lace,  eood  servant ;  I  shail 
ha'  the  mother  presently,  Im  so  vexed  at  this 
horse-plumb. 

FlueL  Plague,  not  for  a  scal'd  ^^  pottle  of  wine 

Math,  Nay,  sweet  Bellafront,  for  a  little  pig's 
wash. 

Cast,  Here,  Roger,  fetch  more;  a  mischance 
i'faith,  acquaintance. 

Bel,  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  ungodly  puritanical 
creature ! 

Bog.  For  the  t'other  pottle  ?  yes,  forsooth. 

[Exit  Roger,  and  enter  Hifolito. 

BeL  Spill  that  too;  what  gentleman  is  that,  ser- 
vant ?  your  friend  ? 

Math,  Gods  so,  a  stool,  a  stool !  If  yon  love 
me,  mistress,  entertain  this  gentleman  respectful- 
ly, and  bid  him  welcome. 

BeL  He's  very  welcome ;  pray,  sir,  sit. 

Hip,  Thanks,  lady. 

FlueL  Count  Hipolito,  is't  not  ?  Cry  your  mer- 
cy, signior;  you  walk  here  all  this  while,  and  we 
not  hear  you  !  Let  me  bestow  a  stool  upon  you, 
beseech  you  ;  you  are  a  stranger  here,  we  know 
the  fashions  o*the  house. 

Cast,  please  you,  be  here,  my  lord  ?  l^Fobacco, 


Hip,  No,  good  Castrodno. 

FlueL  You  have  abandoned  the  eoort,  I  M, 
my  lord,  since  the  death  of  your  mittresa.  WeU, 
she  was  a  delicate  piece.— Beseech  you  sweets- 
come,  let  us  serve  under  the  colours  of  your  a^ 
quaintauce  still— for  all  that.  Please  yon  to  meet 
here  at  the  lodging  of  my  cox,  1  shall  bestow  a 
banquet  upon  you. 

Hip,  1  never  can  deserve  this  kiiHliiesi,  sir. 
What  may  this  lady  be,  whom  you  call  cut? 

FlueL  Faith,  sir,  a  poor  gentleMoinap,  of  ptf- 
sing  good  carriage;  one  that  has  some  suits  in  law, 
and  lies  here  in  an  attorney's  bouse. 

Hip,  Is  she  married  ? 

FlueL  Hah,  as  all  your  punks  are !  a  captaiiTf 
wife,  or  so :  I  never  saw  her  bclore,  my  lord. 

Hip,  Never,  trust  me^— a  eoodly  creature. 

FlueL  By  gad,  when  you  know  her,  as  we  di^ 
you'll  swear  she  is  the  prettiest,  kindest,  sweetest, 
most  bewitching,  honest  ape,  under  tlic  pu4e.  A 
skin,  your  sattin  is  not  more  sott,  nor  your  lawn 
whiter. 

Htp,  Belike  then,  she's  some  sale  courtesan. 

Fluel,  Troth,  as  all  your  beat  faces  are,  a  good 
wench. 

Hip,  Great  pity  that  she's  a  good  wench. 

Math.  Thou  shalt,  i'faith,  mistress. — How  now, 
signioFS?  what,  whispering  ?  did  n«it  1  lay  a  wager 
1  should  take  you,  within  seven  days,  in  a  ho«ue 
of  vanity  ? 

Hip.  You  did,  and  I  besbrew  your  heart,  yo« 
have  won. 

Math.  How  do  you  like  my  mistress  ? 

Hip,  Well,  for  such  a  mistress : 
Better,  if  your  mistress  be  not  your  master. 
I  must  break  manners,  gentlemen ;  fare  yoa  welL 

Math.  *Sfoot,  you  shall  not  leave  us. 

BeL  The  gentleman  likes  not  the  taste  of  oar 
company. 

Omnes.  Beseech  you,  stay. 

Hip,  Trust  me,  my  afiairs  beckon  for  me; 
pardon  me. 

Math,  Will  you  call  for  me  half  an  hour  hence 
here? 

Hip,  Perhaps  I  shall. 

Math,  Perhaps !  fah  !  I  know  yoa  can  swor 
to  me  you  will. 

Hip.  Since  you  will  press  me,  oo  my  word  I 
will.  [Exit. 

BeL  What  sullen  picture  is  this,  servantf 

Math.  *Tis  Count  Hipolito,  the  brave  oonnt 

Pior.  As  gallant  a  spirit  as  any  in  Milan,  yoa 
sweet  Jew. 

FlueL  Oh,  he's  a  most  essential  gentleman,  cm; 

Cast  Did  vou  never  bear  of  Count  HipoUa** 
acquaintance  r 

BeL  Marry,  muff  a'  your  coanti^  and  there  ba 
no  more  life  m  'em; 


">♦  Coney-catch -^Set  Vote  12.  p.  583. 


35  ScaVd  pottle  o/»tne.-^ee  Note  10.  p.  52& 
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Math.  He's  so  iDalcootent !— Sirrah,  Bcllafron- 
tm  and  you  be  honest  gallants,  let's  sap  together, 
mnd  have  the  count  with  us :  thou  shaic  sit  at  the 
upper  end,  punk. 

BeL  Punk,  you  soused  gurnet !  ^ 

Math.  Kings  truce :  come,  I'll  bestow  the  sup* 
per  to  have  him  hut  laugh. 

Cast,  He  betrays  his  youth  too  grossly  to  that 
tyrant  melancholy. 

Math.  Ail  this  for  a  woman  ? 

BeL  A  woman !  some  whore.  What  sweet 
jewel  is't  ? 

Fior,  Would  she  heard  you. 

Fluel,  Troth,  so  would  I. 

Coit;  And  I,  by  heaven, 

BeL  Nay,  good  servant,  what  woman  ? 

Math   fah. 

BeL  Pr\thee  tell  me,  a  buss,  and  tell  me :  I 
warrant  he*s  an  honest  fellow,  if  he  take  on  thus 
for  a  wench  :  Good  rogue,  who  ? 

Math,  By  the  lord  I  will  not,  must  not,  faith, 
mistress  :  is't  a  match,  sirs  ?  this  night,  at  th'  An- 
tilope  ;  aye,  tor  there's  best  wine,  and  good,  boys. 

Omnei.  Tis  done,  at  the  Antilope. 

BeL  I  cannot  be  there  to-night. 

Math.  Cannot !  by  the  lord,  you  shall. 

BeL  Bv  the  lady,  i  will  not:  shall ! 

FlueL  Why,  then,  put  it  off  till  Friday:  wo't 
come  then,  cuz  ? 

BeL  Well. 

Enter  Roger. 

Math,  YouVe  the  waspishest  ape. — Rogf r,  put 
your  mistress  in  mind  to  sup  with  us  on  Friday 
next :  you'd  best  come  like  a  madwoman ,  witli- 


out  a  band  in  ydar  waistcoat,  ^  and  the  lininp 
of  your  kirtle  outward,  like  every  common  hack* 
ney  that  steals  out  at  the  back  ^te  of  her  sweet 
knight's  lodging. 

BeL  Go,  go  hang  yourself. 

Cast,  It's  dinner-time,  Matheo;  shali's  hence? 

Omnes,  Yes,  yes;  farewell,  wench.    [Esennt, 

BeL  Farewell,  boys. — Roger,  what  wine  sent 
they  for? 

Rog,  Bastard  wine ;  ^*  for  if  it  had  been  truly 
begotten,  it  would  not  ha'  been  ashamed  to  come 
in.  Here's  six  shillings  to  pay  for  nursing  the 
bastard. 

BeL  A  company  of  rooks !  0  good,  sweet  Ro- 
eer,  run  to  the  poulter's  and  boy  me  some  fine 
larks. 

Rog.  No  woodcocks? 

Bel,  Yes,  faith,  a  couple,  if  they  be  not  dear. 

Rog,  I'll  buy  but  one ;  there's  one  already  here. 

[Exit  Roger. 

Enter  HipoLiTa 

Hip.  Is  the  gentleman,  my  friend,  departed^ 
mistress  ? 

BeL  His  back  is  but  new  turned,  sir. 

Hip.  Fare  you  well. 

BeL  I  Ciin  direct  you  to  him. 

Hip,  Can  you,  pray  ? 

BeL  If  you  please  stay,  he'll  not  be  absent 

Hip,  I  care  not  much. 

BeL  Pray  sit,  forsooth. 

Hip,  I'm  hot. 
If  i  may  use  your  room,  I'd  rather  walk. 

BeL  At  your  best  pleasure.— Whew,— some 
rubbers  there. 


3^  Tau  unWi  gurnet  /—An  appellation  of  conteAipt  very  fireqnently  employed  io  the  old  comedies.  Sc& 
Mr  Steeveu's  Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  11^,  A.  4.  8. 2. 

37  Without  a  kand  in  your  waistcoat. — from  the  fol  lowing  passages  it  appears,  that  some  partkalar  gar* 
ment  like  a  waistcoat  was  formerly  wora  by  the  courtezans. 

The  Humorous  LieuUnant^  by  Beaaraont  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  III.  p.  30.  edit.  1778: 

"  ril  pat  her  into  action  for  a  waistcoat : 

"  And,  when  I  have  rigg'd  her  up  ence,  this  small  pinnace 

**  Shall  sail  for  gold,  and  good  store  too." 

And,  In  Wit  wUhaui  Monoy^  Vol.  II.  p.  Sd8.»  Lace  says, 

-Do  you  think  yoa're  here,  sir. 


«« 


**  Amongst  your  waist(^>atier»,  yonr  base  wenches 
"  That  scratch  at  MCh  accasions." 


And,  In  the  beginning  of  the  Humorous  Lieutenant^  one  of  the  gentlemen  osben  calls  Cella  R  ftbaUte^atsor, 
when  in  a  disposition  to  apply  to  her  the  severest  term  of  reproach. 

3^  Bastard  wnie.— Barret,  in  his  Jlvsarie,  eiplains  Bastards  to  be  moscadeil,  sweete  wlae.  Vin  doulx^ 
bastardi  muscadell.  And,  Bloaot  says — ^"  Mosca^l  is  a  kind  of  wine,  so  called,  because  for  sweetness  and 
*'  smell  it  resembles  musk.  This  wine  comes  for  the  most  part  from  the  isle  Creta,  or  Candy ;  for  this 
*'  bland  (as  Oitelios  reports)  yearly  transports  18,01)0  bats  of  It.  Others  say  it  takes  name  from  Mooto 
**  Alcino  io  Italy.*'  Mr  Toilet,  in  a  Mote  to  the  First  Part  of^Henry  IK,  A.  %  8. 4.,  gives  the  following 
extract  from  Maison  RustiquSy  translated  by  Markham,  1616,  p.  635.:—**  Such  wioes  are  called  Man* 
**  grelly  or  bastard  wines,  which  (betwixt  the  sweet  aad  astringent  ones)  have  neither  manifest  sweetness, 
'*  nor  manifest  astriction,  but  indeed  participate  and  contain  in  them  both  qualities.*'  See  also  Mr  Stee-^ 
Tcn^sMot^. 
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Hip.  Indeed,  YW  ba'  none :  indeed  I  will  not 
Thanks. 
Pretty  fine  lodging.    I  perceive  my  friend 
Is  old  in  your  acquaintance. 
BeL  Troth,  sir,  he  comes 
As  other  gentlemen,  to  spend  spare  hours : 
If  yourself  like  our  roof,  such  as  it  is, 
Your  own  acquaintance  may  be  as  old  as  his. 
Hip.  Say  I  did  like;  what  welcome  should  I 

find? 
BeL  Such  as  my  present  fortunes  can  a£ford. 
Hip.  But  would  you  let  me  play  Matheo's  part? 
BeL  What  part? 

Hip,  Why,  embrace  you ;  dally  with  you ;  kiss. 
Faith,  tell  me ;  will  you  leave  him  and  love  me  ? 
BeL  I  am  in  bonds  to  no  man,  sir. 
Hip,  Why  then. 
You're  free  for  any  man  :  if  any,  me. 
But  I  must  tell  you,  lady,  were  vou  mine, 
You  should  be  all  mine.  1  could  brook  no  sharers; 
I  should  be  covetous,  and  sweep  up  all : 
I  should  be  pleasure's  usurer;  faith  I  should. 
BeL  O  fate ! 

Hip,  Why  sigh  you,  lady  ?  may  I  know  ? 
BeL  Thas  never  been  my  fortune  yet  to  single 
Out  that  one  man,  whose  love  could  fellow  mine, 
As  I  have  ever  wished  it.    O  ray  stars ! 
Had  J  but  met  with  one  kind  gentleman, 
That  would  have  purchased  sin  alone  to  himself, 
For  his  own  private  use ;  although  scarce  proper, 
Indifferent  handsome,  meetly  legE*d  and  tnigh'd, 
And  my  allowance  reasonable — i  faith, 
Accordmg  to  my  body,  by  my  troth, 
I  would  have  been  as  true  unto  his  pleasures. 
Yea,  and  as  loynl  to  his  afternoons 
As  ever  a  poor  gentlewoman  could  be. 

Hip,  This  were  well,  now,  to  one  but  newly 
fledged. 
And  scarce  a  day  old  in  this  subtle  world  ; 
Twere  pretty  art,  good  bird-lime,  cunning  net. 
But  come,  come,  faith,  confess :  how  many  men 
Have  drank  this  self-same  protestation. 
From  that  red  ticing  lip  ? 
BeL  Indeed,  nut  any. 
Hip.  Indeed,  and  blush  not ! 
BeL  No,  in  truth,  not  any. 
Hip,  Indeed !  in  truth ! — how  warily  you  swear? 
Tis  well,  if  ill  it  be  not :  yet  had  I 
The  ruffian  in  me,  and  were  drawn  before  you 
But  in  right  colours,  I  do  know  indeed. 
You  could  not  swear  indeed,  but  thunder  oaths 
That  should  shake  heaven,  drown  the  harmonious 

spheres, 
And  pierce  a  soul  (that  loved  her  Maker's  ho- 
nour) 
With  horror  and  amazement. 

BeL  Shall  I  swear? 
Wilt  you  believe  me  then  ? 
Hip.  Worst  then  of  all : 
Our  sins  by  custom  seem  at  last  but  small. 
Were  I  but  o*er  your  threshold,  a  next  man. 
And  after  him  a  next,  and  then  a  fourth, 
Stjould  have  this  golden  book,  and  luscious  bait, 


Thrown  out  to  the  fall  length.    Why,  let  me  tell 

vou, 
I've  seen  letters  sent  from  that  white  hand. 
Tuning  such  music  to  Matheo's  ear. 

BeL  Matheo !  that's  true ;  but  believe  it,  I 
No  sooner  had  laid  hold  upon  your  preseoce* 
But  straight  mine  eyes  conveyed  you  to  mine 
heart. 
Hip.  Oh !  yoQ  cannot  feign  with  me.   Why>I 
know,  lady. 
This  is  the  common  passion  of  yoo  all. 
To  hook  in  a  kind  gentleman,  and  then 
Abuse  his  coin,  conveying  it  to  your  lover. 
And  in  the  end  you  shew  him  a  French  tricky 
And  so  you  leave  him,  that  a  coach  may  ma 
Between  his  legs,  for  breadth. 

BeL  O,  by  my  soul. 
Not  I :  therein  I'll  prove  an  honest  whore, 
In  being  true  to  one,  and  to  no  more. 

Hfjp.  If  any  be  disposed  to  trust  your  oath. 
Let  him :  I'll  not  be  ne.    I  know  you  feign 
All  that  you  speak.    Aye,  for  a  mingled  harlot 
Is  true  in  nothing  but  in  being  false. 
What !  shall  I  teach  you  how  to  loath  yourself; 
And  mildly  too,  not  without  sense  and  reason  ? 

BeL  1  am  content ;  I  would  fain  loath  myself 
If  you  not  love  me. 

Hip,  Then  if  your  gracious  blood 
Be  not  all  wasted,  I  shall  assay  to  do't. 
Lend  me  your  silence  and  attention. 
You  have  no  soul,  that  makes  you  weigh  so  lightt 
Heaven's  treasure  bought  it,  and  half-a-crown 
Hath  sold  it : — for  your  body 
Is  like  the  common-shore,  that  still  receives 
All  the  town's  filth.    The  sin  of  many  men 
Is  within  vou ;  and  thus  much  I  suppose, 
That  if  all  your  committers  stood  in  rank. 
They'd  make  a  lane,  in  which  your  shame  might 

dwell. 
And  with  their  spaces  reach  from  hence  to  helL 
Nay,  should  I  urge  it  more,  there  have  been 

known, 
As  many  by  one  harlot  maimed  and  dismembere4» 
As  would  ha'  stuffed  an  hospital :  this  1  might 
Apply  to  you,  and  perhaps  do  you  right. 
O I  you're  as  base  as  any  beast  that  bears ; 
Your  body  is  e'en  hired,  and  so  are  theirs. 
For  gold  and  sparkling  jewels'(if  he  can) 
You'll  let  a  Jew  get  you  with  Christian : 
Be  he  a  Moor,  a  Tartar,  though  his  face 
Looked  uglier  than  a  dead  man's  scull. 
Could  the  devil  put  on  a  human  shape, 
If  his  purse  shake  out  crowns,  up  then  he  gets : 
Whores  will  be  rid  to  bell  wiUi  golden  bits. 
So  that  you're  crueller  than  Turks ;  for  thcrf 
Sell  Christians  only,  you  sell  yourselves  away. 
Why,  those  that  love  you,  hate  you :  and  will  term 

Liquorish  damnation ;  wish  themselves  half  sunk 
After  the  sin  is  laid  out,  and  e'en  curse 
Their  fruitless  riot ;  for  what  one  beeets, 
Another  poisons.    Lust  and  murder  nit ; 
A  tree  being  often  8hook|  what  fruit  c^  knit? 
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BeL  O  me  unhappy ! 

Hip^  I  caD  Tex  you  more : 
A  harlot  is  like  Dunkirk, — true  to  none ; 
Swallows  both  English,  Spanish,  fulsome  Dutch, 
BadL-doored  Italian ;  last  of  all,  the  French, 
And  he  sticks  to  you,  faith !  gives  you  your  diet, 
Brings  you  acquainted  first  with  monsieur  doctor, 
And  then  you  anow  what  follows. 

BeL  Misery, 
Rank,  stinking  and  most  loathsome  misery. 

Hqf.  Methmks  a  toad  is  happier  than  a  whore ! 
That  with  one  poison  swells,  iwith  thousands  more 
The  other  stocks  her  veins.    Harlot !  fie !  fie ! 
Yott  are  the  miserablest  creatures  breathing 
The  very  slaves  of  nature;  mark  me  else; 
You  put  on  rich  attires,  others^  eyes  wear  them ; 
You  eat,  but  to  supply  your  blood  with  sin  : 
And  this  strange  curse  e'en  haunts  you  to  your 

graves. 
From  fools  you  get,  and  spend  it  upon  slaves : 
Like  bears  and  apes,  you're  baited  and  shew  tricks 
For  money ;  but  your  bawd  the  sweetness  licks. 
Indeed  you  are  their  joumey«womeu,  and  do 
All  base  and  damned  works  they  list  set  you  to : 
So  that  you  ne'er  are  rich ;  for  do  but  shew  me, 
Id  present  memory,  or  in  ages  past, 
The  fairest  and  most  famous  courtezan. 
Whose  flesh  was  dear'st ;  that  raised  the  price  of 


sm. 


And  held  it  up :  to  whose  intemperate  bosom. 
Princes,  earls,  lords,  the  worst  has  been  a  knight, 
The  meanest  a  eentleman,  have  offered  up 
Whole  hecatombs  of  Bighs,  and  rained  in  showers 
Handfuls  of  gold ;  yet  for  all  this,  at  last 
Diseases  suckt  her  marrow ;  then  grew  so  poor. 
That  she  has  begged,  e'en  at  a  beggar's  door. 
And  (wherein  heaven  has  a  finger)  when  this  idol, 
From  coast  to  coast  has  leaped  on  foreign  shores. 
And  had   more  worship,   than   th'  outlandish 

whores; 
When  several  nations  have  gone  over  her$ 
When  /or  each  several  city  she  lias  seen 
Her  maidenhead  has  been  new,  and  been  sold 

dear. 
Did  live  weU  there,  and  might  have  died  unknown, 
And  undefaaed ;  back  comes  she  to  her  own ; 
Aud  there  both  miserably  lives  and  dies, 
Scomed  even  of  those  that  once  adored  her  eyes ; 
As  if  her  fatal-circled  life  thus  ran. 
Her  ^de  should  end  there  where  it  first  began. 
What,  do  you  weep  to  hear  your  story  read  ? 
Nay,  if  you  spoil  your  cheeks,  I'll  read  no  more. 

net  O,  yes,  I  pray  proceed ; 
Indeed,  'twill  do  me  good  to  weep,  indeed  ! 


Hip,  To  give  those  tears  a  relish,  this  I  add; 
You're  like  the  Jews,  scattered ;  in  uo  place  cer^ 

tain; 
Your  days  are  tedious,  your  hours  burthensome ; 
And  wer't  not  for  full  suppers,  midnight  revels, 
Dancing,  wine,  riotous  meetings,  which  do  drown 
And  bury  quite  in  you  all  virtuous  thoughts, 
And  on  your  eye-lids  hang  so  heavily, 
Thej  have  no  power  to  look  so  high  as  heaven, 
You*d  sit  and  muse  on  nothing,  but  despair ; 
Curse  that  devil  Lust,  that  so  burns  up  your  blood; 
And  in  ten  thousand  shivers  break  your  glass 
For  his  temptation.    Say,  you  taste  delight, 
To  have  a  golden  gull  from  rise  to  set. 
To  meet  you  in  his  hot  luxurious  arms^ 
Yet  your  nights  pay  for  all :  I  know  you  dream 
Of  warrant^  whips,  and  beadles ;  and  then  start 
At  a  door^s  windy  creak ;  think  ev'ry  weazle 
To  be  a  constable ;  and  every  rat 
A  long-tailed  officer:  Are  jrou  now  not  slaves? 
Oh  !  you  have  damnation  without  pleasure  for  it ! 
Such  IS  the  state  of  harlots.    To  conclude. 
When  you  are  old,  and  can  well  paint  no  more. 
You  turn  bawd,  and  are  tlien  worse  than  before. 
Make  use  of  this.    FarewelL 

BeL  O,  I  pray  stay. 

Hip.  See,  Matheo  comes  not:  time  hath  barred 


me. 


Would  all  the  harlou  in  the  town  had  beard  me ! 

[ExiU 
BeL  Stay  yet  a  little  longer  I-^no ;  quite  gone* 
Cursed  be  that  minute,  for  it  was  no  more, 
(So  soon  a  maid  is  changed  into  a  whore) 
Wherein  I  first  fell !  be  it  for  ever  black ! 
Yet  why  should  sweet  Hipolito  shun  mine  eyes, 
For  whose  true  love  I  would  become  pure  honest. 
Hate  the  woHd's  mixtures,  and  the  smiles  of  gold. 
Am  I  not  fair  ?  why  should  he  fly  me  then  ? 
Fair  creatures  are  desired,  not  scomed  of  men. 
How  many  galUnts  have  drunk  healths  to  me, 
^'  Out  of  their  dagger'd  arms,  and  thought  them 

blest, 
Enjoying  but  mine  eyes  at  prodigal  feasts ! 
And  does  Hipolito  detest  my  love? 
Oh,  sure  their  heedless  lusts  but  flattered  me ; 
I  am  not  pleasing;,  beautiful,  nor  young. 
Hipolito  hath  spied  some  ugly  blemish. 
Eclipsing  all  my  beauties.    I  am  foul ! — 
Harlot !  aye,  that's  the  spot  that  taints  my  soul ! 
What !  has  he  left  bis  weapon  here  behind  him. 
And  gone  forgetful  ?  O  fit  instrument 
To  let  forth  all  the  poison  of  my  flesh ! 
Thy  master  hates  me, 'cause  my  blood  hath  ranged : 
But  when  'tis  forth,  then  he'll  believe  I'm  changed. 


39 


Qui  of  their  dagger" imrmhr^To  drink  a  mistress's  health  Ui  wine  mingled  with  one*s  own  blood  was 
AOtlently  ngarded  as  an  act  of  gallantry.  So,  in  Marston's  Dutch  Gvare^san,  1605  : — *'  Have  I  not  been 
dnmk  to  year  health,  swallowed  flag  dragons,  eat  glasses,  drank  arine,  ttebb*d  arnu,  and  done  all  the  of- 
fices of  protested  gallantry,  for  your  sake  ?**    S. 
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Enter  Hipolito. 

Hip,  Mad  woman,  what  art  doing  ? 
Bel,  Either  love  me, 
Or  split  my  heart  upon  thy  rapier's  point 
Yet  du  not  neither ;  for  thou  then  destro/st 
That  which  I  love  thee  for,  thy  virtues.    Here, 

here, 
Thou'rt  crueller,  and  kilPst  me  with  disdain : 
To  die  so  bheds  no  blood,  yet  'tis  worse  pain. 

[Exit  Hipolito. 
Not  speak  to  me  !  not  bid  farewell !  a  scorn  ! 
Hated  !  this  must  not  be;  some  means  Vi\  try; 
Would  all  whores  were  as  honest  now,  as  I ! 

[Exit. 
SCENE  VIL 

"Enter  Candido,  hit  Wife^  George,  and  two 
^Frenticei  in  the  Shop ;  Fustigo  enterty  walk- 
ing by. 

George,  See,  gentlemen,  what  you  lack :  a  fine 
holland,  a  6ne  canabrick  :  see  what  you  buy. 

1   ^Pren,  Holland   for   shirts,   cambrick  for 
bands ; 
What  is*t  you  lack  I 

Futt.  'Stoot,  I  lack*emall;  nay,  more,  I  lack 
money  to  buy  em.  Let  me  see,  let  me  look  again ; 
'mass  this  is  the  shop— >What,  cuz  !  sweet  cuz ! 
how  do*9t,  i'faith,  since  last  night  after  candle- 
light? We  had  good  sport,  faith;  had  we  not? 
And  when  shalfs  laugh  again  ? 

Wi/e.  When  you  will,  cousin. 

Fust.  Spoke  like  a  kind  Lacedemonian.  I  see 
yonder*s  thy  husband. 

Wife,  Aye,  there's  the  sweet  youth,  God  bless 
him. 

Fust,  And  how  is't,  cousin  ?  and  how,  how  is't, 
thou  squall  ? 
.  Wife.  Well,  cousin,  how  fare  you  ? 

Fust,  How  fare  i  ?  troth,  for  sixpence  a  meal, 
vench,  as  well  as  lieart  can  wish,  with  calves'  ^ 
chaldrons  and  chitterlings ;  besides,  I  have  a  punk 
after  supper,  as  good  as  a  roasted  apple. 


Can.  Are  you  my  wife's  cousin  f 

Fust.  I  am,  sir ;  what  hast  tbon  to  do  widi 
that? 

Can.  0  nothing,  but  you're  welcome. 

Fust.  The  devil's  dung  in  thy  teeth  f  FU  be 
weicome  whether  thou  wilt  or  no:  aye,  what 
rine's  this,  cuz  ?  very  pretty  and  fantastiol  i'faitiv 
let^  see  it. 

Wife.  Pub  !  nay,  you  wrench  my  finger. 

Fust,  I  ha'  sworn  I*il  ha'  it,  and  I  hope  yon 
will  not  let  my  oaths  be  ^  cracked  in  the  rin^ 
will  you  ?  I  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  melancholy  at 
this :  for  all  your  great  looks,  are  you  angry  ? 

Can.  An^ry !  not  I,  sir :  nay,  ir  the  can  part 
So  easily  with  her  ring,  'tis  with  my  heart. 

George.  Sufier  this,  sir,  and  sufier  all ;  a  whoie- 
son  gull  to— 

Can,  Peace,  George;  when  she  has  reaped 
what  I  have  sown. 
She'll  say,  one  grain  tastes  better  of  her  own. 
Than   whole  sheaves  gathered   from  another^s 

land ; 
Wit's  never  good  till  bought  at  a  dear  hand. 

Gtorge.  But  in  tlie  mean  time  she  nsakes  ao 
ass  of  somebody. 

2  *Pren.  See^  see,  see,  sir^  as  joo  turn  year 
back,  they  do  nothing  but  kiss. 

Can,  No  matter,  let  'em :  ^^  when  I  touch  ber 

I  shall  not  feel  his  kisses,  no  nor  miss; 
And  of  her  lip,  no  harm  in  kissing  is. 
Lpok  to  your  business,  pray  make  up  yoor  wares. 
Fuit.  Troth,  cuz,  and  well  remembered !  I 
would  thou  wouldst  give  me  five  yards  of  lawn, 
to  make  my  punck  some  falling  bands  of  the  ia* 
shion,  three  falling  one  upon  another;  for  that's 
the  new  edition  now;  she's  out  of  linen  horriblT 
too ;  troth,  she's  never  a  good  smock  to  ber  back 
neither,  but  one  that  has  a  great  many  patches 
in't,  and  that  I'm  fain  to  wear  myself  for  want  of 
shift  too;  pr'ythee  put  me  into  some  wholesotae 
napery,^'  and  bestow  some  clean  commodities 
upon  us« 


^  CAa/(2ron.— Or,  as  it  is  oflener  spelt,  chawdron^  i.  e.  says  Mr  Steevens,  (Note  on  Maehetk^  A.  4  S.  I.) 
**  Entrails ;  a  word  formerly  in  commoo  use  in  the  books  of  cookery,  in  one  of  which,  printed  ia  1591, 
J  meet  with  a  receipt  to  make  a  pudding  of  a  calf*$  chaldron.  At  the  coronation  feast  of  Elixabctb  of 
York,  queen  of  Henry  Vll.  among  other  dishes,  one  was,  '*  swan  with  a  cAaatdron,"  meaning,  I  suppece, 
roasted  with  entrails  in  it,  or  undrawn.*'    ^^ee  Ives's  Select  Papen^  ^o.  S.  p.  141. 

^'  Crack'd  in  the  ring, — This  phrase  occurs  in  JUamUtf  A.  8.  S.  2,  and  Or  Johnson  explains  it  to  be 
cracked  too  much  for  u»e.  See  instances  produced  by  Mr  Steevens.  Again,  in  Your  five  GoUohCs,  by  Mid* 
dleton,  Sign  D.  ii :  **  Here's  Mistresse  Rose  noble  has  lost  her  maidenhead,  crad^  ta  tka  rmg^  shec's^ood 
enough  for  gaimsters,"  £fc. 

♦*  PVhen  I  touch  her  lip, 

J  thaU  not  feel  his  kisses, — Imitated  by  Shakespeare  in  OtheUo^  A.  S.  8.  S> 


(( 


1  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry ; 
I  found  not  Casno^i  kisses  on  Aer  lips.** 

^3  Napery. — Napery  signifies  l>nen  in  general.  So,  in  Dekker^s  Belnum  of  London ,  Sign.  G  4:  ''  —  At 
Which  time  they  lift  away  Ooblets  or  other  pieces  of  plate,  nappery^  or  any  thing  worth  vcntring  for.'* 
8ee  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Othello,  A.  3.  S.  3. 
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Wife.  Reach  me  those  carobricki  and  the 
lawiis  hither. 

Can.  What  to  do^  wife  ?  to  lavish  oat  my  goods 
ofKW  a  fool  ? 

Fust.  Foul !  Snails  eat  the  fool,  or  III  so  bat- 
ter your  crown,  that  it  shall  scarce  go  for  fire 
shilhugs. 

S  Pren*  Do  you  hear,  sir  ?  y'are  best  be  quiet, 
and  say  a  fool  tells  you  so. 

Futt,  Nails,  I  think  so,  for  thou  tellest  me. 

Can.  Are  you  angry,  sir,  because  I  named  tliee 
fool? 
Trust  me,  you  are  not  wise,  in  mine  own  house 
And  to  my  face  to  play  the  antic  thus ; 
If  you^il  needs  play  the  madman,  chuse  a  stage 
Of  lesser  compass,  where  few  eyes  may  note 
Your  action's  error ;  but  if  still  you  miss. 
As  here  you  do,  for  one  clap,  ten  will  hiss. 

Fuit,  Zounds,  cousin,  he  talks  to  me,  as  if  I 
vere  a  scurvy  tragedian. 

9  Fren.  Sirrah,  George,  I  have  thought  upon 
a  device  how  to  break  his  pate,  beat  him  soundly, 
and  ship  him  away. 

George.  Poit. 

2  Fren,  I'll  go  in,  pass  through  the  house,  give 
some  of  our  fellow-prentices  the  watch-word 
when  they  shall  enter,  then  come  and  fetph  my 
roaster  in  by  a  while,  and  place  one  ii|  the  hall  to 
hold  him  in  conference,  whilst  we  cudgel  the  cull 
out  of  his  coxcomb. 

George.  Do't ;  away,  do't. 

Wife.  Must  I  call  twice  for  these  cambricks 
and  lawns  ? 


Can.  Nay  sec^  you  anger  her ;  George,  pr^ythee 
dispatch. 

9  Fren.  Two  of  the  choicest  pieces  are  in  the 
warehouse,  sir. 

Can.  Go  fetch  them  presently.  ["Exit  1  Frentice. 

Futt.  Aye,  do,  make  haste,  sirrah. 

Can.  Why  were  you  such  a  stranger  all  thb 
while,  being  my  wife's  cousin  ? 

Fust.  Stranger !  no^  sir,  I  am  a  natural  Milaner 
bom. 

Can,  I  perceive  still  it  is  your  natural  guise  to 
mistake  me ;  but  you  are  welcome,  sir,  I  much 
wish  your  acquaintance. 

Fust.  My  acquaintance !  I  scorn  tfiat  Tfaitfi. 
I  hope  my  acquaintance  goes  in  chains  of  sold 
three  and  fifcy  times  double ;  you  know  who  t 
mean,  cuz ;  ^  the  posts  of  his  gate  are  a  |Munt- 
ing  too. 

Enter  the  Second  Freniiee. 

2  Fren.  SignOr  Pan'dulfo,  the  merchant,  desires 
conference  with  you. 

Can.  Signor  Paodulfo  ?  Fll  be  with  him  straight. 
Attend  your  mistress  and  the  gentleman.  [Exit. 

Wife.  When  do  you  show  those  pieces/ 

Fust.  Ayey  when  do  you  show  those  pieces  ? 

Omnes.  Presently,  sir,  presently,  we  are  but 
charging  them. 

Fust.  Come,  sirrah,  you  ^'  flat  cap,  where  be 
those  wlutes  ? 

George.  Flat-cap  ?  hark  in  y6ur  ear,  sir,  yopVe 
a  flat  fool,  an  ass,  a  fjull,  and  Til  thrumb  you; 
do  you  see  this  cambnck,  sir^ 


^  The  pofts  of  hit  gate  are  a  pamtiHg  too. — i.  e.  He  will  soon  be  sheriC  At  the  daor  of  that  olBoer 
Uur;ge  potts,  on  which  it  was  costomary  to  stick  proclaoiationB,  were  always  set  ap*  So,  in  ji  Woman 
ntoer  veA-*<f,  by  Rowley,  16SS  : 

<f  I/eVr  I  live  to  see  thee  Sheriff  of  London, 
1*11  gild  thy  posu;*^S. 

Again,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  out  of  his  Jtumour^  A.  3.  S.  9  : 

"  How  \oTig  should  I  be,  ere  I  sbonld  pot  of 

To  the  Lord  Chancellor's  tomb,  or  the  sheriff's  potts  f* 

Mr  Whalleir  observes,  that  it  was  nsoal,  oot  of  respect,  to  read  the  proclamatioas  fastened  on  the 

ski^ffli  posts  bare^-headed* 

^  FUU-^ap.^Flaircapt,  like  thosenow  worn  by  ,the  children  hahsi^g  to  Chrlst^Ctefck  Hospflal, 
and  to  the  appreaticcs  of  Bridewell,  wei«r  I  apprehend,  formerly  part  of  the  dress  particalarly  confined 
to  the  Citiaem  of  London^  Tk^y  are  jnaatiooed  as  s«ch  in  several  contemporary  writers.  As  Ben  Jon- 
ton,  in  iverjf  Man  tn  his  Humour,  A.  8.  S.  1 : 

'^  Make  theif  loo«  jcomments  apop  every  word. 
Gesture,  or  look  I  ase ;  mock  me  all  over, 
From  my  flai'capf  anto  my  shining  shoes." 

Marston*s  Dutch  Curtssan^  A.  9.  S.  1  :  <*— Who  hielped  thee  to  thy  costome,  not  of  swaggering  Ireland 
Captains,  nor  of  Ss.  Innes-a-coort  men,  but  with  honest  art  caps,  wealthyyl«<-cajM,  that  pay  for  their  plea- 
sure  the  best  of  any  men  ip  Europe.'* 

Decker's  fVon^fiU  Yeare,  10(1$ :  «P4>r. those  mi>Mlevia^  Pagans^  ihe  Ploqgh-drivers,  those  wof^ 
than  iflfl^els,  that  (Uke  t^^elr  swine)  never  looke  np  so  high  as  heaveob  whfw  jclticeoi  bonded  them,^l|<^ 
wnmg  their  hands,  anil  wisht  rather  they  had  ^hie  into  the  hands  of  Spaniards :  for  the  sight  of  aylot- 
cap  was  more  dreadful  to  a  Lob,  than  the  discharging  of  a  caliver." 

Dekker*s  Nemesfrom  Hell,  1606 :  *<^irou  may  eyther  mecfle  him  at  dicing  ordinaries  like  a  craUyne, 
at  cocke*pits  like  a  yoqng  conntrey  gentleman  $  or  else  at  a  bowling-ally  in  aflat-cap  Uke  a  Shopkeeper.** 
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Fust.  'Sfoot,  CQz,  a  good  jest,  did  you  hear  him? 
he  told  mc  in  my  ear,  I  was  a  flat  fool,  aii  ass,  a 
gull,  and  ril  chrumb  you ;  do  you  see  this  cam- 
brick,  sir  ? 

Wife.  What,  not  my  men,  I  hope  ? 

Funt,  No,  not  your  men,  but  one  of  your  men, 
iYaith. 

1  Pren.  I  pray,  sir,  come  hither  ;  what  say  you 
to  this?  here's  an  excellent  good  one. 

Fu$t.  Aye  marry,  tJiis  likes  me  well ;  cut  me 
off  some  half  score  yards. 

2  Pren.  Let  your  whnres  cut ;  youVe  an  impu- 
dent coxcomb,  you  get  none,  ai\d  yet  Til  thrumb 
you. — A  very  good  cambrick,  sir.^ 

Fust,  Again,  again,  as  God  judge  me  :  'sfoot, 
CUT,  they  stand  thrummiiig  here  with  me  all  day, 
9nd  yet  i  get  nothing. 

1  Pren,  A  word  I  pray,  sir ;  you  must  not  be 
angry,  prentices  have  hot  bloods,  young  fellows. 
"What  say  you  to  this  piece  ?  look  you,  'tis  so  de- 
licate, so  soft,  so  even,  so  fine  a  thread,  that  a 
lady  may  wear  it. 

Fust,  *Sf<K)t  I  think  so,  if  a  knight  marry  my 
punk,  a  lady  shall  wear  it ;  cut  me  off  twenty 
yards ;  thou  art  an  honest  lad. 

1  Pren,  Not  without  money,  gull,  and  I'll 
thrumb  you  too. 

Omnes,  Gull,  we*ll  thrumb  you. 

Fust,  O  lord,  sister,  did  you  not  hear  some- 
thing cry  thrumb  ?  zounds !  your  men  here  make 
a  plain  ass  of  me, 

Wi/e.  What,  to  my  face  so  impudent  ? 

George,  Aye,  in  a  cause  so  honest ;  we'll  not 
suffer  ■ 
Our  master's  goods  to  vanish  moneyless. 

Wife,  You  will  not  suffer  them  I 

2  Pren,  No,  and  you  may  blush. 
In  going  about  to  vex  so  mild  a  breast. 
As  is  our  master's. 

PTt/e.  Take  away  those  pieces, 
Cousm ;  I  give  them  freely. 

Fust,  Mass,  and  I'll  take  them  as  freely. 

Omnes,  We'll  make  you  lay  them  down  agipn 
more  freely. 

W^e.  Help  !  Help !  my  brother  will  be  mur- 
dered. 

Enter  Candido. 

Can.  How  now,  what  coil  is  here  ?  forbear,  I 
say. 

George.  He  calls  us  flat-caps,  and  abuses  U9. 

Can,  Why,  sirs,  do  such  examples  flow  from 
me? 


Wif e,They  are  of  your  keeping,  iir;  aial,  pool 
brother ! 

Fust,  rfaith  they  have  peppered  me,  aster ! 
look,  does  it  not  spin?  call  you  these  prentices? 
I'll  never  play  at  card*  more  when  icubs  h 
trump.  I  nave  a  good  coxcomb,  sister,  have 
I  not  ? 

Can,  Sister,  and  brother !  brother  to  ray  #ife? 

Fust.  If  you  have  any  skill  in  heraldry,  yttt 
may  soon  know  that;  break  but  her  pate,  aflA 
you  shall  see  her  blood  and  mine  is  all  one. 

Can,  A  surgeon  !  run,  a  surgeon  !  Why  theu 
wore  you  that  forged  name  of  cousin  ? 

Fust,  Because  its  a  common  thing  to  call  cux, 
and  mingle  now  a-days  all  the  world  over. 

Can,  Cousin !  a  name  of  much  deceit,  folly, 
and  sin; 
For  under  that  common  abused  word, 
Many  an  honest-tempered  citizen 
Is  made  a  monster,  and  his  wife  trained  out 
To  foul  adulterous  action,  full  of  fraud. 
I  may  well  call  that  word  a  city's  bawd. 

Fust.  Troth,  brother,  my  sister  would  needs 
have  me  take  upon  me  to  gull  your  patience  a 
little;  but  it  has  made  double^  gules  oo  my 
coxcomb. 

Wife.  What,  playing  the  woman?  blabbing 
now,  you  fool  ? 

Can,  O,  my  wife  did  but  exercise  a  jest  upon 
your  wit. 

JPtt^.  'Sfoot,  my  wit  bleeds  for't,  methinks. 

Can,  Then  let  this  warning  more  of  sense  af« 
ford; 
The  name  of  cousin  is  a  bloody  word. 

Fust.  I'll  ne'er  call  cuz  again  whilst  I  live,  to 
have  such  a  coil  abciut  it ;  this  should  be  a  coro- 
nation-day ;  for  my  bead  runs  claret  lustily. 

[Eiit, 

.   Enter  an  Officer, 

Can,  ^  Go,  wish  the  surgeon  to  have  great  re- 
spect. 
How  now,  my  friend  !  what,  do  they  sit  to-day? 
OjffL  Yes,  sir,  they  expect  you  at  the  senate- 
house. 
Can,  I  thank  your  pains,  111  not  be  last  man 
there.  [Exit  Officer. 

My  gown,  George  go,  my  gown.    A  happy  land, 
Where  grave  men  meet  each  cause  to  understand. 
Whose  consciences  are  not  cut  out  in  bribes, 
To  gull  the  poor  man's  right;  but  in  even  scales 
Peize  rich  and  poor,  without  corruption's  veils. 
Come,  whereas  the  gown  ? 


^  Gttfef.— Gttlfc  in  the  Editions  of  1615, 1016, 1635. 

nl  Ci^'  r^M'^P  '*"^*T'  ^^'•""Sf' 'i'  7J^\  ^"Z***  language  of  the  times,  to  recommend,  or  deHre.  So,  hi 
i^l^r%^'ii^^^  "  She  looks  for  one,  they  call  fether  Antony,  sir ,  and  *e's  i,<A3 
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George.  I  cannot  find  the  key,  sir. 
Can.  Request  it  of  your  mistreat. 
Wife.  Come  not  to  me  for  any  k,ey ; 
rU  not  be  troubled  to  deliver  it. 

Can.  Good  wife,  kind  wife,  it  14  a  n«<^ful 
trouble ; 
But  for  my  gown. 

Wife,  Moths  swallow  down  your  gown ; 
You  set  my  teeth  an  edge  with  talking  on't. 
Can,  Nay  pr'ythee  sweet,  I  cannot  meet  with- 
out it ; 
I  should  have  a  great  fine  set  on  my  head. 
Wife,  Set  on  your  coxcomb ;  tush,  fine  me  119 

fines. 
Can.  Believe  me  (sweet)  none  greets  the  se- 
nate-house 
Without  his  robe  of  reverence,  that's  his  gown. 
Wife.  Well  thenyouVe  like  to  cross  that  custom 
once, 
You  get  nor  key,  nor  gown ;  and  so  depart. — 
This  trick  will  vex  him  sure,  and  fret  his  heart 

[Exit. 
Can,  Stay,  let  me  see,  I  must  have  some  de- 
vice; 
My  cloak's  too  short :  ^e^  fie,  no  cloak  will  do*t ; 
It  must  be  something  fashioned  like  a  gown, 
With  my  arms  out. — Oh,  George,  come  hither. 

George ; 
X  pr*ythee  lend  me  thine  advice. 

George.  Troth,  sir,  were  it  any  but  you,  they 
would 
Break  open  chest. 

Can.  O  no,  break  open  chest !  that's  a  thiePs 
office; 
Therein  you  counsel  me  against  my  blood : 
^Twould  shew  impatieikce  that.  Any  meek  means 
I  would  be  glad  to  embrace.  Mass,  1  have  got  it ; 
Go,  step  up,  fetch  me  down  one  of  t)ie  carpets, 
The  saddest  coloured  carpet,  honest  George ; 
Cut  thou  a  hole  in  the  middle  for  my  neck, 
Two  for  mine  arms. — Nay,  pr'ythee  look  not 
strange. 
George.  I  hope  you  do  not  think,  sir,  as  you 
mean. 


Can,  Pr'ythee  about  it  quickly,  the  hour  chides 
me; 
Warily,  George,  softly,  take  liecd  of  eyes. 

[Exit  George. 
Out  of  two  evils  he's  accounted  wise. 
That  can  pick  (»ut  the  least ;  the  fine  imposed 
For  an  ungowned  senator,  is  about 
Forty  **  cruzadoes,  the  carpet  not  'hove  four. 
Thus  have  I  chosen  the  lesser  evil  yet ; 
Preserved  my  patience,  foiled  her  desperate  wit. 

^Enter  George. 

George.  Here,  sir,  here  s  the  carpet. 

Can.  O,  well  done,  George,  we'll  cut  it  just  in 
the  midst. 
*Tii  very  well,  I  thank  thee ;  help  it  on.    • 

George,  it  must  come  over  your  head,  sir,  like 
a  wench's  petticoat.    , 

Can,  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  good  George;  it 
roust,  indeed. 
Fetch  nte  a  night-cap ;  for  1*11  ^\tA  it  close, 
As  if  my  health  were  queasy :  'twill  show  well 
For  a  rude  careless  night-gown;  wili*t  not,  think'st? 

George.  Indiiferent  well,  sir,  for  a  oight-gowny 
being  girt  aud  plaited. 

Can.  Aye,  and  a  night-cap  on  my  head. 

George,  That's  true,  sir ;  I'll  run  and  fetch  one, 
and  a  staff.  [Exit  George. 

Can.  For  thus  they  cannot  clmse   but  con- 
strue it : 
One  that  is  out  of  health  takes  no  delight. 
Wears  his  apparel  witliout  appetite. 
And  puts  on  heedless  raiment  without  form. 

Enter  George. 

5>o,  so,  kind  George,  be  secret  now ;  and,  pr'ythee, 
Do  not  laugh  at  me,  till  I'm  out  of  sight. 

George.  I  laugh  !  not  I,  sir. 

Can.  Now  to  the  senate-house ; 
Methinks  I'd  rather  wear,  without  a  frown, 
A  patient  carpet  than  ah  angry  gown.        [Exit. 

George.  Now  looks  my  master  just  like  one  of 
our  ^  carpet  knights,  only  he's  somewhat  the  ho- 
nester  of  the  two. 


^  Cruzadott. — A  cmzado  is  a  Portuguese  coin,  struck  under  Alphotisus  V .  about  the  year  1467,  af  the 
time  when  Pope  Calixtns  sent  thither  the  bull  for  a  croisade  against  the  Infidels.  It  had  Its  name  from 
a  cross  which  it  bears  on  one  side ;  the  arms  of  Portugal  being  on  the  other.  The  value  of  It  to  40  French 
sob,  or  upwards  of  28-  lOd.  sterling. 

^  Carpet'knighU.'^The  following  account  of  this  Order  of  Knighthood  to  taken  from  a  Note,  by  Sir 
James  Burrows,  on  Twelfth  Nigkt^  A.  3.  S.  4  :  *'  There  was  an  order  of  Knighthood  of  the  appellation 
of  Knights  of  the  Carpet,  though  few  or  no  persons  (at  least  among  those  whom  I  have  consulted) 
seem  to  know  any  thing  about  it,  or  even  to  have  heard  or  it.  I  have  taken  some  memorandum  con- 
eeming  the  institution,  and  know  that  William  Lord  Burgh  of  Scarborough-castle  in  the  County  or  Surry, 
father  to  Thomas  Lord  Burgh,  Deputy  of  Ireland,  and  to  Sir  John  Bur^h  (who  took  the  great  Caracca 
ship  in  I&98)  was  made  a  Knight  of  the  carpet^  at  Westmintoter,  00  the  2d  of  October,  15.53,  the  da^ 
after  Queen  Mary*s  coronation :  and  1  met  with  a  list  of  all  who  were  made  so  at  the  same  time,  in  Strype  s 
Jfemoriato,  vol.  III.  Appendix,  p.  II.  See  Anstis's  Observations  on  the  Knighthood  of  the  Bath^  {Lond, 
1725.)  p.  50.  Upon  the  accession  of  Queen  Mary  to  the  throne,  a  commission  was  granted  to  the  Earl 
of  Arundel,  empowering  bim  to  make  Knights,  but  withoot  any  additional  title^  within  two  days  after 
the  date  of  that  patent,  which  were  the  two  days  preceding  her  coronation.     In  ptursuance  hereof,  we 
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Enter  Candido's  Wife. 

Wife,  What,  is  your  master  gone  } 

George.  Yes,  forsooth,  his  back  is  bat  new 
tdftied. 

^ife.  And  in  his  cloak  I  did  he  not  rex  and 
8^^'ar  ? 

George.  No ;  but  hell  make  you  swear  anon ; 
no,  indeed,  he  went  away  like  a  lamh. 

Wifi'  Key,  sink  to  hell ;  btiH  patient,  patient 
still ! 
I  am  with  child  to  vex  him.    Pr'ythee,  George, 
If  e'er  thou  iookest  for  favour  at  my  hands, 
Pphoid  one  jest  for  me. 

iiedrge.  Against  my  master? 

Wife^  Tis  a  mere  jest,  in  faith ;  say,  wilt  thou 
do't? 

George.  Well,  what  is't? 

Wife.  Here,  take  this  key ;  thou  know'st  where 
all  things  lie ; 
Put  on  thy  master's  best  apparel,  gown, 
Chaiti,  cap,  ruff,  every  thing ;  be  like  himself; 
And,  'gainst  his  coming  home,  walk  in  the  shop ; 
Feign  the  same  carriage,  and  his  patient  look ; 
^wtfl  breed  but  a  jeit,  thou  knowest :  speak,  wilt 
thou  ? 

George,  Twill  wrong  my  master's  patience. 

Wife.  Pr'ythee,  George. 

(ieorge.  Well,  if  youUl  save  me  harmless,  and 
put  rde  under  covert  baron,  I  am  content  to. 
please  you,  provided  it  may  breed  no  wrong 
against  him. 

Wife.  No  wrong  at  all ;  here,  take  the  key,  be 
gone ; 
If  any  vex  him,  this;  if  not  this,  none.  [Exeunt, 

SCENPVIIL 
Enter  a  Bawd  and  Roger. 
Bawd.  O  ^t>ger,  Roger,  wbere's  your  mistress? 


Where's  your  mistress?  there's  the  finest,  neatest 
gentleman  at  my  house,  but  newly  come  over; 

0  where  is  she,  where  is  she,  where  is  she  ? 
Roger,  My  mistress  is  abroad,  but  not  anion^ 

them;  my  mistress  is  not  the  whore  now  thatyoo 
take  her  for. 

Bamd.  How  !  is  she  not  a  whore  ?  do  yon  go 
about  to  take  away  her  good  name,  Roger  ?  yoa 
are  a  fine  pander,  mdeed. 

B4)ger,  I  tell  you,  Madona  Rngcr-lock,  I  am 
not  sad  for  nothing;  I  ha*  not  eaten  one  good 
meal  this  three  and  thirty  days;  1  had  wont  to 
eet  sixtcen-pence  by  fetching  a  pottle  of  Ipocras; 
hut  now  those  days  are  past ;  we  had  as  good  do- 
ings, Madona  Finger-lock,  she  within  dcwrs,  and 

1  without,  as  any  poor  yoan^  couple  in  Milan. 
Bawd.  God's  my  life,  and  is  she  changed  now  ? 
Roger,  I  ha*  lost  by  her  squeamishness  more 

than  would  have  builded  twelve  bawdy  houses. 

Bawd,  And  had  she  no  time  to  turn  hooeit 
but  now?  what  a  vile  woman  is  this!  twenty 
pound  a  night,  I'll  be  sworn,  Roger,  in  gold  and 
no  silver.  Why,  here  was  a  time !  if  she  sbookl 
ha'  picked  out  a  time,  it  could  not  be  better ! 
sola  enough  stirring;  choice  of  men,  choice  of 
hair,  choice  of  beards,  choice  of  legs,  and  choice 
of  every,  every,  every  thing.  It  cannot  sink  into 
my  head,  chat  she  should  M  such  an  ass.  Roger, 
I'll  never  believe  it. 

Roger.  Here  she  comes  now. 

Enter  Bellafrokt. 

Bawd.  O  sweet  Madona,  on  with  vbur  kxMe 
gown,  your  felt  and  your  feather!  there's  the 
sweetest,  prop'rest,  eallantest,  gentleman  at  my 
house ;  he  smells  all  of  mudk  and  ambergriie, 
his  pocket  full  of  crowns,  flame-coloored  doimlet, 
red  sattin  hose,  carnation  silk  stockings,  and  a  kg 
and  a  body,— K>h ! 


find  the  names  of  the  Knights,  created  by  him,  according  to  the  stated  form  of  creating  Knights  of  tke 
Bath  $  and  the  variety  of  the  ceremonies  used  so  distinctly  related,  that  It  particalarly  deserves  to  be  ooft- 
sotted  in  the  Appendix. 

**  So  that  Mr  Anstu  plainly  coosiden  them  as  being  only  a  species  of  Knights  of  the  Bath,  though  with- 
out any  additional  title. 

*'  If  so,  the  appellation  of  Knights  of  the  Carpet  might  be  only  popular  f  not  their  strict  or  proper  title. 
This,  however,  was  sufficient  to  Mace  ^hakespeare  (who  wrote  whilst  they  were  commonly  spoken  of 
by  sach  an  appellation)  to  use  that  tertn  in  contrast  to  a  knighthood  conferred  upon  a  real  soldier,  ss  a 
reward  of  military  valour." 

These  Carpet  Kmcbts  are  spoken  of  with  great  contempt  by  maaj  caaSemmmrj  writers. 

ilas8iiiger*s  MatdrfUwowr,  A.  ^.i.bi 

^  To  men  I  had  forbom  It  i  yira  are  women^ 
^r,  at  the  best,  fb(»e  Corbet  J&^^/kif,^ 

Sk<  Vww^wra  Ccmbdt^  A.  S.  8. 3. 

<*  There  your  Corpef  JDi^Atff, 

That  never  thki^^dd  b^otid  a  mistress*  Nps, 

j|re  stIU  ihost  keen  ami  valianiL'*    ' 

SeealM  Mr  Steeveiis*s Notcoo  JIw inM^i«i^, vol.  IV. p. t4fi.««l  Ifot« lo  BcwBUMtiBdFldcher, 
VOL  iX.  p.  M9.  edit.  1778. 
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BeL  Hence  thou,  our  sex's  mooster,  poisonous 
bawd, 
Last's  factor,  and  damnation's  orator ! 
Gossip  of  helJy  were  all  the  harlots  sins. 
Which  the  whole  world  contains,  numbered  to- 
gether, 
Thine  Ur  exceeds  them  all :  of  all  the  creatures, 
That  ever  were  created,  thou  art  basest 
What  serpent  would  bc^ile  thee  of  thy  office? 
It  is  detesuble ;  for  thoa  liv'st 
Upon  the  dregs  of  harlots ;  guard'st  the  door, 
Whilst  couples  go  to  dancing.    0,  coarse  devil ! 
Thou  art  the  bastard*s  curse,  thou  brand'st  his 

birth; 
The  letcher's  French  disease ;  for  thou  dry^suck'st 

him: 
The  harlot's  poison,  and  thine  own  confusion. 

Bawd,  Marry  come  up,  with  a  pox !  have  you 
nobody  to  rail  agunst,  but  your  bawd,  now  ? 
BeL  And  you,  knave,  pander,  kinsman  to  a 

bawd! 
Roger.  You  and  I,  Madona,  are  cousins. 
Bel  Of  the  same  blood  and  making,  near 
allied; 
Thou  that  art  slave  to  six-pence ;  base  metal'd 
villain ! 
B4)ger,  Six-pence !  nay,  that's  not  so ;  I  never 
took  under  two  shillrogs  and  four  pence.  I  hope 
I  know  my  fee. 

BeL  I  know  not  against  which  most  to  inveigh; 
For  both  of  you  are  damn'd  so  equally. 
Thou  never  sparest  for  oaths;  swear'st  any  thing. 
As  if  thy  soul  were  made  of  shoe-leather. 
God  dtmn  me,  gentlemen,  if  the  be  oi/Atn, 
When,  in  the  next  room,  she's  found  dallying. 

Roger,  If  it  be  my  vocation  to  swear,  every 
man  in  his  vocation ;  I  hope  my  betters  swear, 
and  damn  themselves ;  and  why  should  not  I  ? 
JBeL  Roger,  you  cheat  kind  gentlemen. 
Roeer.  The  more  gulls  they. 
BeL  Slave,  I  cashier  thee. 
Bamd,  And  you  do  cashier  him,  he  shall  be 

entertained. 
Roger.  Shall  I  then  ^  blurt  o'your  service? 
BeZ  As  hell  would  have  it,  entertained  by  you ! 
I  dare  the  devil  himself  to  matdi  those  two. 

[Exit- 
Bawd.  Marry  gup !  are  you  grown  so  holy,  so 

pure,  so  honest,  wito  a  pox  ? 


Rog,  Scurvy,  honest  punk ! — But  stay,  Mado» 
na ;  how  must  our  agreement  be  now  ?  for,  you 
know,  I  am  to  have  all  the  comings-in  at  the  luiU- 
door,  and  you  at  the  chamber-door.  ^ 

Bawd,  True,  Roger,  except  my  vails. 

Rog.  Vails,  what  vails  ? 

Bawd,  Why,  as  thus ;  if  a  couple  oome  in  a 
coach,  and  light  to  lie  down  a  little,  then,  Roger, 
that's  my  fee,  and  you  may  walk  abroad ;  for  the 
coachman  himself  is  their  pander. 

Rog.  Is  he  so  ?  In  truth,  I  have  almost  forgot, 
for  want  of  exercise.  But  how,  if  I  fetch  thb 
citizen's  wife  to  that  gull,  and  that  Madona  to 
that  gallant;  how  then? 

Bawd,  Why,  then,  Roger,  you  are  to  have  six- 
pence a  lane;  so  many  lanes^  so  many  sixpences. 

Rojg,  Is't  so?  then  I  see  we  two  shall  agree, 
and  live  together. 

Bawd,  Aye,  Roger,  so  long  as  there  be  any  ta- 
verns and  TOwdy-houses  in  Milan.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Bbllafront,  with  a  Lute  ;  Pen^  Inft,  and 
Faperf  being  placed  before  her. 

SONG. 

The  courtier^i  flattering  jeweli, 

(Temptation^i  onlyJueU ;) 

I%e  lawyer't  illrgot  mon^fs, 

I%at  tuck  up  poor  beet*  naneyt; 

The  citixefCi  tofCt  riot ; 

The  gallant't  cottfy  diet ; 

Silkt  and  velvett,  pearlt  and  ambertf 

Shall  not  draw  me  to  their  chambert, 

SUkt  and  velvettf  SfC  [She  writes. 

Oh,  tis  in  vain  to  write ;  it  will  not  please. 
Ink,  on  this  paper,  would  ba'  but  presented 
The  foul  black  spots  that  stick  upon  my  soul ; 
And  rather  make  me  loathsomer,  than  wrought 
My  love's  impression  in  Hipolito^s  thought. 
No,  I  must  turn  the  chaste  leaves  of  my  breast. 
And  pick  out  some  sweet  means  to  breed  tof 

rest 
Hipolito,  believe  me,  I  will  be 
As  true  unto  thy  heart,  as  thy  heart  to  thee  ; 
^  And  hate  all  men,  their  giftSy  aqd  company. 


^  Bhai  0*  f/our  teroiee.^'ku  expression  of  contempt  very  frequent  in  writers- of  the  Unci* 
Alarston's  First  PMH  of  Antonio  and  MeUida,  A .  4 : 

**  BHrt  on  your  Aye  mees,  guard  lier  safely  hence.'* 

And, in Mwrd /IT.  A. 4.  S.6: 

**  This  day  hath  set  derision  on  the  Fieoch, 
And  all  the  world  win  blurt  and  scofB  at  us.** 
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Enter  Matheo>  Castruchio,  Fluello,  Pich 

RATTO. 

Math,  You,  goody  punk,  subaudi  cockatrice,'' 
O,  you're  a  sweet  whore  of  your  promise ;  are 
you  not,  think  you  ?  how  well  you  came  to  sup- 

£er  to  us  last  night !  Mew,  a  whore,  and  break 
er  word !  Nay,  you  may  blush,  and  hold  down 
your  head  at  it  well  enough ;  'sfoot !  ask  tliese 
gallants  if  we  staid  not  till  we  were  as  hungry  as 
5erjeants. 

jFluel.  Aye,  and  their  yeomen  too* 

Casi,  Nay,  faith,  acquaintance,  let  me  tell  you, 
you  forgot  yourself  too  much ;  we  had  excellent 
cheer,  rare  vintage,  and  were  drunk  after  supper. 

Pior,  And  when  we  were  m  our  wood-cocks, 
(sweet  rogue  !)  a  brace  of  gulls,  dwelling  here  in 
the  city,  came  in,  and  paid  all  the  shot.  '^ 

Math.  Pox  on  her,  let  her  alone. 

Bel,  O  aye,  pray  do ;  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
I  pray  depart  the  house.     Beshrew  the  door 
For  being  so  easily  entreated ;  faith, 
I  lent  but  little  ear  unto  your  talk ; 
My  mind  was  busied  otherwise,  in  troth, 
And  so  your  words  did  unregarded  pass : 
Let  this  suffice,  1  am  not  as  I  was. 

FlueL  I  am  not  what  I  was !  no,  I'll  be  sworn 
thou  art  not :  for  thou  wert  honest  at  five,  and 
now  thou'rt  a  punk  at  fifteen  ;  thou  wert  yester- 
day a  simple  whore,  and  now  thou'rt  a  cunning 
coney-catching  baggage  to-day. 

BeL  ni  say,  I'm  worse;  I  pray  forsake  me, 
then ; 
I  do  desire  you  leave  me,  gentlemen. 
And  leave  yourselves  :  O,  be  not  what  you  are, 
Spendthrifts  of  soul  and  isody  ! 
Xet  me  persuade  you  to  forsake  all  harlots, 
Worse  than  the  deadliest  poisons ;  they  are  worse, 
For  o*er  their  souls  hangs  an  ecernal  curse. 
In  being  slaves  to  slaves,  their  labours  perish : 
They're  seldom  blest  with  fruit;  for,  ere  it  blos- 
soms. 
Many  a  worm  confounds  it. 
They  have  no  issue,  but  foul  ugly  ones. 
That  run  along  with  them,  e'en  to  their  graves; 
For,  'stead  of  children,  they  breed  rank  diseases; 
And  all  you  gallants  can  bestow  on  them, 
Is  that  French  infant,  which  ne'er  acts,  but  speaks. 
What  shallow  son  and  heir,  then,  foolish  gallant. 
Would  waste  all  his  inheritance  to  pui  chase 
A  filthy  loathed  disease,  and  pawn  his  body 
To  a  dry  evil  ?  That  usury's  worst  of  all. 
When  the  interest  will  eat  out  the  principal. 

Alath,  'Sfoot,  she  gulk  'em  the  best !  This  is 
always  her  fashion,  when  she  would  be  rid  of  any 
company,  that  she  cares  ROt  for,  to  enjoy  mine 
alone. 


FlueL  What's  here  ?  instrucdons,  admonitioiSf 
and  caveats !  Come  out,  you  scabbard  of  venge- 


ance. 


Math,  Fluello,  spurn  your  hounds  when  they 
foist ;  you  shall  not  spurn  ray  punk,  I  can  tell 
you  ;  my  blood  is  vext. 

FlueL  Pox  o*  your  blood  !  make  it  a  quarrel 

Math,  You're  a  slave;  will  that  serve  turn? 

Omnet,  'Sblood,  hold,  hold  ! 

Ca$t.  Math,  FlueL  For  shame  put  up. 

Math,  Spurn  my  sweet  varlet ! 

BeL  O  how  many  thus. 
Moved  with  a  little  folly,  have  let  out 
Their  souls  in  brothel  houses !  fell  down,  and  died 
Just  at  their  harlot's  foot,  as  'twere  in  pride. 

FlueL  Matheo,  we  shall  meet. 

Math  Aye,  aye,  any  where,  saving  at  chordi; 
pray  take  heed  we  meet  not  there. 

FlueL  Adieu,  damnation ! 

Cast,  Cockatrice,  farewell ! 

Fior,  There's  more  deceit  io  women,  than  io 
hell.  [Exeunt. 

Math.  Ha,  ha !  thou  dost  gull  'em  so  rarely, 
so  naturally  !  if  I  did  not  think  thou  had'st  been 
in  earnest.    Thou  art  a  sweet  rogue  for't,  i'faidi. 

BeL  Why  are  not  you  gone  too,  signior  Matheo? 
I  pray,  depart  my  house ;  vou  may  believe  me : 
In  trodi,  I  have  no  part  of^  harlot  m  me. 

Math,  How's  this? 

BeL  Indeed,  I  love  you  not;  but  hate  yoo 
worse 
Than  any  man,  because  you  were  the  first 
Gave  money  for  my  soul.    You  brake  the  ice. 
Which  after  turned  a  puddle  :  I  was  led 
By  your  temptation  to  be.  miserable. 
I  pray,  seek  out  some  other  that  will  fall, 
Or,  rather,  (I  pray,)  seek  out  none  at  all. 

Math,  Is't  possible  to  be  ?  Impossible !  An  bo- 
nest  whore  !  I  have  heard  many  honest  weochei 
turn  strumpets,  with  a  wet  fioger ;  but  for  a  bar* 
lot  to  turn  honest,  is  one  of  Hercules's  labours. 
It  was  more  easy  for  him,  in  one  night,  to  make 
fifty  queans,  than  to  make  one  of  them  honest 
again  in  fifty  years.  Come,  I  hope,  thou  dost 
but jest 

BeL  Tis  time  to  leave  offjesting,  I  bad  almost 
Jested  away  salvation :  I  shall  love  you. 
If  you  will  soon  forsake  me. 

Math,  God  be  with  thee. 

BeL  Oh,  tempt  no  more  women ;  shon  their 
weighty  curse ! 
Women  (at  best)  are  bad,  ou^e  them  not  worse. 
You  gladly  seek  our  sex's  overthrow. 
But  not  to  raise  our  states.   For  all  your  wfong% 
Will  you  vouchsafe  me  but  due  recompenoe; 
To  marry  with  me  ? 

JIfoM.  How !  marry  with  a  punk,  a  codatnoe^ 


"  Cockatrice — Sec  Note  41  to  The  Jniiquary^  postea. 

'^  The  thot, — i.  e.  the  reckoning  i  a  term  still  used  in  many  parts  of  the  kingdom* 
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a  harlot  ?  marry,  foh !  Til  be  burnt  thorough  the 
nose  first. 

Bel.  Why,  lah  ?  these  are  your  oaths :  you  lore 

to  undo  us, 
To  put  heaven  from  us,  wlulst  our  best  hours 

waste: 
you  love  to  make  us  lewd,  but  never  chaste. 
Math.  Y\\  bear  no  more  of  this,  this  ground 

upon; 
Thou*rt  damned,  for  altering  thv  religion. 

[Exit. 
BeL  Thy  lust  and  sin  speak  so  much :  go  thou, 

my  ruin ! 
Tlie  first  fall  my  soul  took.    By  my  example, 
I  hope  few  maidens  now  will  put  their  heads 
Under  men's  girdles ;  who  least  trusts,  is  most 

wise: 
Men*s  oaths  do  cast  a  mist  before  our  eyes. 
My  best  of  wit  be  ready ;  now  I  go^ 
By  tome  device  to  greet  Hipolito.  [Exit. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  a  Servant,  tetiing  out  a  Table;  on  which 
he  placet  m  SkuU,  a  Picture,  a  Booky  and  a 
'Taper, 

Serv.  So,  this  is  Monday  morning ;  and  now 
must  I  to  my  housewifery.  Would  I  had  been 
created  a  shoemaker ;  for  all  the  gentle  craft  are 
gentlemen  every  Monday  by  their  copy,  and  scorn 
(then)  to  work  one  true  stitch.  My  master  means, 
sure,  to  turn  tfie  into  a  student ;  for  here's  my 
book,  here  my  desk,  here  my  light;  this  my 
close  chamber,  and  here  my  punk :  so  that  this 
dull  drowsy  first  day  of  the  week  makes  me  half 
a  priest,  half  a  chandler,  half  a  painter,  half  a 
aexton,  aye,  and  half  a  bawd ;  for  all  this  day 
my  office  is  to  do  nothing  but  keep  the  door.  To 
prove  it,  look  you,  this  g^  face  and  yonder  gen- 
tleman, so  soon  as  ever  my  back's  turned,  wifi  be 
naught  together. 

Enter  Hipolito.  • 

Hip*  Are  all  the  windows  shut? 

Serv*  Close,  sir,  as  the  fist  of  a  courtier  that 
hath  stood  m  three  reigns. 

Hip.  Thou  art  a  faithful  servant,  and  observ'st 
The  calendar,  both  of  my  solemn  vows 
And  ceremonious  sorrow  :  Get  thee  gone. 
I  charge  thee  on  thy  life,  let  not  the  sound 
Of  any  woman's  voice  pierce  through  that  door. 

Serv.  If  they  do,  my  lord,  HI  pierce  some  of 
them. 


What  will  vour  lordship  have  to  breakfast? 

Hip.  Sighs. 

5eri7.  What  to  dinner? 

Hip.  Tears. 

Serv.  The  one  of  them,  my  lord,  will  fill  you 
too  full  of  wind ;  the  other  wet  you  too  much. — 
What  to  supper  ? 

Hip.  That  which,  now,  thou  canst  not  get  me ; 
the  constancy  of  a  woman. 

Serv.  Indeed,  that's  harder  to  come  by,  than 
ever  was  Ostend. '' 

Hip.  Pr'ythee,  away. 

Serv,  I'll  make  away  myself  presently,  which 
few  servants  will  do  for  their  lords ;  but  rather 
help  to  make  them  away. — Now  to  my  door« 
keeping ;  I  hope  to  pick  something  out  of  it. 

[Exit. 

Hip.  My  Infelice's  face,  her  brow,  her  eye, 
The  dimple  0.1  her  cheek  ;  and  such  sweet  skill 
Hath  from  the  cunning  workman's  pencil  flown, 
These  lips  look  fresh  and  lively  as  her  own ; 
Seeming  to  move  and  speak.    'Las !  now  1  see^ 
The  reason  why  fond  women  love  to  buy 
Adulterate  complexion ;  here  'tis  read ; 
False  colours  last  after  the  true  be  dead. 
Of  all  the  roses  grafted  on  her  cheeks. 
Of  all  the  graces  dancing  in  her  eyes. 
Of  all  the  music  set  upon  her  tongue. 
Of  all  that  was  past  woman's  excellence, 
In  her  white  bosom ;  look,  a  painted  board 
Circumscribes  all !  Earth  can  no  bUss  afford ; 
Nothing  of  her  but  this  !  This  cannot  speak ; 
It  has  no  lap  for  me  tu  rest  upon ; 
No  lip  worth  tasting.    Here  the  worms  will  feed. 
As  in  her  coffin.    Hence,  then,  idle  art ! 
True  love's  best  pictured  iu  a  true-love's  hearL 
Here  art  thou  drawn,  sweet  maid,  till  this  be  dead  \ 
So  that  thou  liv'st  twice,  twice  art  buried. 
Thou  figure  of  my  friend,  lie  there.  What's  here  ? 
Perhaps  this  slirewd  pate  was  mine  enemy's. 
'Las !  say  it  were,  I  need  not  fear  him  now : 
For  all  his  braves  his  contumelious  breath ; 
His  frowns,  though  dagger-pointed ;  all  his  plot, 
Though  ne'er  so  mischievous ;  his  Italian  pills ; 
His  quarrels ;  and  that  common  fence,  his  law ; 
See,  see,  they're  all  eaten  out ;  here's  not  left  one ; 
How  clean  they're  pickt  away  to  the  bare  bone ! 
How  mad  are  mortals,  then,  to  rear  great  names 
On  tops  of  swelling  houses !  or  to  wear  out 
Their  fingers  ends  in  dirt,  to  scrape  up  gold ! 
Not  caring,  so  that  sumpter-horse,  '^  tlie  back» 
Be  hung  with  gaudy  trappings,  with  what  coarse, 
Yea,  rags  most  beggarly,  they  clothe  the  soul ; 


\ 


'3  OtfeniL— The  siege  of  this  place  it  frequently  alluded  to  in  our  ancient  waiters.  It  was  taken  by  the 
Marquis  of  Spioola,on  the  8th  of  September,  1604,  after  it  had  hrld  out  three  years  and  ten  weeks. — See 
**  A  Irue  History  of  the  Mtmorable  Siege  o/OsTElf  D,  and  what  passed  on  e.ther  sidsyfrom  the  beginning  of 
t*  the  Siege  unlo  the  yielding  up  oj  the  Town,'*  4to,  1604. 

'^  SnmpteT'hwney^X  horse  that  carries  the  necessaries  and  expenses  for  a  journey^ 
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Yet,  a/ter  alY,  their  gayness  looks  thus  fouL 
What  fools  are  men,  to  build  a  parish  "  tomb, 
Only  to  save  the  carcase  whilst  it  rots ; 
To  maintain't  long  in  stinking,  make  good  carion. 
But  leave  no  good  deeds  to  preserve  them  sound ; 
For  good  deeds  keep  men  sweet  long  above 

ground. 
And  must  all  come  to  this  ?  fools^  wise,  all  hi* 

ther? 
Must  all  heads  thus  at  last  be  laid  together  ? 
Draw  me  my  picture,  then,  thou  grave  neat  work- 
man, 
After  this  fashion,  not  like  this ;  these  colours, 
In  time,  kissing  but  air,  will  be  kissed  off; 
But  here's  a  fehow,  that  which  he  lays  on, 
Till  doom's-day  alters  not  complexion. 
Death's  the  best  painter,  then.    They  that  draw 

shapes, 
And  live  by  wicked  faces,  are  but  Grocf  s  apes ; 
They  come  but  near  the  life,  and  there  they  stay : 
This  fellow  draws  life  too ;  his  art  is  fuller, 
The  pictures  which  he  makes  are  without  colour. 

Enter  his  Servant, 

^  Serv,  Here's  a  person  would  speak  with  you, 
w. 

Hip.  Ha ! 

Serv.  A  parson,  sir,  would  spesk  with  you. 

JBip.  Vicar? 

Serv,  Vicar !  no,  sir,  h'as  too  good  a  face  to  be 
a  vicar  yet ;  a  youth,  a  very  youth. 

Hip.  What  youth  f  of  nlan  or  woman  ?  lock 
the  doors. 

Serv*  If  it  be  woman,  marrow-bones  and'  pota- 
toe-pies  '^  keep  me  fVom  meddling  with  her,  for 
tbe  thing  has  got  th^  breeches !  Tis  a  miale>var^ 
let,  '^  sore,  my  lord,  for  a  woman's  tailor  ne'er 
measured  him. 

Hip,  Let  him  give  thee  his  message,  ahd  be 
gone.  , 

Serv,  He  sajrs,  he's  Signor  Matbeo's  nian ;  but 
I  know  he  lies. 

Hip,  How  dost  thou  know  it*. 

Serv,  'Cause  he  has  ne'er  a  beai-d ;  'tis  his  boy, 
I  think,  sir,  whos6^'er  paid  for  his  nursing. 

Hip,  Send  him  in,  and  keep  the  door.— 

[Reads.]  Fata  ii  ttceat  mihi^ 
Fingere  arhitrio  me, 
Temperem  zephyro  levi  vela, 
I'd  sail,  were  I  to  choose,  not'  in  the  ocean ; 
Cedars  are  shaken,  when  shrubs  do  feel  no  bruise. 

Enter  Bellafbokt,  Wke  d  Fdge, 

How !  from  Matheo  ? 


BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 
Hip.  Art  sick? 

BeL  Not  air  in  health,  my  lord. 
Hip,  Keep  o£ 
Bel.  I  do.— 
Hard  fate,  when  women  are  compelled  to  wooe« 


Hip.  This  paper  does  speak  nothing. 

BeL  YeSf  my  lord ; 
Matter  of  life  it  speaks,  and  thctefore  writ 
In  hidden  character ;  to  me  instruction 
My  master  gives,  and  Cless  you  please  to  stay 
Till  you  both  meet)  I  can  the  text  display. 

Hip,  Do  so  :  read  out 

BeL  I  am  already  out ; 
Look  oti  my  face,  and  read  the  strangest  story ! 

Enter  his  Sertant, 

Hip*  What,  villain,  ho ! 

Serv.  Call  you,  my  lord  ? 

Hip,  Thou  slave,  thou  hast  let  in  the  devil. 

Serv,  Lord  bless  us,  where?  he's  not  doven, 
my  lord,  that  I  can  see ;  besides,  the  devil  gpes 
more  like  a  gentleman  than  a  page;  food  my 
lord,  boon  couragio. 

Hip.  Thou  hast  let  in  a  woman  in  man's  shape^ 
And  thou  art  danmed  for't 

Serv.  Not  damned,  I  hope,  for  putting  In  a 
woman  to  a  lord. 

Hip,  Fetch  me  my  rapier,— do  not;  I  shall 
kill  thee. 
Purge  this  infected'  chanaber  of  that  plaguie. 
That  runs  upon  roe  thus :  Slave,  thrust  her  hence. 

Serv,  Alas  \  my  lord,  I  shall  never  be  Me  to 
thrust  her  hence  without  help.— Come,  mermaid, 
you  must  to  sea  again. 

Bel,  Hear  me  Irat  speak,  my  words  shall  be  all 
music ; 
Hear  me  biit  speak.  , 
\     Hip,  Anothier  beats  the  door, 
Tother  she-devil !  look. 

Serv.  Why,  tlieib  hell's  broke  foose.        [Exit. 

Hip,  Hence,  guard  the  chamber;  let  no  mort 
come  on ; 
One  woman  serves  fiir  man's  damniition.— 
Beshrew  thee,  thou  dost  make  nae  violate 
The  chastest  and  most  sanctimonious  vow^ 
That  e'er  was  entered  in  the  court  of  heaven. 
'^  I  was  on  meditation's'  spotless  winj^ 
Upon  myjpuroey  thither;  like  a  storm. 
Thou  beats  my  ripened  cogitations 
Flat  to  the  ground ;  and  like  a  thief  doth  stand. 
To  steal  devotion  from  the  holy  land. 

BeL  If  woman  were  thy  mother ;  if  thy  heart 


5.5  Gorif^,— See  Note  S4  to  Edward  II, 

'^  J*o/ii/M-pic«,— See  Note  to  TroilvLs  anitr^\da^  p.  Iw.  edit.  1718. 

'7  Mak'vdrtdy^%o,  in  Troiluk  and  Cressida,  A,.  $,  S.  1  :  <;  Olioa  art  thouglit  to  be  AcldUcf '  mals-MrilA' 

^^  Iftoion  medttaCiOn*s  gpoiUas  wings. — So,  inHAmZisf,  A^.  1.  8.  1 : 

'<  Haste,  let  me  know  U  i  thai;  I,  with  wing$  as  swift 
As  meditoiion,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge." 
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Be  not  all  marble ;  or,  if 't  marble  be, 
Let  my  tears  soflen  it,  to  pity  me. 
I  do  beseech  thee,  do  not  thus  with  scorn 
Destroy  a  woman. 

Hip,  Woman,  I  beseech  thee, 
Get  thee  some  other  suit,  this  fits  thee  not ; 
I  would  not.  grant  it  to  a  kneeling  queen. 
I  cannot  love  thee,  nor  I  must  not :  See 
The  copy  of  that  obligation. 
Where  my  soul's  bound  in  heavy  penalties. 

BeL  She's  dead  you^lold  me,  she'll  let  fall  her 
suit. 

Hip,  My  vows  to  her  fled  after  her  to  heaven : 
Were  thine  eyes  clear  as  mine,  thou  might'st  be- 
hold her, 
Watching,  upon  yon  battlements  of  stars. 
Huw  I  observe  them  !  Should  I  break  my  bond. 
This  board  would  rive  in  twain;  these  wooden 

lips, 
Call  me  most  perjured  Tiflaiu !  Let  it  suffice, 
I  ha'  set  thee  m  tbe  path ;  is't  not  a  sign 
I  love  thee,  when  with  One  so  most  most  dear, 
I'll  have  thee  fellows  ?  all  are  fellows  there. 

BeL  Be  greater  than  a  king ;  save  nut  a  body, 
But  from  eternal  shipwreck  keep  a  soul ; 
If  not,  and  that  again  sin's  path  I  tread, 
The  grief  be  mine,  the  guilt  fall  on  thy  head. 

Hip.  Stay,  and  take  physic  for  it;  read  this 
book; 
Ask  counsel  of  this  head  what's  to  be  done, 
He'll  strike  it  dead,  that  'tis  damnation. 
If  you  turn  Turk  again.  ^    Oh,  do  it  not ! 
Though  heaven  cannot  allure  you  to  do  well. 
From  doing  ill  let  hell  fright  ^ou ;  and  learn  this, 
The  soul  whose  bosom  lust  did  never  touch. 
Is  God's  fair  brid^ ;  and  maidens'  souls  are  such. 
The  soul  that,  leaving  chastity's  white  shore, 
8wims  in  hot  sensual  streatns^  b  the  devil's  whore. 
tiow  now !  who  comes  ? 

Enter  bii  Servant, 

Serv.  No  more  knaves,  my  lord,  that  wear 


smocks.  Here's  a  letter  from  Doctor  Benedict ; 
I  would  not  enter  his  man,  though  he  had  hairs 
at  his  mouth,  for  fear  he  should  be  a  woman ; 
for  some  women  have  beards,  marry,  they  are 
half  witches.  *°  'Slid,  you  are  a  sweet  youth  to 
wear  a  codpiece,^'  and  have  no  pins  to  stick 
upon't. 

Hip.  ni  meet  the  Doctor,  tell  him;  yet  to- 
night 
I  cannot :  but  at  morrow  rising  sun 
I  will  not  fail.  Go ; — woman,  fare>thee-well. 

[Exeunt, 

BeL  The  lowest  fall  can  be  but  into  hell. 
It  does  not  move  him.    I  must  therefore  fly 
From  this  undoing  city,  and  with  tears 
Wash  off  all  anger  from  my  father's  brow. 
He  cannot  sure  but  joy,  seeing  me  new-bom. 
A  woman  honest  first,  and  then  turn  whore, 
Is  (as  with  me)  common  to  thousands  more ; 
But  from  a  strumpet  to  turn  chaste ;  that  souiid 
Has  oft  been  heard,  that  woman  hardly  found. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  XL 
Enter  Fustioo,  Crambo,  and  Poll 

Fust,  Hold  up  your  bands,  gentllcmen ;  here^s 
one,  two,  three, — nay,  I  warrant  they  are  sound 
pistols,  ^*  and  without  flaws;  I  had  them  of  my 
sister,  and  1  know  she  uses  to  put  nothing  thats 
crackt, — three,  four,  five,  six,  seren,  eight,  and 
nine  :  By  this  hand,  bring  me  but  a  piece  of  his 
blood,  and  yOu  shall  have  nine  more,  ill  lurk  in 
a  tavern  not  far  ofl^  and  provide  supper  to  close 
up  the  end  of  the  tragedy.  The  hnen-draper's, 
remember.  StaOd  to't,  1  beseech  you ;  and  play 
your  parts  perfectly. 

Cram.  Look  you,  sign'ior,  'tis  not  your  gold  that 
we  weigh. 

Futt.  Nay,  nay,  weigh  it,  and  spare  not;  if  at 
lack  one  grain  of  corn, 
i  I'll  ghre  you  a  bushel  of  wheat  to  make  it  up. 


'9  Turn  Tmrk  again.'—To  tarn  Turfc,  leeins  to  have  been  a  cant  phrase  for  departing  f\rom  the  rules  of 
chastity.  8o  children  born  out  of  wedlock  are  frequently  termed  Pagwui  as  in  the  Coptaiff,  by  Bean* 
mont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  1.  Vol.  VI.  p.  67.  edit.  1778, 

**  Three  little  ebildren ;  one  of  them  was  mine, 
Upon  my  cooscieBce;  th'  other  two  are  Fagan.^ 

^  HaifwUchm.'^Ont  of  the  distlngulsbfaig  qoaUtics  of  a  witch  is  supposed  to  have  been  hair  on  her 
chin. 

6>  Codpiece.-^*^  Whoever  wishes  to  be  acquainted  with  this  particular,  relative  to  dros,  may  consolt 
Bnlwer^s  Artificial  ChangeHmg^  in  which-sBch^  matters  tnre  fery  amply  dtocnssed.  Ocular  imtmction  may 
be  bad  from  the  armour  shewn  as  John  of  Gauot's,  in  the  Tower  of  London.  The  same  foshion  appears 
to  have  been  no  less  offensive  in  France. — See  Montaigne,  chap.  82.  The  custom  of  sticking  pins  in  this 
ostentatious  piece  q(  indecency  was  cooUaaed  by  the  illiberal  warflens  of  the  Fewer,  till  forbidden  bv 
authority.' '-!\|r  Steevens  s  Note  to  Two  Gentlunen  of  Fenma,  A.  S.  8. 7.  See  also  figure  8,  in  Plate  20, 
of  Strutt's  View  of  the  Manners,  Ciutonu,  ifc.  of  the  Inhabitants  of  England,  Vol.  III. 

^*  Sound  jntl»(f ,— I  suppose  Fostigo  means  the  Spanish  coiui  pittole$»    S. 


VOL.  I. 


3z 


y 


\ 


THE  HONEST  WHORE, 


[DCKKilV. 


Cram,  But  by  your  favour,  signior,  which  of  the 
servants  is  it  ?  because  we*ll  punish  juMly. 

Ftis^  Marry,  'tis  the  head  man ;  you  shall  taste 
him  by  his  tongue.  A  pretty  tall,  prating  fellow, 
with  a  Tuscalonian  beard. 

Foil,  I'uscalonjan  !  very  good. 

Tuit,  Cuds  life  !  1  was  ne'er  so  thrumbed  since 
I  was  a  gentleman ;  my  coxrcimb  was  dry-beaten, 
as  if  my  hair  had  hecn  hemp. 

CrQ%n,  We'll  dry-beat  some  of  them. 

Tuit.  Nay,  it  Krew  so  high,  that  my  sister  cried 
purder  out  very  manfully.  I  have  her  consent, 
io  a  manner,  to  have  him  peppered,  elbe  I'll  not 
do't  to  win  more  than  ten  cheaters  do  at  a  rifling. 
Break  but  his  pate,  or  so,  only  his  mazer ;  ^^  be- 
cause I'll  have  his  head  in  a  cloth  as  wi  11  as  mine ; 
he's  a  linen-draper,  and  may  take  enough  1 
could  enter  my  action  of  battery  against  hmi,  but 
we  may,  perhaps,  be  both  dead  and  rotten  before 
the  lawyers  would  end  it. 

Cram,  No  more  to  do,  but  insoonce  yourself 
i'the  uvern.  Provide  no  great  cheer ;  a  cpuple 
of  capons,  some  pheasants,  plovers,  and  orangado- 
pie,  or  so. — But  liow  bloody  8oe*er  the  day  be, 
sallv  vou  not  forth. 

Futt,  No,  no;  nay,  if  I  stir,  somebody  shall 
stink.  I'll  not  budge;  1*11  lie  like  a  dog  in  a 
manger. 

CraiTf.  Well,  well,  to  the  tavern ;  let  not  our 
supper  be  raw,  for  you  bhall  have  blood  enough ; 
your  belly  full. 

Futt,  That's  all,  so  God  sa'  roe,  I  thirst  after ; 
blood  for  blood,  bump  for  humb,  noM  for  nose, 
head  for  head,  plaster  for  plaster,  and  so  farewell. 
What  shall  1  call  your  names;  because  I'll  leave 
word,  if  any  such  come  to  the  bar  ? 

Cram.  My  name  is  corporal  Crambo. 

Po/t.  And  mine,  lieutenant  Poli. 

Cram.  Poli  is  as  tall  a  man  as  ever  opened 
oysters : 
I  would  not  be  the  devil  to  meet  Poli.  Farewell. 

Fvat.  Nor  I,  by  this  light,  if  Poli  be  such  a 
Poli.  \Ex€unU 

Enter  CAKDijiO*a  Wife^  in  her  Shop,  and  the  two 

^i^rentkes. 

Wife,  What's  a  clock  now  ? 

2  Pren.  Tis  almost  twelve. 
Wife,   that's  well. 

The  senate  will  leave  wording  presently : 
But  is  George  ready  ? 

3  *l*ren.  Yes,  forsooth,  he's  furbisht 


Wife,  Now,  as  you  ever  hope  to  win  my  fa- 
vour. 
Throw  both  your  duties  and  respects  on  him 
With  the  like  awe,  as  if  he  were  your  master; 
Let  not  your  looks  betray  it  with  a  smile. 
Or  leering  glance,  to  any  customer. 
Keep  a  true  settled  countenance  ;  and  beware 
You  laugh  not,  whatsoever  you  hear  or  see. 

8  *Pten,  1  warrant  you,  mistress,  let  us  alont 
for  keeping  our  countenance :  for,  if  I  list,  there 
is  never  a  fool  in  all  Milan  shall  make  me  laugh, 
let  him  play  the  fool  never  so  like  an  ass;  mhe* 
thcr  it  be  the  fat  court-fool,  or  the  lean  city- 
fool. 

Wife,  Enough,  then,  call  dowo  George. 

S  'Preji.  1  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  George. 

Wife.  ^  Be  ready  with  your  legs,  then  let  ne 
see 
How  courtesy  would  become  him — Galhmtly ! 
Beshrew  my  blood,  a  proper  seemly  man ; 
Of  a  choice  carriage,  walks  with  a  good  port. 

George,  I  thank  you,  mistre^;  my  back's 
broad  enough,  now  my  master's  gown's  on. 

Wife.  Sure  I  should  think  it  were  the  least  of 

To  mistake  the  ma&ter,  and  to  let  him  in. 

George,  H'were  a  good  comedy  of  errors  that, 
i'faiih. 

«  *Pren.  *'  Whist,  whist;  my  master ! 

Enter  Can  dido,  and  exit  presently. 

Wife,  You  all  know  your  task. — God's  my  life* 
what's  that  he  has  got  upon  his  hack  ?  who  csa 
tell  ? 

George.  That  can  I,  but  I  will  not. 

Wife.  Girt  about  him  like  a  madman !  what, 
has  he  lost  his  cloak  too?  Ttiis  is  the  maddest 
fashion  that  e'er  I  saw.  What  said  be,  George, 
when  he  passed  by  thee  ? 

George,  Troth,  mistress,  nothing :  not  so  modi 
as  a  bee,  he  did  not  hum ;  not  so  much  as  a  bawd, 
be  did  not  hem ;  not  so  much  as  a  cuckold,  he 
did  not  ha:  neither  hum,  hem,  nor  ha;  only 
stared  me  in  the  face,  past  along,  and  made  Yms» 
in,  as  if  my  looks  had  worked  with  him  to  give 
him  a  stool. 

Wife.  Sure  he's  vext  now,  this  trick  has  mofed 
his  spleen ; 
Hr's  angered  now,  because  he  uttered  nothing; 
Apd  wordless  wrath  breaks  out  iiioi^  nolcnt. 


^'  Only  hi$  fRaser,— So,  in  Dekkars  fVonderJiat  Ytare,  IflOS:  " thiakiog  the  canoes  had  fjca 

about.  cr>ed,  Zoundes .'  what  do  >ou  mean  to  cracke  my  maner  ?"  The  term  b  even  yet  in  vulgar  ae,  fef 
ikejoctt, 

^  Be  ready  with  your  /«vr«,r-i.  e.  with  year  bowu    See  Note  ^  to  The  Par9om*$  Weddi^. 

^  fTAif/,  wAuC.-.^Be  silent.    SeeMr  Steeveos*s  JNote  to  Denjief/y  A.1.  8.8. 
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Maj  be  he*Il  strire  for  place,  when  be  comes 

down ; 
Bat,  if  ihou  lovest  me,  George,  afford  him  none. 

George,  Najr,  let  me  alone  to  .play  mjr  master's 
prize,  as  lone  as  my  mistress  warrants  me :  I  am 
sure  I  have  his  best  clothes  on,  and  I  soom  to 
give  place  to  any  that  is  inferior  in  apparel  to  me ; 
that's  an  axiom,  a  principle,  and  is  observed  as 
much  as  the  fashion.  Let  that  persuade  you, 
then,  that  J'll  shoulder  with  him  fur  the  up^er 
band  in  the  shop,  as  long  as  this  chain  will  main- 
tain it. 

Wife.  Spoke  with  the  spirit  of  a  roaster,  though 
with  the  tongue  of  a  'prentice. 

Enter  Candido  like  a  ^Prentice. 

Why,  how  now,  madman  ?  what,  in  your  tricksi- 
coats? 
Cand.  0,  peace,  good  mistress. 

Enter  Crambo  and  Poll 

See  what  you  lack,  what  is*t  you  buy }  pure  cal- 
iicoes,  fine  hollands,  choice  cambricks,  neut  lawns : 
see,  what  you  buy.  Pray  come  near,  my  master 
will  use  you  well,  he  can  afford  you  a  penny- 
worth. 

Wife,  Aye,  that  he  can,  out  of  a  whole  piece 
of  lawn,  i't'aith. 

Cand,  Pray,  see  your  choice  here,  gentlemen. 

Wife,  O  fine  fool !  what  a  madman,  a  patient 
madauui  ?  who  ever  heard  of  the  like  ?  Well,  sir, 
I'll  fit  yon  and  your  humour  presently:  what, 
cross-points  ?  I'll  untie  'em  all  in  a  trice,  I'll  vex 
you,  faith .' — Boy,  take  your  cloak ;  quick,  come. 

[Exit. 

Cand.  Be  covered,  George;  this  chain,  and 
welted  gown,  ^ 
Bare  to  this  coat  ?  Then  the  world's  upside  down. 

George*  Umh,  umh,  hunt 

Cram,  That's  the  shop,  and  there's  the  fellow. 

PolL  Aye,  but  the  master  is  walking  in  there. 

Cram,  No  matter,  we'll  in. 

PoiL  'Sblood,  dost  long  to  lie  in  limbo  ? 

Cram.  And  limbo  be  m  hell,  I  care  not. 

Cand,  Look  you,  gentlemen,  your  choice ;  cam- 
bricks  ? 

Cram.  No,  sir,  some  shirung. 

Cand.  You  shall.  | 


Cram,  Have  you  none  of  tbii  striped  danvaas* 
for  douhleiS? 

Cand.  None  striped,  sir,  hut  nlain. 

8  *Pren.  I  think  there  be  ooi  piece  striped 
within. 

George.  Step,  urrab,  and  fetch  it;  hum,  hum, 
hum. 

Cand,  Look  you,  gentlemen,  Fll  make  but  one 
spreading;  here's  a  piece  of  cloth  fine,  yet  shall 
wear  like  iron.  1'is  without  fault;  take  this  up- 
on my  word  ;  'tis  without  fault. 

Cram.  Then  'tis  better  than  you,  sirrah. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  a  number  more.   O  that  each 
soul 
Were  but  as  spotless  as  this  inuocetit  white, 
And  had  as  few  breaks  in  it ! 

Cram,  Twould  have  some,  then. — ^There  was 
a  fray  here  last  day  in  this  shop. 

Cand.  There  was  indeed  a  little  flea  biting. 

Poli.  A  gentleman  had  his  pate  broke  ;  call  yoa 
that  but  a  flea-bitmg  ? 

Oind.  He  had  so. 

Cram.  Zowns,  do  you  stand  in*t  ? 

fHe  striken  him, 

George.  'Sfoot^  clubs,  clubs !  prentices,  down 
with  'em !  Ah,  you  rogues^  strike  a  citizen  in's 
shop  ? 

Cand.  None  of  you  stir,  I  pray;  forbear,  good 
George. 

Cram.  I  beseech  you,  sir;  we  mistook  our 
marks ;  deliver  us  our  weapons. 

George.  Your  head  bleeds,  sir;  cry,  clubs. 

Cand.  I  say,  ^ou  shall  nut ;  pray  be  patient. 
Give  them  their  i^eapons:  Sirs,  you'd  best  h% 

gone; 
I  tell  you,  here  are  boys  more  tough  than  bears; 
Hence,  lest  more  fists  do  walk  about  your  ears. 

Both.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Cand.  You  shall  not  follow  them  : 
Let  them  alone,  pray,  this  did  me  no  harm ; 
Troth,  I  was  cold,  and  the  blow  made  me  warm  i 
1  thank  'em  for't ;  besides,  1  had  decreed 
To  have  a  vein  prickt,  I  did  mean  to  bleed, 
So  tliat  there's  money  saved;  they  are  honest 

men. 
Pray  use  'em  well  when  they  appear  again. 

George.  Yes,  sir,  we'll  use  'em  like  honest  men. 

Cand,  Aye,  well  said,  George;  like  honest 


•6  JVtUtd  gown.-^^BXitiy  in  hb  AlvewrU,  voce  gard,  explains  the  word  as  synonyHioos  with  pur/le,  or 
Mpelt.  A  melted  gown  is,  therefore,  one  ornamented  with  purfles  or  firioge.  They  are  often  mentioned  in 
ancient  writers. 

Green's  Hittary  of  Fryor  Bacon,  1630,  Sign.  H  8  :  "I  warrant  you,  he's  as  ycomanly  a  man  as  you  sMl 
see  I  marke  yoa,  masters,  here's  a  plain  honest  maa  without  melt  or  gard.** 

Ben  Jonsoo*s  Efieant,  A.  4.  S  7  :  "  \}o  not  fear  me.  Clap  but  a  civil  gown  with  a  meU  o'tbe  one,  and 
a  cagonical  cloak  with  sleeves  o*the  other,"  &c. 

Green  8  Quip  for  an  upstart  Courtier,  1592  :  «*  Presentlle,  loking  about  for  more,  comes  sulking  down 
mn  aged  grave  Sir,  in  a  blacke  velvet  coat,  and  a  black  cloth  gowne,  ioelted  and  faced." 

Ibid.  •*  1  saw  five  fat  fellowes,  all  in  damaske  cotes  and  gownes,  melted  with  velvet,  verle  brnve  " 

Pekkars  Betmant  l^ight-walket,  Sign.  D  4 :  "  —  thou  shall  meete  rich  drankards  uader  wlttd gownt.\ 
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men,  thongh  they  be  arrant  knaves;  for  that's 
the  praise  of  the  city. — Help  to  hiy  up  these 
wares. 

Enter  his  Wife,  with  Officers. 
Wife.  Yonder  he  stands. 


Offi.  What,  in  a  'prentice  coat  ? 
Wife. 


Aye,  aye,  mad,  mad  ;  pray  take  heed. 

Cand.  How  now!  what  news  with  them? 
what  make  they  with  my  wife  ?  Officers !  is  she 
attached  ?  Look  to  your  wares. 

Wiftk  He  talks  to  himself !  Oh,  be*s  much  gone, 
indeed ! 

Offi,  Pray,  pluck  up  a  good  heart,  be  not  so 
fearful. — 
Sirs,  heark,  we'll  gather  to  him  by  degrees. 

Wife-,  Aye,  aye,  by  degrees,  I  pray  :  oh,  me ! 
what  makes  he  with  the  lawn  in  nis  hand  ?  he'll 
tear  all  the  ware  in  my  shop. 

Offi.  Fear  not,  well  catch  him  on  a  sudden. 

Wife,  0,  you  had  need  do  so.  Pray  talie  heed 
of  your  warrant 

Offi,  I  warranty  mistress. — Now,  Signior  Can- 
dido. 

Cand,  Now,  sir,  what  news  with  you,  sir? 

Wifet,  What  nf  ws  with  you,  he  says.  Oh,  he's 
far  gone ! 

C^.  I  pray,  fear  nothing;  let's  alone  with 
him. — 
Signior,  you  look  not  like  yourself,  methinks; 
(Steal  you  at  t'other  side;)  you  are  changed, 
you're  altered. 

Cand.  Changed,  sir  ?  why,  true,  sir.  Is  change 
strange  ?  'tis  not  the  fashion,  unless  it  alter.  Mo- 
narchs  turn  to  beggars;  beggars  creep  into  the 
nests  of  princes;  masters  serve  their 'prentices ; 
ladies  their  servin^men ;  men  turn  to  women. 

O^.  And  women  torn  to  men. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  women  turn  to  men ;  you  say 
true :  ha,  ha  ?  a  road  world,  a  mad  world  ! 

Offi.  Have  we  caught  you,  sir  ? 

Va^d.  Caught  me  ?  well,  well,  you  have  caught 

me.  '  . 

Wife.  He  laughs  in  your  faces. 

George.  A  rescue,  'prentices!  my  master's 
catch-poled. 

Offi,  I  chari^  you  keep  the  peace,  or  have  your 
legs  gartered  with  irons.  We  have  from  the  duke 
a  warrant  strong  enough  for  what  we  do. 

Cand,  I  pray  rest  t^uiet ;  I  desire  no  rescue. 

Wife.  La!  he  desires  no  rescue;  'las,  poor 
heart! 
He  talks  ay^ainst  himself* 

Cand.  Well,  what's  the  matter? 

Cfffi*  Look  to  that  arm ; 
Pray,  make  sure  work ;  double  the  cord. 

Cand,  Why,  why  ? 

Wife,  Looif  how  his  head  ^goes !  should  ht  get 
but  loose. 
Oh,  'twere  as  much  as  all  our  lives  wer6  worth. 

Offi,  Fear  not^  we'll  make  sure  for  our  own 
safety. 


Cand,  Are  you  at  leisure  now  ?  well,  what's  the 
matter? 
Why  do  I  enter  into  bonds  thus  ?  ha  ? 
Offi.  Bepause  you're  mad  ;  put  fear  upon  your 

wife. 
Wife.  Oh,  ay ;  I  went  in  danger  of  my  life 

every  minute ! 
Cand.  What  ?  am  I  mad  say  yon,  and  I  not 

know  it? 
Offi.  That  proves  yon  mad,  because  you  know 

it  ^ot. 
Wife.  Pray  talk  as  little  to  him  as  you  can ; 
You  see  he's  too  far  spent, 

Cand.  Bound  with  strong  cord  ? 
A  silver  thread,  i'faith,  had  been  enough 
To  lead  me  any  where.    Wife,  do  you  long  ? 
You  are  mad  too,  or  else  you  do  me  wrong. 
Geo.  But  are  you  mad,  indeed,  master? 
Cand.  My  wife  says  so ; 
And  what  she  says,  Geoi^e,  is  all  truth,  yoa 

know: 
And  whither  now?  to  Bethlem  monast'ry?— ha? 
whither  ? 
Offi  Faith,  e'en  to  the  madmen's  pound. 
Cand,  A  God's  name:  still  I  feel  my  patieaee 
sound.  [Eieuut. 

Geo,  Come,  we'll  see  whither  be  goes.  If  the 
master  be  mad,  we  are  his  servants,  and  most  fol- 
low his  steps ;  we'll  be  mad-caps  too.  Farewell, 
mistress;  you  shall  have  us  all  in  Bedlam. 

[ErmtnL 
Wife,  I  think  I  ha'  fitted  now  you  and  yoor 
clothes; 
If  this  move  not  his  patience,  nothing  can ; 
I'll  swear  then  I  have  a  saint,  and  not  a  man. 

[&it. 

SCENE  XIL 
Enter  Duke,  Doctor,  Fluello,  Castrucbio^ 

PlORATTO. 

Duke,  Give  us  a  little  leave. — Doctor,  yoor 
news. 

Doct.  1  sent  for  him,  my  lord :  at  last  be  gum, 
And  did  receive  all  speech  that  went  from  me. 
As  gilded  pills  made  to  prolong  his  health. 
My  credit  with  him  wrought  it.    For  some  aea 
Swallow  even  empty  hooks ;  like  fools,  that  fear 
No  drowning  where  'ds  deepest*  'cause  'tis  dear. 
In  th'end  we  sat,  and  eat :  a  health  I  drank 
To  Infelice's  sweet  departed  soul ; 
—This  train  I  knew  would  take. 

Duke.  'Twas  ej[cellent 

Doct.  He  fell  with  such  devotion  on  his  kaeci^ 
To  pledge  the  same — 

Duke,  Fond  superstitions  fool  ^ 

Doct,  That  had  he  been  inflamed  with  seal  of 
prayer, 
He  could  not  pour't  out  with  more  reverence. 
About  my  neac  he  hung,  wept  on  ray  cbeek ; 
Kissed  it,  and  swore  he  would  adore  my  lips, 
Because  they  brought  forth  Infelice's  name. 
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Duke.  UtLf  ha,  alack,  alack ! 
Doct,  The  cup  he  lifts  ap  high,  and  thus  he 
said, 
Here,  noUe  maid  !  drinks,  and  was  poisoDed. 
.  Duke.  And  died  ? 
Doct,  And  died,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Thou  in  that  word 
Hast  pieced  mine  aged  hours  out  with  more  years 
Than  thou  hast  taken  from  Hipolito. 
A  noble  youth  he  was ;  but  lesser  branches 
Hindering  the  greater's  growth,  must  be  lopt  o£^ 
And  feed  the  fire.    Doctor,  w'are  now  all  thine; 
And  use  us  so :  be  bold. 

Doct.  Thanks,  gracious  lord : 
My  honoured  brd— 
Duke,  Hum. 

Doct.  I  do  beseech  your  grace,  to  bury  deep 
This  bloody  act  of  mine. 

Duke.  Nay,  nay,  fur  that. 
Doctor,  look  you  to*t ;  me  it  shall  nol  move ; 
They're  curst  that  ill  do,  not  that  ill  do  love. 
Doct.  You  throw  an  angry  forehead  on  my 
face; 
But  be  you  pleased  backward  thus  for  to  look. 
That  for  your  good  this  ill  I  undertook. 
Duke,  Aye,  aye,  we  construe  so. 
Doct.  And  only  for  your  love. 
Duke,  Confest ;  'tis  true* 
Doct,  Nor  let  it  stand  against  me  as  a  bar, 
To  thrust  me  from  your  presence :  nor  believe 
(As  princes  have  quick  thoughts)  that  now  my 

finger 
Being  dipt  in  blood,  I  will  not  spare  the  hand ; 
But  that  for  gold  (as  what  can  gold  not  do  ?) 
I  may  be  hired  to  work  the  like  on  you. 
Duke.  Which  to  prevent — 
Doct.  nris  from  my  heart  as  far — 
Duke,  No  matter,  Dbctor ;  'cause  I'll  fearless 
sleep. 
And  that  vou  shall  stand  clear  of  that  suspicion, 
I  banish  thee  for  ever  from  my  court. 
This  principle  is  old,  but  true  as  fate ; 
Kings  may  love  treason,  but  the  traitor  hate. 

[Exit, 
Doctn  Is'tso?  Nay  then,  Duke,  your  stale 
principle 
With  one  as  stale  the  Doctor  thus  shall  quit; 
He  falls  himself  that  digs  another's  pit 
How  now  ?  where  is  he  ?  will  he  meet  me  ? 

Enter  the  Doctor'%  Man, 

Doctor^s  Man,  Meet  you,  sir?  He  mic;ht  have 
met  with  three  fencers  in  this  time,  and  have  re- 
ceived less  hurt  than  by  meeting  one  doctor  of 
physic.    Why,  sir,  he  has  walktl  under  the  old 


Abbey  wall  yonder  this  hour,  till  he's  more  co)d 
than  a  citizen's  country-house  in  January.    You 
may  smell  him  behind,  sir:  la  you,  yonder  he 
comes! 
Doet.  Leave  me. 

Enter  Hipolito, 

Doctor's  Man*  I'thelurcb,  if  you  wilL   \ExU. 
Doct,  O,  my  most  noble  friend ! 
Hip.  Few  but  yourself 
Could  have  inticed  me  thus,  to  trust  the  air 
Wiih  my  -dose  agbs.     You  sent  for  me,  what 
news? 
Doct.  Come,  you  must  ^  d'off  this  black ;  dye 
.that  pale  cheek 
Into  his  own  colour.    Go,  attire  yourself 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom,  when  he  meets  his  bride. 
The  duke  has  done  much  treason  to  thy  love : 
Tis  now  reveard ;  'tis  now  to  be  revenged. 
Be  merry,  honour'd  friend ;  thy  lady  lives. 
Hip.  What  lady? 
Doct,  Infelice,  she's  revived. 
Revived  !  alack,  death  never  had  the  heart 
To  take  breath  from  her. 

Hip,  Umh,  I  thank  you,  sir : 
Physic  prolongs  life,  when  it  cannot  save ; 
This  helps  not.my  hopes ;  mine  are  in  their  grave : 
You  do  some  wrong  to  mock  me. 

Doct.  By  that  love. 
Which  I  have  ever  borne  you,  what  I  speak 
Is  truth  ;  the  maiden  lives :  that  funeral. 
Duke's  tears,  the  mourning,  was  all  counterfeit: 
A  sleepy  draught  cozen'd  the  world  and  you. 
I  was  his  minister ;  and  then  chambered  up^ 
To  stop  discovery. 

Hip.  0  treacherous  Duke ! 
Doct.  He  cannot  hope  so  certainly  for  bliss. 
As  he  believes  that  I  have  poison'd  you. 
He  woo'd  me  to't ;  1  yielded,  and  confirm'd  him 
In  his  nsost  bloody  thoughts. 
Hip.  A  very  devil ! 
Doct,  Her  did  be  closely  coach  to  Bergamo ; 

And  thither 

Hip,  Will  I  ride :  stood  Beiigamo 
In  the  low  countries  of  back  hell,  I'll  to  her. 

Doct.  You  shall  to  her,  but  not  to  Bergamo. 
How  passion  makes  you  fly  beyond  yourself! 
Much  of  that  weary  journey  I  lia'  cut  ofi ; 
For  she  by  letters  hath  intelligence 
Of  your  supposed  death,  her  own  interment. 
And  all  those  plots  which  that  false  duke  her 

father 
Has  wrought  against  you;  and  she'll  meet  you — 
Hip,  O,  when  ? 
Doct.  Nay,  see,  how  covetous  are  your  desires ! 


^  Doff^To  doff,  ktodo  off,  to  put  oit    So,  in  King  John,  A.  3.  S.  I  : 

"  Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  !  doff  it  for  shame.' 
.  See  Mf  Steevew's  ^ote  on  Macbeth^  A.  4.  S.  3. 
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Early  to-fnorrow  mom. 
Hip  O  where,  good  father  ? 
Doct,  At  Betbtem  monastery.  Are  you  pleased 

MOW  ? 

Hip.  At  Bethlem  monastery !  the  place  well 
fits; 
It  is  the  school  where  those  that  lose  their  wits 
Practice  agajn  to  get  them.    1  am  sick 
Of  that  disease ;  all  love  is  lunatic 

Doct,  We*ll  steal  away  this  night  in  some  dis- 
guise. 
Father  Arselmo,  a  most  reverend  friar. 
Expects  our  coming ;  before  whom  we'll  lay  _ 
Reasons  so  strong,  that  he  shall  yield  in  bonds 
Of  holy  wedlock  to  tie  both  your  bands. 

Hip.  This  is  such  happiness, 
That  to  believe  it, — 'tis  nnpossible. 

Doct,  Let  all  your  joys  then  die  in  misbelief; 
I  will  reveal  no  more. 

Hip,  O  yes,  good  father ! 
I  am  so  well  acquainted  with  despair, 
1  know  not  how  to  hope ;  I  believe  all. 

Doct,  We'll  hence  this  night ;  much  must  be 
done,  much  said : 
But,  if  the  doctor  fait  not  in  his  charms, 
Your  lady  shall  ere  morning  fill  those  arras. 

Hip,  Heavenly  physician !  far  thy  fauie  shall 
spread. 
That  makest  two  lovers  speak,  when  they  l»e  dead. 

[Exeunt. 

Candido's  WifCf  and  George^  Pioratto  meett 

themm 

Wife.  0  watch,  good  George,  watch  which 
way  the  duke  comes. 

O^eo,  Here  comes  one  of  the  butterflies ;  ask 
him. 

Wife.  Pray,  sir,  conies  the  duke  this  way?' 

Pio,  He's  upon  coming,  mistress.  [Exit, 

Wife.  I  thank  you,  sir.— George,  are  there 
many  mad  folks  where  thy  master  lies  ? 

Geo,  0,  yes ;  of  all  countries  some,  but  espe- 
cially mad  Greeks:  they  swarm.  Troth,  mistress, 
the  world  is  alter'd  with  you ;  you  had  not  wont 
to  stand  thus,  with  a  paper,  humbly  complainins : 
but  youVe  well  enough  served.  Provender  prickt 
you,  as  It  does  many  of  our  city-wives  besides. 

Wife.  Do'st  thmk,  George,  we  shall  get  him 
forth? 

Geo.  Truly,  mistress,  I  cannot  tell;  I  think 
you'll  hardly  get  him  forth.  Why,  'tis  stranc^e ! 
'Sfoot,  I  have  known  many  women  that  have  had 
mad  rascals  to  their  husbands,  whom  they  would 
belabour  by  all  means  possible  to  keep  'em  m 
their  rijiht  wits;  but  of  a  woman  to  long  to  turn 
a  lame  man  into  a  madman — why  the  devil 
liimbclf  was  never  used  so  bv  his  dam. 


Wife,  How  do^s  he  talk,  George  ?  faa,  good 
George,  tell  me* 

Geo.  Why,  you'd  best  go  see* 

ITi/e.  Alas,  I'm  afraid! 

Geo,  Afraid !  you  had  more  need  be  aabamed : 
he  may  rather  be  afraid  of  you. 

Wife,  Bur,  Greorge,  he's  not  stark  mad,  is  he? 
he  does  not  rave?  he's  not  hom-iiiad»  George, 
is  he  ? 

Geo,  Nay,  I  know  not  that;  but  he  talks^  like 
a  justice  of  peace,  of  a  thousand  matters,  and  to 
uo  purpose. 

Wife,  I'll  to  the  monastery.  I  shall  be  mail 
till  Ilenjoy  him;  I  shall  be  sick,  till  I  see  him; 
yet  when  I  do  see  him,  I  shall  weep  out  mine 
eyes. 

Geo,  I'd  fain  see  a  woman  weep  out  ber  eyes; 
that's  as  true,  as  to  say  a  man's  cloak  burns  wbea 
it  hangs  in  the  water.  I  know  youll  weep,  mis- 
tress ;  ^^  but  what  says  the  painted  doth  ? 

Truit  not  a  woman  when  the  cries  ; 
For  the  II  pump  water  from  her  eye$^ 
With  a  wet  finger  ;  and  in  faster  shawerty 
Than  April  when  he  rains  down  flowers. 

Wife,  Aye,  but  George,  that  painted  cloth  is 
wortby  to  be  banged  up  for  lying;  all  women 
have  not  tears  at  will,  unless  they  have  good 
cause. 

Geo.  Aye,  but  mistress,  how  easily  will  they 
find  a  cause  ?  and  as  one  of  our  cheese-trenchers 
says,  very  learnedly. 

As  out  of  wormwood  bees  suck  honey ; 
At  from  poor  clients  lawyers  firk  money  ; 
As  parsley  from  a  roatted  coney  ; 
SOf  though  the  day  be  ne^er  so  sunny. 
If  wives  will  have  it  rain,  down  then  it  drives; 
The  calmest  husbands  make  the   stormiest 
wives. 

Wife,  Tame,  George !  but  I  ha*  done  stoim- 
ing  now. 

Geo,  Why,  that's  well  done,  good  mistress; 
throw  aside  this  fashion  of  your  humour ;  be  not 
phantastical  in  wearing  it ;  storm  no  more,  long 
no  more. — ^This  longing  has  made  you  come  short 
of  many  a  good  thing  that  you  might  have  bad 
from  my  master.    Here  comes  the  Duke ! 

Enter  Duke,  Fluello,  PioRATto,  SiNEti. 

Wife,  Oh,  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  offence. 
In  that  I  durst  abuse  your  grace's  warrant; 
Deliver  forth  my  husband,  good  my  lord* 

Duke.  Who  is  her  husbamd  ? 

FlueL  Candido,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Where  is  he  ? 

Wife,  He's  among  the  lunatics. 


«7  But  what  says  the  painted  cloth  ?— This  alludes  to  the  fashion  in  the  old  Upestry-hanglngs,  of  mottos 
and  iiKiral  sr-ntences  from  the  mouths  of  the  figures  worked  or  printed  in  them.  See  ^  otes  by  Mr  ThcobaM 
aud  Air  dtccveos  on  A»  ifOu  like  it,  A,  3.  S.  1.  where  several  imtaoces  arc  given  of  the  we  ef  the  wor*. 
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He  was  a  man  roade  up  without  a  gall ;  i 

Nothioi^  could  move  him,  nothing  could  convert 
His  meek  blood  into  fury ;  yet  like  a  monster, 
I  ofteu  beat  at  the  moRt  constant  rock 
Of  his  unshaken  patience,  and  did  long 
To  vex  him. 

Duke,  Did  vou  so  ? 

Wife,  And  for  that  purpose, 
Had  warrant  from  your  grace  to  carry  him 
To  Bethlero-monastery ;  whence  they  will  not 

free  him 
IVithottt  your  grace's  hand  that  sent  him  in. 

Duke,  You  have  longed  fair ;  'tis  you  are  mad, 
I  fear: 
Ilfs  fit  to  fetch  him  thence,  and  keep  you  there. 
If  he  be  mad,  why  would  you  have  him  forth  ? 

Geo,  And  please  your  grace,  he's  not  stark- 
mad;  but  only  talks  like  a  young  gentleman, 
somewhat  phantastically ;  that's  aU:  there's  a 
thousand  about  your  court,  city,  ^and  country, 
jnadder  than  he. 

Duke.  Provide  a  warrant,  you  shall  have  our 
hand. 

Oeo.  Here's  a  warrant  ready  drawn,  my  lord. 

^*  Duke,  Get  pen  and  ink,  get  pen  and  ink. 

Enter  Castruchio. 

Coii,  Where  is  my  lord  the  duke  ? 

Duke,  How  now  ?  more  madmen ! 

Coff^*  1  have  strange  news,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Of  what?  of  whom? 

Cast,  Of  Infelice,  and  a  marriage. 

Duke.  Ha  !  where  ?  with  whom  ? 

Cast.  Hipolito. 

Geo,  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Hence  with  that  woman!   void  the 
room! 

Fbiel.  Away ;  the  duke's  vex'd. 

Geo,  Whoop !  come,  mistress,  the  duke*s  mad 
too.  [Exeunt, 

Duke,  Who  told  me  tliat  Hipolito  was  dead  ? 

Coit,  He  that  can  make  any  man  dead,  the 
Doctor.  But,  my  lord,  he's  as  full  of  life  as  wild- 
fire, and  as  quick.  Hipolito,  the  doctor,  and  one 
more,  rid  hence  this  evening ;  the  inn  at  which 
they  light  is  Bethlem-monastery.  Infelice  comes 
from  Bergamo,  and  meets  them  there.  Hipolito 
is  mad,  tor  he  means  this  day  to  be  married. 
The  afternoon  is  the  hour,  and  friar  Anselmo  is 
the  knitter. 

Duke,  From  Bergamo!  b't  possible?  it  can- 
not  be. 
It  cannot  be. 

CoMt,  I  will  not  swear,  my  lord ; 
But  this  intelligence  I  took  from  one 
Whose  brains  work  in  the  plot. 

Duke.  Wliat'she? 

CMt.  Matheo. 


Fluel,  Matheo  knows  all. 

Pior,  He's  Hipolito*»  bosom. 

Duke,  How  far  stands  Bethlem  hence? 

Omnes,  Six  or  seven  miles. 

Duke,  Is't  even  so  ? 
Not  married  tilt  the  afternoon,  you  say  ? 
Stay,  stay,  let's  work  out  some  prevention. 
How  !  this  is  most  strange ;  can  none 
But  madmen  serve  to  dress  their  wedding-din- 
ner? 
All  of  you  get  presently  to  horse. 
Disguise  yourselves  like  country  gentlemen, 
Or  riding  citizens,  or  so ;  and  take 
Each  man  a  several  path,  but  let  us  meet 
At  Bethlem  monastery,  some  space  of  time 
Bein£  spent  between  the  arrival  each  of  other. 
As  if  we  came  to  see  the  lunatics. 
To  horse  !  away !  he  secret  on  your  lives; 
Love  must  be  punished,  that  unjustly  thrives. 

[Exeunt, 

Fluel.  Be  secret  on  your  lives !  Castruchid, 
You're  but  a  scurvy  spaniel.    Honest  lord  I 
Good  lady  !  zounds,  their  love  is  just,  'tis  good ; 
And  I'll  prevent  you,  though  I  swim  in  blood. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Friar  Anselmo,  HipoLito,  Mathoe, 

Infelicia. 

Hip,  Nay,  nay,  resolve  good  father,  or  deny. 

Am.  You  press  me  to  an  act,  both  full  of  dan- 
ger 
And  full  of  happiness;  for  I  behold 
Your  father's  frowns,  his  threats :  nay,  perhaps 

death, 
To  him  that  dare  do  this :  yet,  noble  lord. 
Such  comfortable  beams  break  through  these  clouds 
By  this  blest  marriage,  that  (your  lionour'd  word 
Beine  pawn'd  iu  my  defence)  I  will  tie  fast 
The  holy  wedding  knot.  ' 

Hip,  Tush,  fear  not  the  duke. 

Am.  O  son,  wisely  to  fear,  is  to  be  free  from 
fear. 

Hip.  Yod  have  our  words,  and  you  shall  hava 
our  lives 
To  guard  you  safe  from  all  ensuing  danger. 

Math  Aye,  ave,  chop  'em  up  and  away. 
Am.  Stay,  when  is't  fit  for  me,  safest  for  you 
To  entertain  this  business? 

Hip.  Not  till  the  evening. 

An$.  Be'i  so :  there's  a  chapel  stands  hard  by, 
Upon  the  west  end  of  the  Abljey-wall ; 
Thither  convey  yourselves,  and  when  the  sun 
Hath  tum'd  his  l»ack  upon  this  upper  world, 
I'll  marry  you ;  that  dune,  no  thtmd'ring  voice 
Can  break  the  sacred  bund  ;  yet,  lady,  here  you 
are  most  safe. 

Inf.  Father,  your  love's  most  dear. 

Math.  Aye,  well  said ;  lock  us  into  some  little 


V  Daftv^The  fiist  editloo  gives  this  speech  to  CffitnieAiff. 
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oom  by  oursehesy  diat  we  maj  bs  mad  for  an 
bour  or  two. 

Hip,  O,  good  Matheo^  no ;  let's  make  no  noise. 

Math>  How  !  no  noise !  do-  yoa  know  where 
TOO  are  ?  'sfoot,  amongst  all  the  mad-caps  in 
Milan  :  so  that  ^to  throw  the  hoote  out  at  win- 
dow will  be  the  better,  and  no  man  will  suspect 
that  we  lurk  here  ^^  to  steal  mutton.  The  more 
jsober  we  are,  the  more  scurvy  'tis ;  and  chough  the 
friar  tells  us,  that  here  we  are  safest,  I'm  not  of 
his  mind ;  for,  if  those  lay  here  that  had  lost  their 
money,  none  would  ever  look  after  them ;  bi»t  here 
are  none  but  those  that  have  lost  their  wits;  so  that 
if  hoe  and  cry  be  n^ade^  hither  they'll  come,  and 
my  reason  is  because  none  goes  to  be  oMried  till 
be  be  stark-mad. 

Hip,  Mu£9e  yourselves;  yonder'sFluello. 

Enter  Fluello. 

Math,  Zoundsi! 

FlueL  O,  my  lord,  these  cloaks  are  not  for  tins 
rain  t  the  tempest  is  too  great ;  I  come  sweat- 
ing to  tell  you  of  it,  that  you  may  get  out  of  it 

Math,  Why»  what's  the  matter  ? 

FlueL  What's  the  matter !  you  have  matter'd 
it  fair :  the  duke's  at  hand. 

Omnei,  The  duke ! 

Fluel  The  very  duke. 

Hip,  Then  all  our  plots  are  turn'd  upon  our 
.beads ;  and  we  are  blown  up  with  our  own  un- 
derminings. 'Sfoot,  how,  how  comes  he  ?  what 
villain  durst  betray  our  being  here? 

Fluel.  Castmchip;  Castruchio  told  the  duke, 
and  Matheo  here  told  Castruchio. 

Hip,  Would  you  betray  me  to  Castruchio  ? 

Math,  'Sfoot,  he  damn*d  himself  to  the  pit  of 
hell,  if  he  spake  on't  again. 

Hip.  So  did  <you  swear  to  me ;  so  were  you 
damn'd« 

Math,  Pox  on'em  1  and  there  be  no  faith  inmen , 
if  a  man  shall  not  believe  oaths.  ^  He  took  lircad 
and  salt  by  this  light,  that  he  would  never  open 
bis  lips. 

Hip,  O  God,  O  God  ! 

Am.  Son,  be  not  desperate,  have  patience,  yon 
shall  trip  your  enemy  down  by  his  own  fleights. 
How  far  is  the  duke  hejice  ? 

FlueL  He's  but  new  set  out :  Castruchio,  Pior-  ' 


atto,  and  Slnexi,  conte  along  wiib  hkn :  yon  have 
time  enough  yet  to  prevent  them,  if  you  bave  bat 
courage. 

Am,  Yon  shall  steal  secretly  into  the  chapel, 
And  presently  be  married.    If  the  ddke 
Abide  here  still,  spite  of  ten  thousand  eyes^ 
You  shall  'scape  hence  like  friars. 

Hip.  O  blest  disgui^  !  O  happy  man ! 

Am,  Talk  not  of  happiness^  till  y«Nir  cbsed 
band 
Have  her  by  the  forehead,  like  the  lock  of  timft 
Be  not  too  slow,  ladr  hasty,  new  you  ciimb 
\3^  to  the  tower  of  bliss;  only  be  wary 
And  patient,  that's  all.    If  you  like  my  plot, 
Batld  and  dispatch;  if  not;  (fareweU)  then  not 

Hip,  O,  yes,  we  do  applaud  it ;  we'll  dispatt 
No  k>oger,  but  wiU  henoe  and  execute. 
Fluello,  you'll  stay  here ;  let  us  be  gone. 
The  ground  that  freighted  lovers  CMd  upon 
Is  stuck  with  thorns. 

Am*  Come,  then,  away.    Tis  4neeC, 
To  escape  those  rhoms,  to  put  on  winged  feet. 
l^Exeunt  Anselmo,  Hipolito,  en^  Imfelicia. 

Math,  Ne  words,  I  pray,  Fl«ello  ;  for  it  stands 
us  upon. 

FlueL  Oh,  sir,  let  that  be  your  lesson. 
Alas,  poor  lovers !  on  what  hopes  and  fears 
Men  toss  ChemSehres  for  women !   when  she's 

got,  . 

The  best  has  in  ber  that  which  pleaseth  not 

Enter  the  Dukb,  Castbucbio,  Fiobatto^  md 
SiNEZf,yrai9i  several  Doors,  muffled^ 

Duke,  Who's  there? — 

Ctut.  My  lord  ! 

Duke.  Peace,  send  that  lord  a^aj ; 
A  lordship  will  spoil  all :  let's  be  all  fellows. 
What's  be  .^ 

Cast,  Fluello ;  or  Sinezi,  by  his  little  legs. 

Omaes.  AM  friepds^  all.  friendis. 

Duke,  What !  met  upon  the  very  point  of  tiine. 
Is  this  the  place?    ,. 

Fior,  This  is  the  place,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dream  you  on  lordships !  come,  no  moif 
lords,  pray. 
You  have  not  seen  these  lovers  yet? 

Omna.  Not  yet. 


^  To  tteal  m\Utonr-^\,  e.  to  steal  a  weocb.  Jfueton,  in  the  language  of  the  times,  signified  a  jEl/e  ie  j«ff. 
So,  in  The  Virgin  Martyr^  by  Massioger  and  Dekkar,  A.  2.  S.  2 :  **  She'll  do  well  enough  there}  for  pri- 
looers  are  more  hungry  after  mutton^  than  catch-poles  after  prisooen." 

Marston*fl  Dutch  Courtezan^  A.  5  :  ''I  have  a  piefse  of  mutton  and  a  feather-bed  for  yoo  at  all  times  ** 

Green's  Fn^er  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bungay^  Sign.  H.  1 :  "  the  old  lecher  halh  gotten  holy  mutton  to  him, 
a  nunne,  my  ford." 

Again,  Bellafront  says  in  the  present  Scene :  *'  Baa  1  lamb,  there  you  lie ;  for  I  am  amMffi*" 

Laced  mutton  is  frequently  mentioned  in  Shakespeare  and  other  writers.  See  the  Motes  of  Mr  Tbeobtld, 
Mr  Steeveof,  and  Mr  Malone,  on  the  Two  Oenilemen  of  Verona,  A.  1.  S.  I. 

^  He  tood  bread  and  ealt — See  Note  41  to  Qammtr  Gurion'%  Ifeedte,  p.  1  IS. 

Again,  In  Barnaby  Rich's  Detcription  of  Inland,  1610,  p.  29 :  •'  1  will  trust  him  better,  that  oiferdk 
to  sweare  by  bread  and  talt,  then  him  that  olferetb  to  swcare  by  the  Bible." 
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Duke,  Castrnchioy  art  tlioa  sure  this  wedding 
feat 
Is  not  tii)  afternoon  ? 

Cwit    So  'tis  given  out,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Nay,  uay,  'tis  like ;  thieves  must  ob- 
serve their  hours : 
Ltirers  watch  minutes  like  astronomers. 
How  shall  the  interim  liours  by  us  be  spent  ? 

Fluef  Let**  all  go  sec  the  madmen. 

Omnes.  Mass !  ctmtent. 

Enter  Town,  like  a  Sweeper. 

Duke,  0J[,  here  comes  one;  question  him, 
question  him. 

Fluei  How  now,  honest  fellow  ?  dost  thou  be- 
long to  the  housf^  ? 

Town  Yes,  forsooth,  I  am  one  of  the  imple- 
ments ;  I  SH-eep  the  madmen's  rooms,  and  fetch 
straw  for  'cm ;  and  buy  chains  to  tie  *em,  and 
rods  to  whip  'em.  I  was  a  mad  wag  myself  here 
once ;  but  1  thank  father  Arisetmo,  he  lashed  me 
into  my  right  mind  again. 

Dnke.  Anscliuo  is  the  friar  must  marry  them ; 
Question  him  where  he  is. 

Cast.  And  wliere  is  father  Anselmo,  now  ? 

Town.  Marry,  he's  gone  liut  e'en  now. 

Duke.  AyCf  well  done :  tell  me,  whither  is  he 
gone? 

Town.  Why,  to  God  Almighty. 

FlueL  Ha,  ha,  this  fellow  is  a  fool,  talks  idly. 

Pior.  Sirrah,  arc  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan 
brought  hither? 

Tozcn.  How,  all  ?  there's  a  question,  indeed  ! 
VVhy,  if  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan  should  come 
hither,  there  would  not  be  left  ten  men  in  the 
citT. 

Duke.  Few  gentlemen  or  courtiers  here,  ha  ? 

Town,  Oh  yes,  abundance,  abundance !  lands 
no  sooner  fall  into  their  hands,  but  strait  they  run 
out  o'  their  wits.  Citizens'  sons  and  heirs  arc  free 
of  the  house  by  their  fathers'  copy.  Farmers*  s/)ns 
come  hither  Iikc  geese,  in  flocks;  and,  when  they 
ha'  sold  all  their  corn-fields,  here  they  sit  and 
pick  the  straws. 

Sin,  Methinks  you  should  have  women  here,  as 
well  as  men. 

-   Town.  Oh,  aye :  a  plague  on  'era,  ^°  there's  no 
ho  with  them;  they  arc  madder  than  March-hares. 

FlueL  Are  there  no  lawyers  here  amongst  you  ? 

Town,  Oh  no,  not  one:  never  any  lawyer. 
We  dare  not  let  a  lawyer  come  in ;  for  he'll  make 
''em  mad  faster  than  we  can  recover  '«m. 


Duke,  And  how  long  is't  ere  you  recover  any 
of  these  ? 

Town,  Why,  according  to  the  quantity  of  the 
moon  that's  got  into  'em.  An  alderman's  sun 
will  be  mad  a  great  while,  a  very  great  while ; 
especially  if  his  friends  left  hmi  well.  A  whore 
will  hardly  come  to  her  wits  again.  A  puritan, 
there's  no  hope  of  him,  unless  he  may  pull  down 
the  steeple,  and  hang  himself  i*the  bell-ropes. 

FlueL  I  perceive  all  sorts  offish  come  to  your  net. 
Town,  Yes,  in  truth;  we  have  ^*  blocks  for  all 
heads;  we  have  good  store  of  wild  oats  here. 
For  the  courtier  is  mad  at  the  citizen  ;  the  citizen 
is  mad  at  the  countryman  ;  the  shoemaker  is  !nad 
at  the  cobler ;  the  cobler  at  the  carman ;  the 
punk  is  mad,  that  the  merchant's  wife  is  no  whore  ; 
the  merchant's  wife  is  mad,  that  the  punk  is  so 
common  a  whore. — GodVso,  here's  father  Ansel- 
mo !  Pray  say  nothing,  that  I  tell  talcs  out  of  the 
school.  [£xi/. 

Omnes,  God  bless  you,  father ! 

Enter  Anselmo. 

Ans.  Thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Cast,  Pray,  may  we  see  some  of  those  wretched 
souls. 
That  here  are  in  your  keeping  ? 

Ans,  Yes,  you  shall : 
But,  gentlemen,  I  must  disarm  you  then. 
There  are  of  madmen,  as  there  arc  of  tame. 
All  humoured  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 
So  apish  and  fantastic,  play  with  a  feather ; 
And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  soul  to  see  God's 

image 
80  blemished  and  defaced,  yet  do  they  act 
Such  antic,  and  such  pretty  lunacies. 
That,  spite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  you  smile. 
Others,  again,  we  have,  like  hungry  lions, 
Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untameabtc  as  flies; 
And  these  have  oftentimes  from  strangers'  sides 
Snatched  rapiers  suddenly,  and  done  much  harm; 
Whom,  if  you'll  see,  you  must  be  weaponless. 

Omnes,  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ans.  Here,  take  these  weapons  in. 
Stand  off  a  little,  pray  ;  so,  so,  'tis  well, 
I'll  shew  you  here  a  man,  that  was  sometimes 
A  very  grave  and  wealthy  citizen : 
Has  served  a  'prenticeship  to  this  misfortune, 
Been  here  seven  years,  and  dwelt  in  Bergamo. 

Duke,  How  fell  he  from  his  wits? 

Ans.  By  loss  at  sea. 
I'll  stand  aside,  question  him  yoa  alone ; 


^  There's  no  ho  with  them-^l.  c.  there  are  no  bounds  or  restraints  with  them.  So,  in  Greenes  Frjfer 
Bacon  and  Prytr  Bungay,  Sign.  G  3  :  **  —  for  he  once  loved  the  fair  maid  of  Fresing  deld  out  of  all  hoc,'* 

Nash's  Lenten  Stuffs  1699  :  "  there  is  no  ho  with  him,  but  ooce  heartened  thus,  &c.'* 

7>  Blocks  for  all  heads ;— i.  c.  hats.     See  Mr  Stecvcns's  Note  on  Xing  Uar,  A.  1.8.  6. 

Again,  in  Lyly*8  Euphuesandhis  England,  p.  51  :— **  which  varietie  of  chaunging  being  oftentimes  noted 
of  a  grave  gentleman  of  Naples,  who  having  bought  a  hat  of  the  newest  fashion  and  best  blocka  in  all 
Italy,  and  wearing  it  but  one  daie,  it  was  told  him  that  it  was  stale,  &c.*' 
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For,  if  he  spy  me,  he'll  not  speak  a  word, 
Unless  he*A  thoroughly  vcxt. 

[Discovert  an  old  Man^  wrapt  in  a  Net, 

FlueL  Alas,  poor  soul  ! 

Cast,  A  very  old  man. 

Duke.  God  speed,  father. 

1  AJad,  God  speed  the  plough  :  thou  shalt  not 
speed  me. 

Pior,  We  see  you,  old  man,  for  all  you  dance 
in  a  net. 

1  Mad.  True ;  but  thou  wilt  dance  in  a  halter, 
and  I  shall  not  see  thee. 

Ans,  O,  do  not  vex  him,  pray. 

Cast.  Are  you  a  fisherman,  father? 

1  Mad,  No,  Vm  neither  fish  nor  flesh. 

Fiuel.  What  do  you  with  that  net,  then  ? 

1  Mad.  Do*st  not  see,  fool  !  there's  a  fresh 
salmon  in't.  If  you  step  one  foot  further,  you'll 
be  over  shoes ;  for  you  see  l*m  over  head  and 
cars  in  the  salt  water :  and  if  you  fall  into  this 
whirlpool,  where  I  am,  you're  drown'd !  you're  a 
(Irown'd  rat! — I  am  fishing  here  for  five  ships, 
but  I  cannot  have  a  good  draught ;  for  my  net 
breaks  still,  and  breaks ;  but  Til  break  some  of 
your  necks,  and  I  catch  you  in  my  clutches. 
Stay,  slay,  slay,  stay,  stay:  where's  the  wind, 
where*s  the  wind,*  whcrc*s  the  wind,  where's  the 
wiod?  Out,  you  gulls,  you  goosecaps,  you  gud- 
geon-eaters I  Do  you  look  for  the  wind  in  the  hea- 
vens ?  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  no,  no  !  Look  there,  look 
there,  look  there !  the  wind  is  always  at  that 
door.     Hark,  how  it  blows  !  pooflf,  poofif,  pooff. 

Omnet.  Ha,  ha,  hn. 

1  Mad.  Do  you  laugh  at  God's  creatures?  Do 
you  mock  old  age,  you  rogues  ?  Is  this  grey  beard 
and  head  counterfeit,  that  you  cry  ha,  ha,  ha  ? — 
Sirrah,  art  not  thou  my  eldest  sou? 

Pint\  Yes,  indeed,  father. 

1  Mad.  Then  th*art  a  fool :  for  my  eldest  son 
had  a  ^^  polt  foot,  crooked  legs,  a  verjuice  face, 
and  a  ^^  pcar-colourM  beard  ;  I  made  him  a 
scholar,  and  ho  made  himself  a  fool.— Sirrah ! 
thoti  there,  hold  out  thy  hand. 

Duke,  My  hand  ?  well,  here  'tis. 

1  Mad,  Look,  look,  look,  look!  has  he  not 
oug  nails,  and  shore  hair  ? 


FlueL  Yes,  monstrous  short  hair,  and  abomi- 
nable  long  nails. 

1  Mad,  Ten-penny  nails,  are  they  not  ? 

Fluel,  Yes,  tenpenny  nails. 

1  Mad^  Such  nails  had  my  second  boy.  Kned 
down,  thon  varlet,  and  ask  thy  father  blessing. 
Such  nails  had  my  middlemost  son,  and  I  made 
him  a  promoter:  and  he  scraped,  and  scraped, 
and  scraped,  till  he  got  tlie  devil  and  all ;  but  he 
scraped  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus,  and  it  went  un- 
der his  legs;  till,  at  length,  a  company  of  kites, 
taking  him  for  carrion,  swept  up  all,  all,  all,  all, 
all,  all,  all ! — If  you  love  vour  live&look  to  your- 
selves !  see,  see,  see,  see  !  the  Turn  gallies  are 
fighting  with  my  ships!  bounce  goes  tlie  guns: 
oh !  cry  the  men :  romble,  romble  go  the  waters. 
— Alas!  there!  'tis  sunk, — 'tis  sunk:  I  am  no- 
done,  I  am  undone  !  you  are  the  damned  pirates 
have  undone  me, — you  arc,  by  th'  Lord !  you  are ! 
stop  'cm  ;  you  are  ! 

Am,  Why  how  now,  sirrah,  must  I  fall  to 
tame  you  ? 

1  Mad,  Tame  me !  no :  I'll  be  madder  than  a 
roasted  cat :  see,  see !  I  am  burnt  with  gunpoi^* 
der !  these  are  our  close  fights. 

Ans,  I'll  whip  you,  if  you  grtiw  unruly  thus. 

1  Mad,  Whip  me  !  out,  you  toad  !  whip  me ! 
what  justice  is  this,  to  whip  me  because  i  am  a 
beggar ! — Alas  !  1  am  a  poor  map ;  a  very  poor 
man :  I  am  star\xd,  and  have  had  no  meat,  by 
this  light,  ever  since  the  great  flood  :  I  am  a  poor 
man ! 

Ans.  Well,  well,  be  quiet,  and  you  shall  have 
meat. 

1  Mad,  Aye,  aye,  pray  do ;  for,  look  you, 
here  be  my  guts :  these  are  my  ribs ; — you  may 
look  througli  my  riba;  see  lu>w  my  guts  cone 
out — these  are  my  red  guts,  my  very  guts;  ch, 
oh! 

Ans.  Take  him  in  there.    [Old  Man  is  rtmctei, 

Omnes,  A  very  piteous  sight. 

Cast,  Father,  I  see  you  have  a  busy  charge- 

Am,  They  must  be  used  like  children;  pleased 
with  toys. 
And  anon  whipt  for  their  unruliness. 
I'll  shew  you  now  a  pair  quite  difierent 


J'!V     f 


"^  J  poll  foot, -r^  poUfoot  seems  to  be  the  same  we  now  call  a  spla$foot.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson^s  P»ttmtt^f 
A  4.  S.  7. 

'*  What's  become  of  ray  little  punk  Venus,  and  iht  poult  foot  stinkard  her  husband  ?  ha  !*' 

Dedication  to  Euplmesr 

"  Vulcan  was  painted  curiously,  yet  with  apoHfooU,** 
Ibid.  p.  35. 

'*  Venus  was  content  to  take  (he  black-smith  with  k\s  poKlt  focte,** 
I)ekkar>  Villainies  discovered,  1620,  Sign.  C. 

*^  New  bootes  to  hide  bis  pott  foots*** 

P  Pear-Colour  d  Jeard;— See  Note  21 1  to  The  Spanish  Tragedy,  p.  50^. 
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From  him  that's  gone;  he  .was  all  words:  and 

these, 
Unless  yon  urge  'em,  seldom  spend  their  speech ; 
But  have  their  tongues.  La,  you ;  this  hithermost 
Fell  from  the  happy  quietness  of  mind, 
About  a  maiden,  that  he  loved,  who  died : 
He  followed  her  to  church,  being  full  of  tears, 
And,  as  her  body  went  into  the  ground. 
He  fell  stark-mad.    That  is  a  married  man, 
Was  jealous  of  a  fair,  but  (as  some  say) 
A  very  virtuous  wife ;  and  that  spoiled  him. 

9  Mad,  All  these  are  whoremongers,  and  lay 
with  my  wife:  whore,  whore,  whore,  whore, 
wbore! 

FlueL  Observe  him. 

9  Mad.  Gaflfer  shoemaker,  yon  pulled  on  my 
wife's  pumps,  and  then  crept  into  her  pantofles : 
lie  there,  he  there  I — This  was  her  tailor ;  you 
cut  out  her  loose-bodied  gown,  and  put  in  a  yard 
more  than  I  allowed  her :  lie  there,  by  the  shoe- 
makers.— O,  master  doctor,  are  you  here  ?  you 
gave  me  a  purgation,  and  then  crept  into  my 
wife's  chamtier,  to  feel  her  pulses ;  and  you  said, 
and  she  said,  and  her  maid  said,  that  they  went 
pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat :  doctor,  I'll  put  you 
anon  into  my  wife's  urinal.-~Heigh,  come  aloft, 
Jack  :  this  was  her  schoolma^er,  and  taught  her 
to  play  upon  the  virginals ;  ^^  and  still  his  Jacks 
leapt  up,  up :  you  pricked  her  out  nothing  but 
bawdy  lessons^  but  Til  prick  you  all !  fiddler — 
doctor — tailor-oslioemaker, — shoemaker — fiddler 
— doctor — tailor— so !— lie  with  my  wife  again, 
now ! 

Cast,  See  how  he  notes  the  other,  now  he 
feeds. 

9  Mad,  Give  me  some  porridge. 

9  Mttd.  I'll  give  ibee  none. 

9  Mad,  Give  me  some  porridge. 

S  Mad,  I'll  not  give  thee  a  bit. 

S  Mad,  Give  me  that  flap-dragon.  ^' 

3  Mad,  I'll  not  give  thee  a  spoonful !  thou 
liest,  it's  no  dragon;  'ds  a  parrot,  that  I  bought 
for  my  sweet-heart,  and  Fll  keep  it. 

2  ilad.  Here's  an  almond  for  parrot.  ^^ 

3  Mad,  Hang  thyself. 

S  Mad,  Here's  a  rope  for  parrot. 
3  JfodL  £at  it,  for  I'll  eat  this. 


2  Mad,  ril  shoot  at  thee,  on*  thou*lt  give  me 
none. 

3  Mad,  Wo't  thou  ? 

2  Mad,  ril  run  a  tilt  at  thee,  an'  thou*lt  give 
me  none. 

3  Mad,  Wo't  thou  ?  do,  an'  thou  dar'st. 

2  Mad,  Bounce. 

3  Mad,  Oh  I  I  am  slain  ! — murder,  murder, 
murder  !  I  am  slain  ;  my  bniins  are  beaten  out. 

Arts,  Uow  now,  you  villain!^ !  bring  me  whips : 
I'll  whip  you. 

3  Mad.  I  am  dead  !  I  am  slain  !  ring  out  the 
bell,  for  I  am  dead. 

Duke.  How  will  you  do  now,  sirrali  ?  you  ha* 
kilted  him. 

2  Mad,  III  answer't  at  sessions.  He  was  eat- 
ing of  almond-butter,  and  I  longed  for*t:  the 
child  had  never  been  delivered  out  of  my  ^»elly, 
if  I  had  not  killed  him.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions, 
so  my  wife  may  be  burnt  i'th'  hand  too. 

Ans,  Take  'em  iu  both;  bury  him,  for  he's 
dead. 

3  Mad,  Aye,  indeed,  I  am  dead;  put  me,  I 
pray,  into  a  goofl  pit-bole. 

2  Mad,  I'll  answer't  at  sessions.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bella  front  mad, 

Ans.  How  now,  huswife,  whithor  |:nd  you  ? 

Bel,  A  nutting,  forsooth.  How  do  you,  gafr 
fer?  how  do  you,  gaflfer?  there's  a  French  curt'sy 
for  you  too. 

FlueL  Tis  Bcllafront. 

Ptor.  Tis  the  punk,  by  the  lord. 

Duke,  Father,  what's  she,  I  pray  ? 

Ans,  .As  yet  I  know  not : 
She  came  in  but  this  day  :  talks  little  idly. 
And  therefore  has  the  freedom  of  the  house. 

BtL  Do  not  you  know  mc  ?  nor  you  ?  nor  you  ? 
nor  you  ? 

Chnnes.  No,  indeed. 

Bel.  Then  you  are  an  ass,— and  you  are  an 
ass, — and  you  are  an  ass ;  fur  I  know  you. 

Ans,  Why,  what  are  they  ?  come,  tell  me, 
what  are  they  ? 

BeL  They  re  fish-wives :  will  you  buy  any  gud- 
geons? God's-santy,^^  yonder  come  friars !  I  ku'jw 
them  too :  how  do  you,  friar  ? 


7*  Firginab,—**  A  vhj'maW^  tays  Mr  Steeveiw,  *<  as  I  am  informed,  is  a  very  small  kind  of  spinnct. 
Queen  Elizabeth*8  virginat-book  is  yet  to  being,  and  many  of  the  lessons  in  it  have  proved  so  difficult,  u* 
to  baffle  oar  most  expert  players  on  the  harpsichord."  See  Mote  on  the  Winter^s  Tale^  A.  I.  S.  vf. 
Blount,  in  his  GUnsographia^  says,  this  musical  instrument  U  called  virginab,  because  maids  and  virgius 
do  most  commonly  play  on  them. 

7^  FUp-dragon  — A  flap-dragon^  says  Dr  Johnson,  }ioXt  to  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  JV,  A.  2  S.  4. 
«*  is  some  small  combustible  body,  fired  at  one  end,  and  put  afloat  in  a  i;Ias8  of  liquor.  It  i»  an  act  uf  a 
toper*s  dexterity  to  toss  off  the  glass  in  such  a  manner  as  to  prevent  tkeflap^ragon  from  doing  mischief.'* 
To  swallow  A /tap-dragon,  or  a  raw  egg,  were  formerly  among  the  cant  proverbs  among  drunkards.    Phi- 

iocoihonUta,  l6J/>,  p.  66.  .  .        «  ^\r    - 

7*  Here*t  an  almond  for  parrot. ^^T^t  title  of  a  pamphlet,  called.  An  Almond  for  a  Farrot,  or  CutMert 
Curru-knaves  AUna;  R.  L.     ^o  date  is  here  alluded  to. 

77  Qod't'taniy — See  a  Note  on  The  Merchant  of  Venice^  Vol.  III.  p.  157.  edit.  1T78,  Perhapi,  how- 
ever, God'o-^antif  is  only  a  cormptioo  of  God*i  foitc/i/^,  or  God't  samt$,    ^. 
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Enter  Hipohto,  Math  to,  and  Isfelice,  rfi«- 
guised  in  the  Habits  of'  Friart,. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  away;  you  must  not  trouble 
friars : 
The  Duke  is  here,  speak  nothing. 

BeL  Nay,  indeed,  you  shall  not  go;  wc*ll  run 
at  barlibrcak  ^^  first ;  and  you  shall  be  in  hell. 

Math.  My  punk  turned  mad  whore,  as  all  her 
fei lows  are! 

Hip.  Speak  nothing;  but  steal  hence,  when 
you  spy  time. 

Ans.  ril  lock  you  up,  if  youVe  unruly;  fie  ! 
Bel.  Fie !  marry,  foh  !  they  shall  not  go,  in- 
deed, till  I  ha'  told  >m  iheir  f()rtunes. 
Duke.  Good  father,  give  her  leave. 
Bel.  I  pray,  good  father ;  and  I'll  give  you  my 
blessing. 

Ans.  Well,  then,  be  brief;  but,  if  you  are  thus 
unruly, 
ril  have  you  locked  up  fast. 
Pior.  Come,  to  their  fortunes. 
Bel.  Let  me  s^e,  one,  two,  three,  and  four.   Til 
begin  with  the  little  fmger  first.     Here's  a  fine 
band,  indeed  !  I  never  saw  friar  have  such  a  dain- 
ty hand :  here's  a  hand  for  a  lady !  here's  your 
fortune : 

You  love  a  friar  better  than  a  nun ; 
Yet  long  you'H  love  no  friar,  nor  no  friar's  son. 
Bow  a  little:  the  line  of  life  is  out;  yet,  I'm 

afraid, 
For  all  you're  holy,  you'll  not  die  a  maid. 
'  Now  to  you,  friar  Tuck.  '^ 

Math.  God  bend  mc  good  luck. 
BeL  You  love  one,  and  one  loves  you  ; 
You  are  a  false  knave,  and  she's  a  Jew  : 
Here  is  a  dial,  that  false  ever  goes.— 
Math.  Oy  your  wit  *°  drops.— 
Bel.  Troth,  so  does  your  nose  ; 
Nay,  let's  shake  hands  with  vou  teo. 
Pray  open  :  here  s  a  fine  hand. 
Ho,  friar,  ho;  God  be  here  ! 
So  he  had  need ;  you'll  keep  good  cheer. 
Here's  a  free  table,  but  a  frozen  breast; 
For  yt»u'll  starve  tho%  that  love  you  best  ; 
Yei  you  have  good  fortune ;  for,  if  1  am  no  liar, 
Then  you  are  no  friar ;  nor  you,  nor  you,  no  friar. 
Hn,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Discovers  them. 

Duke.  Are  holy  habits  cloaks  for  villainy? 
Draw  all  your  weapons. 

Hip.  Do,  draw  all  your  weapons. 
Duke.  Where  are  your  weapons  ?  draw. 
Omnes.  The  friar  has  gulled  us  of  'em. 
Math,  O  rare  trick  I 
You  ha'  learnt  one  mad  point  of  arithmetic. 


Hip.  Why  swells  your  spleen  so  high  ?  agaiiiBt 
what  bosom 
Would  you  your  weapons  draw  ?  Iter's !  'tis  your 

daughter's : 
Mine  !  'tis  your  son's. 
Duke.  Son? 

Math.  Son,  by  yonder  sun. 
Hip.  You  cannot  shed  blood  here,  but  'tis  your 
own: 
To  spill  your  own  blood,  were  damnation. 
Lay  smooth  that  wrinkled  brow,  and  I  wiU  throw 
Myself  beneath  yotir  feet 
Let  it  be  rugged  still,  and  flinted  o'er; 
What  can  come  forth  but  sparkles,  that  will  bum 
Yourself  and  us?  she's  mine;  my  claim's  roost 

good; 
She's  mine  by  marriage,  though  she's  your's  by 
blood. 
Ans.  [Kneeling.]  I  have  a  hand,  dear  lord,  deep 
in  this  act : 
For  I  foresaw  this  storm ;  yet  willingly 
Put  forth  to  meet  it.    Oft  have  I  seen  a  father 
Washing  the  wounds  of  his  dear  son  in  tears; 
A  son  to  curse  the  sword,  that  struck  his  father ; 
Both  siain  i'the  quarrel  of  your  families. 
Those  scars  are  now  ta'en  off;  and  1  beseech  you 
To  seal  our  pardon.     All  was  to  this  end; 
1  o  turn  the  ancient  hates  of  your  two  houses 
To  fresh  green  friendship,  that  your  loves  might 

look 
Like  the  spring's  forehead,  comfortably  sweet; 
And  your  vcxt  souls  in  peaceful  union  meet. 
Their  blood  will  now  be  your*8,  your's  will  be 

thdr's ; 
And  happiness  shall  crown  your  silver  hairs. 
Fluet.  You  see,  roy.lord,  there's  now  no  remedy. 
Omnes.  Beseech  your  lordship. 
Duke.  You  beseech  fair ;  you  have  me  in  place 
fit 
To  bridle  roe.    Rise,  friar;  you  may  be  glad 
You  can  make  madmen  tame,  and  tame  men  mad. 
Since  fate  hath  conquered,  1  must  rest  cooteat; 
To  strive  now  would  but  add  new  punisbmeot : 
I  yield  unto  your  liappiness.     Be  blest ; 
Our  families  shall  henceforth  breathe  in  rest 
Omnrs.  O  happy  change  ! 
Duke.  Your's  now  is  my  content; 
I  throw  upon  your  joys  my  full  consent 

Bel.  Am  not  I  a  good  girl,  for  fiodiag  the  friar 
in  the  well  ?  God's-so,  you  are  a  brave  man !  will 
not  you  buy  me  some  sugar-plumbs,  becaoie  I 
am  so  good  a  fortune-teller  ? 

Duke.  Would  thou  had'st  wit,  thou  pretty  soul, 
to  n»k. 
As  I  have  will  to  give. 


78  w^'ii  rtm  at  barlibreak — See  Note  on  The  Bird  in  a  Cage,  p.  ?49. 

79  jsTow  to  ifou,  Fnar  TVicAc.^Friar  Tuck  is  introduced  into  ileywood's  play  of  Roheri  of  E^idbii», 
TtiTl  1 1.,  as  the  t  horus. 

^'^  11^1/.— So  the  first  edition.    All  the  rest  read  wet. 
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Bel  Pictty  soul !  a  pretty  eoul  is  better  than 
a  pretty  botiy.    Du  not  you  know  my  pretty  soul? 
I  know  you  t  is  not  your  name  Maiheo  ? 
Math,  Yes,  lamb. 

Bel.  Baa !  lamb,  there  you  lie ;  for  I  am  mut- 
ton.  ^'  Look,  fine  man  !  he  was  mad  for  me  oace, 
and  1  was  mad  for  him  once ;  and  he  was  mad 
for  her  once :  and  were  you  neTer  mad  ?  yes,  I 
warrant.  I  had  a  fine  jewel  once^  a  very  fine 
jewel !  and  that  naughty  man  stole  it  away  from 
me :  a  very  fine  jewel! 

Duht,  What  jewel,  pretty  maid? 
Bel.  Maid  !  nay,  that's  a  lie.    O,  'twas  a  very 
rich  jewel,  cailed  a  roaideohead;  and  liad  not 
you  it,  leerer  ? 

Math.  Out,  you  mad  ass !  away. 
Duke,  Had  he  thy  maidenhead }  he  shall  make 
tbee  amends,  and  marry  thee. 

BeL  Shall  he  ?  «*  O  brave  Arthur  of  Bradly, 

then ! 
Duke,  And,  if  he  bear  the  mind  of  a  gentleman, 
I  know  he  will. 

Mathn  I  think  I  rifled  her  of  some  such  paul- 

try  jewel. 
Duke.  Did  you  ?  then  marry  her  ;  you  see  the 
wrong 
lias  led  her  spirits  into  a  lunacy. 

Math,  How !  marry  her,  my  lord  ?  'sfoot,  mar- 
ry a  mad  woman !  let  a  man  pet  the  tnmest  wife 
he  can  come  by,  she'll  be  mad  enough  afterwards, 
do  what  he  can. 

Duke.  Nay,  then,  Father  Anselmo  here  shall 
do  his  best, 
To  bring  her  to  her  wita.    And  will  you,  then  ? 
Math.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  may  chuse. 
Duke,  Nay,  then,  law  shall  compel :  I  tell  you, 
sir, 
So  much  her  hard  fate  moves  me,  you  should  not 

breathe 
Under  this  air,  unless  you  married  her. 

Math,  Well,  then«  when  her  wits  stand  in  their 
right  place,  rU  marry  her. 

Bel  I  thank  your  grace.    Matheo,  thou  art 


mine. 


I  am  not  mad ;  but  put  on  this  disguise 

Only  for  you,  my  lord ;  for  you  can  tell 

Much  wonder  of  me  i  but  you  are  gone,  farewell ! 

Matheo,  thou  did'st  first  turn  my  soul  black ; 

Now  make  it  white  again.    I  do  protest, 

I'm  pure  as  fire  now,  chaste  as  Cynthia's  breast. 

Hip,  I  durst  be  sworn,  Matheo,  she's  indeed. 

Math,  Coney-catcht !  gulled !— Must  I  sail  in 
your  fly-boat, 
Because  I  helped  to  rear  your  main-mast  first  ? 
Plague  found  you  for't !  Tis  well 
The  cuckold's  stamp  goes  current  in  all  nations ; 


Some  men  have  horns  given  them  at  their  cre^ 

tions. 
If  I  be  one  of  those — why,  so !  it's  better 
To  take  a  common  weneh,  and  make  her  good. 
Than  one  that  simpers,  and,  at  first,  will  scarca 
Be  tempted  fortli  over  the  threshold  door ; 
Yet,  in  one  se  enniglit,  zounds,  turns  arrant  whore. 
Come,  wench,  thou  shall  bo  mine ;  give  me  thy 

goUs," 
We'll  talk  of  legs  hereafter. — See,  my  lord  1 
God  give,  us  joy  ! 

Omnes,  God  give  you  joy ! 

Enter  Cakdido's  Wife  and  George. 

George,  Come,  mistress,  we  are  in  bedlam 
now  :  mass !  and  see,  we  come  in  pudding-time ; 
for  here's  the  duke. 

Wife.  My  husband,  good  my  lord ! 

Duke.  Have  I  thy  husband  ? 

Cast.  It's  Candido,  my  lord ;  he's  here  among 
the  lunatics. — Father  Anselmo,  pray  fetch  him 
forth.  [Exit  Anselmo.] — This  mad  woman  is  his 
wife ;  and,  though  she  were  not  with  child,  yet 
did  she  long,  most  spitefully,  to  have  her  husband 
mad ;  and  because  she  would  be  sure  he  should 
turn  Jew,  she  placed  him  here  in  Bethlem. — 
Yonder  he  comes. 

Enter  Candido  with  Anselmo. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  signior.    Are  you  mad  ? 
Cand,  You  are  not  mad  ? 
Duke,  Why,  I  know  that. 
Cand,  Then  you  may  know  I  am  not  mad,  that 
know 
You  are  not  mad,  and  that  you  are  the  duke. 
None  is  mad  here,  but  one. — How  do  you,  wife  ? 
What  do  you  long  for,  now  ? — pardon,  my  lord ; 
She  had  lost  her  child's  nose  else.    I  did  cut  out 
Pennyworths  of  lawn;  the  lawo  was  yet  mine 

own : 
A  carpet  was  my  gown ;  yet  'twas  mine  own : 
I  wore  my  man's  coat ;  yet  the  cloth  mine  own  : 
Ilad  a  cracked  crown ;  the  crown  was  yet  mine 

own : 
She  says  for  this  I'm  mad ;  were  her  words  true^ 
I  should  be  mad,  indeed.    O,  foolish  skill. 
Is  patience  madness  ?  I'll  be  a  madman  still. 
Wife.  Forgive  me,  and  1*11  vex  your  spirit  no 

more. 
Duke,  Come,  come,  well  have  you  friends. 

Join  hearts,  join  hands. 
Cand,  See,  my  lord,  we  are  even. 
Nay,  rise;  for  ill  deeds  kneel  unto  none  but 
heaven. 
Duke,  Signior,  methioks,  patience  has  laid  on 
you 


*'  /  am  mutton — Sec  Note  69,  p.  552. 

•*  O  braue  Arthur  of  Bradly. — An  allusion  to  the  old  Ballad  of  that  name. 

•'  Qivt  me  rAygoW*.— See  Note  to  The  Mayor  of  Quinborough, 
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Such  heavy  weight,  that  yoa  should  loAih  it, 

Can(L  Loath  it  I 

ihtke.  For  he,  whose  hreast  is  tender,  hlood  so 
cool, 
That  no  wrongs  heat  it,  is  a  patient  fool. 
What  comfort  do  you  find  in  heing  so  calm  ? 

Cand.  That  which  green  wounds  receive  from 
sovereign  balm^ 
Patience,  my  lord  !  Why,  Vis  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  aJi  the  virtue^  'tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods.    The  best  of  men 
That  e*er  wore  earth  about  him,  was  a  sufierer ; 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit : 
The  first  true  gentleman,  that  ever  breathed. 
The  stock  of  patience,  then,  cannot  be  poor; 
All  It  desires  it  has ;  what  monarch  more  ? 
It  is  the  greatest  enemy  to  law 
That  can  be ;  for  it  doth  embrace  all  wrongs. 
And  so  chains  up  lawyers'  and  womcns'  tongues. 
Tis  the  perpetual  prisoner's  liberty. 
His  walks,  and  orchards:  'tis  the  bond-slave's 
freedom; 


And  makes  him  seem  proud  of  each  iron  cbaio^ 
As  though  he  wore  it  more  for  state  than  pain : 
It  is  the  beggar^s  music,  and  thus  sings ; 
Although  their  bodies  beg,  their  souls  are  kings. 
O,  my  dread  liege !  it  is  the  sap  of  bliss; 
Rears  us  aloft,  makes  men  and  angels  kiss; 
And,  last  of  all,  to  end  a  household  strife^ 
It  is  the  honey,  '^nst  a  waspish  wife. 

Duke,  Thou  givest  it  lively  colours :  who  dare 

say 
He's  mad,  whose  words  march  in  so  good  array } 
Twere  sin  all  women  should  such    husbands 

have ; 
For  every  man  must  then  be  his  wife's  slave. 
Come,  therefore,  you  shall  teach  our  court  to 

shine ; 
So  calm  a  spirit  is  worth  a  golden  mine. 
Wives,  with  meek  husbands,  that  to  vex  them 

long. 
In  Bedlam  must  they  dwell;  else  dwell  they 

wrong. 

[Exettnt, 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Duke, 

IIiPoLiTO,  Hatband  to  Infelice^ 

Orlando  Friscobaldo,  Father  to  Bellafrontf 

Matheo,  Htuband  to  Bellqfront, 

Candioo,  the  Patient  Man, 

LoDOVICO, 

BeraldOi 
Carolo^ 

FoNTINELLy. 
ASTOLFO, 

Antonio  Georgio,  a  Poor  Scholar, 

Belcaldo, 

Bryan,  the  Irith  Footman, 


BOTS. 

Bellafront,  the  Honeti  Whore, 

Infelice, 

Candioo's  Bride, 

Miitreu  Horseleach,  A  Bawd, 

Dorothea  Target,  \ 

Penelope  Whorehound,    >  Whoret, 

Catharina  Bountinall,  y 


Vintners,  Constable,  Masters  of  Bridewell, 
dies,  Prentices,  Pages,  and  ^^roants* 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Knter  at  one  Door  Beraldo,  Carolo,  Fonti- 
NELL,  Astolfo,  with  Serving-fnen,  or  Pages, 
attending  on  them  ;  at  another  TJoor  enter  Lo^ 
Dovico,  meeting  them. 

Lod,  Good  day,  gallants. 

Omnes.  Good  morrow,  sweet  Lodovico. 


Lod,  How  do^st  thoo,  Carolo  f 

Car,  Faith,  as  physicians  do  in  a  plague, 
the  world  sick,  and  am  well  myself. 

Font.  Here's  a  sweet  morning,  gentlemen. 

Lod.  Ob,  a  morning  to  tempt  Jore  from  his 
Ningle  Ganimed,  which  is  but  to  give  dairy 
wenches  green  gowns  as  they  are  going  a  milk* 
ing;  what,  is  thy  lord  stirring  yet? 


'  LAngbaine  says,  *'  The  passage  between  the  patient  man  and  his  impatient  wife*B  going  to  fight  for 
the  breeches,  with  the  happy  event,  is  exprest  by  bir  John  Jiarringtoo  in  wene.  See  his  Epigrams  at  the 
end  of  0rUmd9  Furioto,  BooIl  I.  Kpig.  16." 
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Ast.  Tes,  he  will  not  be  horsed  this  hour,  sure. 

Ber.  My  lady  swears  he  shall,  for  she  longs  to 
be  at  court. 

Car.  Oh,  we  shall  ride  switch  and  spur;  would 
we  were  there  once  ! 

Enter  Bryan  the  Footman, 

Lod.  How  now,  is  thy  lord  ready  ? 

Bryan.  No  so  crecs  sa  me,  my  lady  will  have 
some  little  ting  in  her  pelly  first. 

Car.  Oh,  then  they'll  to  breakfast. 

Lod.  Footman,  does  my  lord  ride  i*the  coach 
with  iny  lady,  or  on  horseback  ? 

Brj^an.  No  foot  la,  my  lady  will  have  me  lord 
sheet  wid  her,  my  lord  will  sheet  in  de  one  side, 
and  my  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side.  [Exit. 

Led.  My  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side  !  did  you 
ever  hear  a  rascal  speak  so  like  a  Pagan  ?  Is*t  not 
strange  that  a  fellow  of  his  star,  should  be  seen 
here  so  long  in  Italy,  yet  speak  so  from  a  Chris- 
tian? 

Enter  Antonio  Georgio,  a^poor  Scholar, 

Ast.  An  Irishman  in  Italy !  that  so  strange ! 
why,  the  nation  have  running-heads. 

[Exchange-walk. 

Lod.  Nay,  Carolo,  this  is  more  btrange,  I  have 
been  in  France,  there's  few  of  them  :  marry,  Eng- 
land they  count  a  warm  chimney-corner,  and 
there  they  swarm  like  crickets  to  the  crevice  of  a 
brew-house ;  but,  sir,  in  England  I  have  noted  one 
thing. 

Omnes.  What's  that,  what's  that  of  Enj^Laud? 

Jam!.  Marry  this,  sir; — what's  he  yonder? 

Ber,  A  poor  fellow  would  speak  with  my  lord. 

Lod.  IiT  England,  sir,  troth  I  ever  laugh  when 
I  think  oii't :  to  see  a  whole  nation  should  be 
marked  i'the  foreliead,  as  a  man  may  say,  with 
one  iron :  why,  sir,  there  all  coster-mongers  "*  are 
Irishmen. 

Car.  Oh,  that's  to  shew  their  antiquity,  as 
coming  from  Eve,  who  was  an  apple-wife,  and 
they  take  after  the  mother. 

Omnet   Good,  good,  ha,  ha. 

Xo(/.  Why,  then,  should  all  your  chimney- 
sweepers likewise  be  Irishmen  ?  answer  that  now; 
come,  your  wit. 

Car,  Faith,  that's  soon  answered ;  for  St  Pa- 
trick, ^  you  know,  keeps  pulsatory ;  he  makes  the 
£re,  and  his  countrymen  could  do  nothing,  if 
thev  cannot  sweep  the  chimnieb. 

Omnes,  Good  again. 

Lod.  Then,  sir,  have  you  man^  of  them,  (like 
this  fellow)  especially  those  of  his  hair,  footmen 
to  noblemen  and  others,  and  the  knaves  are  very 


faithful  where  they  love ;  by  my  faith  very  pro- 
per men  many  of  them,  and  as  active  as  the 
clouds,  whirr,  hah. 

Omnes.  Are  they  so  ? 

Lod.  And  stout !  exceeding  stout ;  why,  I  war- 
rant, this  precious  wild  villain,  if  he  were  put  to't, 
would  fight  more  desperately  than  sixteen  Dun- 
kerks. 

Ast.  Tlie  women  they  say  are  very  fair  ? 

Lod.  No,  no,  our  country  bona  robaes;  oh! 
are  the  sugrest  delicious  rogues  ! 

Ast.  OlC  look,  he  has  a  feline  of  them. 

Lod,  Not  I,  I  protest.  Tliere  s  a  saying  when 
they  commend  nations :  it  goes  the  Irishman  for 
his  hand,  Welshman  for  a  leg,  the  Englishman  for 
a  face,  the  Dutchman  for  beard. 

Font.  1  i^ith,  they  may  make  swabbers  of  them. 

Lod.  The  Spaniard,  let  me  see,  for  a  little  foot, 
I  take  it;  the  Frenchman,  what  a  pox  hath  he? 
and  so  of  the  rest.  Are  they  at  breakfast  yet? 
come  walk. 

Ast,  This,  Lodovico,  is  a  notable-tongued  fel- 
low. 

Font.  Discourses  well. 

Ber,  And  a  very  honest  gentleman. 

Ast,  Oh  !  he's  well  valued  by  my  lord. 

Enter  Bellafront  with  a  Petition. 

Font.  How  now,  how  now,  whai's  she  ? 

Ber,  Let's  make  towards  her. 

Bel,  Will  it  be  long,  sir,  ere  my  lord  come  forth? 

Ast,  Would  you  speak  with  my  lord  ? 

Lod.  How  now,  what's  this,  a  nurse's  bill  ?  bath 
any  here  got  thee  with  child,  and  now  will  nut 
keep  it  ? 

Bel,  No,  sir,  my  business  is  unto  my  lord. 

Lod,  He's  about  his  own  wife  now,  hell  hard- 
ly dispatch  two  causes  in  a  morning. 

Ast.  No  matter  what  he  says,  fair  lady ;  he's  a 
knight,  there's  no  hold  to  be  taken  at  his  word«. 

Font.  My  lord  will  pass  this  way  presently. 

Ber.  A  preity  plump  rogue. 

Ast.  A  good  lusty  bouncing  baggage. 

Ber,  Do  you  know  her? 

Lod,  A  pox  on  her,  1  was  sure  her  name  was  in 
my  table-book  ^  once,  I  know  not  of  what  cut  ber 
die  is  now,  but  she  has  been  more  common  than 
tobacco :  this  is  she  that  hud  the  uame  of  the  Ho- 
nest Whore. 

Omnes.  Is  this  she  ? 

Lod,  This  is  the  blackamore  that  by  washing 
was  turned  white :  this  is  the  birdinc;  pieoe  new 
scoured :  this  is  she  that,  if  any  of  her  religioa 
can  be  saved,  was  saved  by  my  lord  Hipolito. 

Ast,  She  has  been  a  goodly  creature. 


*  Cofffr-mon^erf.^Sellers  of  apples. 
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Lod.  She  has  been !  that's  the  epitaph  of  all 
whores.  I'm  well  acquainted  with  tne  poor  gen- 
tleman her  husband ;  lord !  what  fortunes  that 
man  has  over-reached !  She  knows  not  me,  yet  I 
have  been  in  her  company.  I  scarce  know  her, 
for  the  beauty  of  her  c^eek  hath,  like  the  moon, 
suffered  stranf^  eclipses  since  1  beheld  it  i  but 
women  are  like  medlars^  no  sooner  ripe  but  rot- 
ten. 

A  moman  last  was  made,  b«it  is  spent  first, 
Yet  man  is  oft  proved  in  performance  worst 

Omnet.  My  lord  is  come. 

Enter  Hipolito,  Infelice,  and  two  Waiting 

Women, 

Hip,  We  have  wasted  half  this  morning :  mor- 
row, Lodof  ico. 

Lod,  Morrow,  madam. 

Hip,  Let's  away  to  horse. 

Onifies,  Aye,  aye,  to  horse,  to  horse. 

BeL  I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  let  your  eye 
read  o'er  this  wretched  paper. 

Hip,  I'm  in  haste;  pray  thee,  good  woman, 
take  some  apter  time. 

Inf,  Good  woman,  do. 

BeL  Oh 'las!  it  does  concern  a  poor  man's  life. 

Hip.  Life !  sweet  heart?  Seat  yourself,  I'll  but 
read  this  and  come. 

Lod.  What  stockings  have  you  put  on  this 
morning,  madam  ?  if  they  be  not  yellow, '  change 
them ;  that  paper  is  a  letter  from  some  wench  to 
your  husband. 

Inf,  Oh,  sir,  that  cannot  make  me  jealous. 

[Ejteunt, 

Hip.  Your  business,  sir,  to  me  ? 

Jnt.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Hip,  Presently,  sir. — Are  you  Matheo's  wife  ? 

JBel,  That  most  unfortunate  woman. 

Hip.  I'm  sorry  these  storms  are  fallen  on  him ; 
I  love  Matheo, 
And  any  good  shall  do  him ;  he  and  I 
Have  seated  two  bonds  of  friendship,  which  are 

strong 
In  me,  however  fortune  does  him  wrong ; 
He  speaks  here  he's  condemned.    Is't  so  ? 

BeL  Too  true. 

Hip,  What  was  he  whom  he  killed  ?  oh,  his 
name  s  here ;  old  Jacomo,  son  to  the  Florentine 
Jacomo,  a  dog,  that,  to  meet  profit,  would  to  the 
Tery  eye-lids  wade  in  blood  o\'  his  own  children. 
Tell  Matheo,  the  duke  my  father  hardly  shall  de- 
ny his  signed  pardon ;  'twas  fair  fight,  yes,  if  ru- 
mour's tongue  go  true, — so  writes  he  here. 
To-morrow  morning  I  return  from  court, 
Pray  be  you  here  then.  I'll  have  done,  sir,  straight : 
But  in  troth  say,  are  yon  Matheo's  wife  ? 
Yoa  have  forgot  me. 


BeL  No,  my  lord. 

Hip,  Your  turner. 
That  made  you  smooth  to  run  an  even  bias. 
You  know  I  loved  you  when  your  very  soul 
Was  full  of  discord  :  art  not  a  good  wench  still  ? 

BeL  Umph,  when  I  had  lost  my  way  to  heaven, 
you  shewed  it :  I  was  new  bom  that  day. 

Enter  LoDovica 

Lod,  'Sfoot,  my  lord,  your  lady  asks  if  you  have 
not  left  your  wench  yet  ?  When  you  get  in  once, 
you  never  have  done :  come,  come,  come,  pay 
your  old  score,  and  send  her  packing,  come. 

Hip.  Ride  softly  on  before,  I'll  overtake  you. 

Lod.  Your  lady  swears  she^ll  have  no  riding  on 
before,  without  ye. 

Hip.  Pr'ythee,  good  Lodovico. 

Lod,  My  lord,  pray  hasten. 

Hip.  I  come :— to-morrow  let  me  see  you,  fare 
you  well :  commend  me  to  Matheo.  Pray,  one 
word  more :  Does  not  your  father  live  about  the 
court? 

BeL  I  think  he  does,  but  such  rude  spots  of 
shame 
Stick  on  my  cheek,  that  he  scarce  knows  my  name. 

Hip,  Orlando  Friscobaldo,  is't  not  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  What  does  he  for  you  ? 

BeL  All  he  should :  when  children 
From  duty  8tart,  parents  from  love  may  swerve : 
He  nothing  does,  for  nothing  I  deserve. 

Hip.  Shall  I  join  him  unto  you,  and  restore  you 
to  wonted  grace  ? 

BeL  It  is  impossible.        [Exit  Bellafront. 

Hm,  It  shall  be  put  to  trial ;  fare  you  well : 
The  face  I  would  not  look  on !  sure  then  'twas 

rare. 
When  in  despite  of  grief,  'tis  still  thus  fair. — 
Now,  sir,  your  business  with  me. 

Ant,  I  am  bold  to  express  my  love  and  duty  to 
your  lordship  in  these  few  leaves. 

Hip.  A  book! 

Ant.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Htp,  Are  you  a  scholar  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  my  loni,  a  poor  one. 

Hip,  ^r,  you  honour  me. 
Ejngs  may  be  scholarsf  patrons;  but  faith  tell  me^ 
To  how  many  hands  besides  hath  this  bird  flown ; 
How  manv  partners  share  with  me  ? 

Ant,  Not  one  in  troth,  not  one :  your  name  I 
held  more  dear ; 
Tm  not,  my  lord,  of  that  low  character. 

Hip,  Your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Ant.  Antonio  Georgio. 

Hip.  Of  Milan? 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord 
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Hip,  ni  borrow  leave 
To  read  you  o*er,  and  then  we'll  talk ;  till  then 
Driuk  up  this  gold ;  good  wits  should  loTe  good 

wine : 
This  of  your  loveS|  the  earnest  that  of  mine. — 
How  now,  sir,  where's  your  lady  ?  not  gone  yet  ? 

Enter  Bryan. 

Bryan,  I  fait  di  lady  is  run  away  from  dee 
a  mighty  deal  of  ground ;  she  sent  me  back  for 
dine  own  sweet  face ;  I  pray  dee  come,  my  lord, 
away, — wut  tow  go  now  ? 

Hip,  Is  the  coach  gone  ? 
Saddle  my  horse,  the  sorel. 

Bryan,  A  pox  a  de  horse's  nose,  be  is  a  lousy 
rascally  fellow ;  when  I  came  to  gird  his  belly, 
his  scurvy  guts  rumbled,  di  borse  farted  in  my 
face,  and  dow  knowest  an  Irishman  cannot  abide 
a  fart;  but  I  have  saddled  de  hobby-horse,  di 
fine  hubby  is  ready :  I  pray  dee,  my  good  sweet 
lord,  wit  tow  go  now,  and  f  will  run  to  de  devil 
before  dee  ? 

Hip,  Well,  sir.— I  pray  let's  see  you,  master 
scholar. 

Bryan.  Come,  I  pray  dee,  wut  come,  sweet 
face?  Go.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lodovico,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Beraloo. 

Lod,  Godso,  gentlemen,  what  do  we  forget  ? 

Omnet,  What? 

Lod,  Are  not  we  all  enjoined  as  this  day, 
Thursday,  is*t  not  ?  Aye,  as  that  day  to  be  at  the 
linen-draper's  house  at  dinner? 

Car,  Smnior  Candido,  the  patient  man. 

Ast,  Afore  Jove,  true,  upon  this  day  he's  mar^ 
ricd. 

Ber,  I  wonder,  that  being  so  stung  with  a  wasp 
before,  he  dares  venture  again  to  come  about  the 
eaves  amongst  bees. 

Lod.  Oh  'tis  rare  sucking  a  sweet  honey-comb ; 
pray  heaven  his  old  wife  be  buried  deep  enough, 
that  she  rise  not  up  to  call  for  tier  dance  !  'Hie 
poor  6ddlers  instruments  would  crack  for  it,  she'd 
tickle  them  :  at  any  hand,  lets  try  what  mettle  is 
in  his  new  bride ;  if  there  be  none,  we'll  put  in 
some.  Troth  it's  a  very  noble  citizen,  I  pity  he 
should  marry  again:  111  walk  along,  for  it  is  a 
good  old  fellow. 

Car,  1  warrant,  the  wives  of  Millan  would  give 
any  fellow  twenty  thousand  dockets,  that  could 
but  have  the  face  to  beg  of  the  duke,  that  all  the 
citizens  in  Millan  might  be  bound  to  the  peace  of 
patience,  as  the  linen-draper  is. 

Lod,  Ob  fie  upon*r,  'twould  undo  all  us  that 
are  courtiers ;  we  should  have  no  hoe  ^  with  the 
wenches  then. 


Enter  Hipolito. 

Omnes,  My  lord's  come. 
Hip.  How  now,  what  newt  ? 
Omnei,  None. 

Lod,  Your  lady  is  with  the  duke  her  fidier. 
Hip,  And  we'll  to  them  both  presently.  Wbo'l 
that? 

Enter  Orlando  Friscobaldo. 

Omnet.  Signior  Friscobaldo. 

Hip.  Friscobaldo,  oh !  pray  call  him,  and  leire 
me ;  we  two  have  business. 

Car,  Ho  Signior !  Signior  Friscobaldo. 
The  lord  Hipolito.  [Exemt. 

Orl,  My  noble  lord !  my  lord  Hipolito !  die 
duke's  son !  his  brave  daughter's  brave  husband ! 
how  does  your  honour'd  lordship  ?  does  your  no- 
bility remember  so  poor  a  gentleman  as  Signior 
Orlando  Friscobaldo  !  old  mad  Orlando  ! 

Hip.  Oh,  sir,  our  friends !  they  ought  to  be 
unto  us  as  our  jewels,  as  dearly  valued,  being 
locked  up,  and  unseen,  as  when  we  wear  them  in 
our  hands.  I  bee,  Friscobaldo,  age  hath  not  com- 
mand of  your  blood ;  for  all  time's  sickle  hath  gone 
over  you,  you  are  Cfrlando  still. 

OrL  Why,  my  lord,  are  not  the  fields  mmva 
and  cut  down,  and  stript  bare,  and  yet  wear  they 
not  pied  coats  again  ?  though  my  head  be  like  a 
leek,  white,  may  not  my  heart  be'  like  the  blade, 
green? 

Hip,  Scarce  can  I  read  the  stories  on  your 
brow, 
Which  age  hath  writ  there;  you  look  youthful 
still. 

OrL  I  eat  snakes,  my  lord,  I  eat  snakes. 
My  heart  shall  never  have  a  wrinkle  io  it,  so  king 

as  I  can  cr;|r 
Hem  with  a  clear  voice. 

Hip,  You  are  the  happier  man,  sir. 

OrL  Happy  man !  I'll  give  you,  ray  lord,  tbc 
true  picture  of  a  happy  man ;  I  was  turning  leaves 
over  thisi  morning,  and  found  it ;  an  excellent  Ita- 
lian painter  drew  it;  if  I  have' it  in  the  right  co- 
lours, I'll  bestow  it  on  your  lordship. 

Hip,  I  stay  for  it 

OrL  He  that  makes  gold  his  wife,  hot  not  bis 
whore. 
He  that  at  noon-day  walks  by  a  prison  door, 
He  that  i'the  sun  is  neither  beam  nor  moat. 
He  that's  not  mad  after  a  petticoat. 
He  for  whom  poor  mens*  curses  dig  no  grave. 
He  that  is  neither  lord's  nor  lawyers  slave. 
He  that  makes  this  his  sea,  and  that  his  shore. 
He  that  in's  co£Bn  is  richer  than  before. 
He  that  counts  youth  his  sword,  and  age  hisstaJ^ 
He  whose  right  band  carves  his  own  epitaph, 
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He  that  upon  his  deathbed  is  a  swan, 
And  dead,  no  crow,  be  is  a  happy  roan. 

Hip.  It's  very  well ;  I  thank  you  for  this  pic- 
ture. 

OrL  After  this  picture^  my  brd,  do  I  strive  to 
have  my  face  drawn : 
For  1  am  not  covetoosy 
Am  not  in  debt, 
Sit  neither  at  the  duke's  side^ 
Nor  lie  at  his  feet 

Wenching  and  I  have  done;  no  man  I  wrong. 
No  man  I  fear,  i^o  man  I  fee. 
J  take  heed  how  far  I  walk,  because  I  know  yon- 

dcrs  my  home, 
I  would  not  die  like  a  rich  man,  to  carry  nothing 

away  save  a  winding  sheet : 
But  like  a  good  man,  to  leave  Orlando  behind  me. 
I  sowed  leaves  in  my  youth,  and  I  reap  now 

books  in  my  age. 
I  fill  this  hand,  and  empty  this;  and  when  the 
bell  shall  toll  for  me,  if  1  prove  a  swan,  and  go 
singing  to  my  nest,  why  so : 
If  a  crow !  throw  me  out  for  carrion,  and  pick 

out  mine  eyes. 
May  not  old  Friscobaldo,  my  lord,  be  merry  now ! 
ha? 

Hip,  You  mav ;  would  I  were  partner  in  your 
mirth  f 

OrL  J  have  a  little,  have  all  things ; 
I  have  nothing ;  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  no  child, 
have  no  chick,  and  why  should  not  1  be  in  my  jo- 
cundare  ? 

Hip,  Is  your  wife  then  departed  ? 

OrL  She's  an  old  dweller  in  those  high  coon- 
tries,  yet  not  from  me :  Here,  she's  here;  but  be- 
fore me,  when  a  knave  and  a  quean  are  married, 
they  commonly  walk  like  Serjeants  together;  but 
a  good  couple  are  seldom  parted. 

Hip,  You  had  a  daughter  too,  sir,  had  you  not  ? 

OrL  Oh,  my  lord !  this  old  tree  had  one  branch, 
and  but  one  branch  growing  out  of  it:  it  was 
young,  it  was  fair,  it  was  straight;  I  prun'd  it 
daily*  drest  it  carefully,  kept  it  from  tne  wind, 
help'd  it  to  the  sun ;  yet  for  all  my  skill  in  plant- 
ing, it  grew  crooked,  it  bore  crabs ;  I  hewed  it 
down ; — what's  become  of  it,  I  neither  know,  nor 
care. 

Hip,  Then  can  I  tell  you  what^s  become  of  it ; 
That  branch  is  wither'd. 

OrL  So  'twas  long  ago. 

Hip.  Her  name,  I  think,  was  Bellafront ;  she's 
dead. 

OrL  Ha !  dead  I 

Hip.  Yes,  what  of  her  was  left,  not  worth  the 
keeping. 
Even  in  my  sight  was  thro^vn  into  a  grave. 

OrL  Dead !  my  last  and  best  peace  go  with 
her !  I  see  death's  a  good  trencherman,  he  ca^ 
eat  coarse  homely  meat,  as  well  as  the  daintiest. 

Hip^  Why,  Friscobaldo,  was  she  homely  ? 

OrL  O,  my  lord !  a  strumpet  is  qn^  of  the  de- 
vil's vines ;  all  the  sias,  like  so  many  polesi  are 


stuck  upright  out  of  hell,  to  be  her  props,  that 
she  may  spread  upon  them:  And,  when  she's 
ripe,  every  slave  has  a  pull  at  her,  then  must  she 
be  prest  The  young  beautiful  grape  sets  the 
teeth  of  lust  on  edge;  yet  to  taste  that  lickrish 
wine,  is  to  drink  a  man's  own  damnation.  Is  she 
dead? 

Hip.  She's  turned  to  earth. 

OrL  Would  she  were  turned  to  heaven ;  umh, 
is  she  dead !  I  am  glad  the  world  has  lost  one  of 
his  idols ;  no  whoremonger  will  at  midnight  beat 
at  the  doors ;  in  her  grave  sleep  all  my  shame, 
and  her  own ;  and  aU  my  sorrows,  and  all  her 
sins. 

Hip.  I'm  glad  you  are  wax,  not  marble ;  you 
are  made 
Of  man's  best  temper ;  there  are  now  good  hopes 
That  all  these  lieaps  of  ice  about  your  heart. 
By  which  a  father's  love  was  frozen  up. 
Are  thawed  in  these  sweet  showers  fetch'd  from 

your  eye: 
We  are  ne'er  like  angels  till  our  passion  dies. 
She  is  not  dead,  but  lives  under  worse  fate, 
I  think  she's  poor;  and,  more  to  clip  her  wings, 
Her  husband  at  this  hour  lies  in  the  jail, 
For  killing  of  a  man ;  to  save  his  blood. 
Join  all  your  force  with  mine:   mine  shall  be 

shown ; 
The  getting  of  his  life  preserves  your  own. 

OrL  In  my  daughter  you  will  say !  'does  she 

live  then  ? 

I  am  sorry  I  wasted  tears  upon  a  harlot !  but  the 

best  is,  I  have  a  kandkercher  to  drink  them  up, 

soap  can  wash  them  all  out  again.    Is  slie  poor  ? 

Hip.  Trust  roe,  I  think  she  is. 

OrL  Then  she's  a  right  strumpet.  I  never  knew 
any  of  their  trade  rich  two  years  together ;  sieves 
can  hold  no  water,  nor  harlots  hoara  up  money ; 
they  have  many  vents,  too  many  sluices  to  let  it 
out ;  taverns,  tailors,  bawds,  panders,  fiddlers, 
swaggerers,  fools,  and  knaves,  do  all  wait  upon  a 
common  barlot^s  trencher :  she  is  the  gallypot  to 
which  these  drones  fly  :  not  for  love  to  tlie  pot, 
but  ftir  the  sweet  sucket  within  it,  her  money, 
her  money. 

Hip.  I  almost  dare  pawn  my  word,  her  bosom 
gives  warmth  to  no  such  snakes ;  when  did  ygu 
see  her  ? 

OrL  Not  seventeen  summers. 
,  Hip.  Is  your  hate  so  old  ?  . 

OrL  Older;  it  has  a  white  head. 
And  shall  never  die  till  she  be  buried ; 
Her  wrongs  shall  be  my  bed-fellow. 

Hip.  Work  yet  his  life,  since  in  it  lives  her 
fame. 

OrL  No,  let  hin;i  hang,  and  half  her  infamy 
departs  out  of  the  world ;  I  hate  him  for  her ;  hq 
taught  her  ^rst  to  taste  poison ;  I  hate  her  for 
herself,  because  she  refused  my  physic. 

If/p.  Nay,  but  Friscobaldo. 

OrL  I  detest  her,  I  defy  both,  she's  not  mae^ 
she's  — 
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Hip.  Hear  Iser  Imt  speak. 
'  Orl.  I  love  DO  mermaidfl^  Fll  not  be  caught 
with  a  qoai^upe. 

Htp.  YoaVe  now  beyond  «U  reasoo. 

OrL  I  am  then  a  beast.  Sir,  I  had  rather  be 
a  beast,  and  not  dishonour  my  creatbn,  than  be 
a  doting  father,  and,  like  time,  be  the  deatructioD 
of  mine  own  brood. 

Hip.  Is't  dotage  to  relieve  your  child  being 
poor? 

OrL  Is*t  fit  for  an  old  man  to  keep  a  whore  f 

Hip.  Tis  charity  too. 

OrL  'Tis  foolery ;  relieve  her  I 
Were  her  cold  limbs  stretcht  out  upon  a  bier, 
I  would  not  tell  this  dirt  under  my  nails, 
To  buy  her  an  hour's  breath,  nor  give  this  hair, 
Unless  it  were  to  choke  her. 

Hip,  Fare  you  well,forI'll  trouble  you  nomore. 

[Exit. 

Orl.  And  fare  you  well,  sir,  go  thy  ways ;  we 
have  few  lords  of  thy  making,  that  love  wenches 
for  their  honesty. — ^'Las,  my  girl !  art  thou  poor? 
poverty  dwells  next  door  to  despair,  there  s  but 
a  wall  between  them ;  desrair  is  one  of  hell's 
catch-poles;  and  lest  that  Devil  arrest  her,  I'll 
to  her,  yet  she  shall  not  know  me ;  she  shall 
drink  of  my  wealth,  as  beggars  do  of  running 
water,  freely,  yet  never  know  from  what  foun- 
tain's head  it  flows.  Shall  a  silly  bird  pick  her 
own  breast  to  nourish  her  young  ones,  and  can  a 
father  see  his  child  starve  ?  that  were  hard ;  the 
pelican  ^  does  it,  and  shall  not  I  ?  Yes,  I  will 
victual  the  camp  for  her»  but  it  shall  be  by  some 
stratagem.  That  knave  there  her  husband  will  be 
hanged  I  fear;  Dl  keep  his  neck  out  of  the  noose 
if  I  can,  he  shall  not  know  how. 

Enter  two  Serving'fnen, 

OrL  How  now,  knaves,  whither  wander  you  ? 
1  Serving-man.  T^  seek  your  worship. 
OrL  Stay,  which  of  you  has  my  purse  ?  what 
money  have  you  about  you  ? 


I 


2  Seromg^mm.  Some  fifteen  or  ftinteed  poonds, 
sir. 

OrL  Give  it  me,  I  think 'I  have' some  gold 
about  me;  yes,  it*s  well;  leave  my  lodging  at 
court,  and  get  you  home.  Come,  sir,  thoo^  I 
never  tum^  any  man  out  of  doors,  yet  IMl  be 
so  liold  as  to  pull  your  coat  over  your  ears. 

1  Serving-man.  What  do  you  noeati  to  do,  sir  ? 
OrL  Hold  thy  tongue,  knave,   take  then  my 

cloak ;  I  hope  I  play  net  the  paltry  merchant  in 
this  bartering.  Bid  the  steward  of  my  house  sleep 
with  open  eyes  in  my  absence,  and  to  look  to  ah 
things,  whatsoever  I  command  by  letters  to  be 
done  by  you,  see  it  done.    So,  does  it  fit  well  ? 

2  Suving-man,  As  if  it  were  made  for  your 
worship. 

OrL  You  proud  varlets,  you  need  not  be  asha- 
med to  wear  blue  ^,  when  your  master  is  one  of 
your  fellows ;  away,  do  not  see  me. 

BatA.  This  is  excellent.  [Exenlt. 

OrL  1  should  pat  on  a  worse  suit  too ;  per- 
haps I  will. 
My  vizard  is  on ;  now  to  this  mask.  Say  I  should 
shave  off  this  honour  of  an  old  omn,  or  tie  it  up 
shorter ;  well,  I  will  spoil  a  sood  ftioe  for  oooe. 
My  beard  being  o%  how  should  I  look  ?  even 

like 
A  winter  cuckoo,  or  unfeathered  owl ; 
Yet  better  lose  tliis  hair,  then  ioee  her  soul. 

[EiU. 

Enter  Candido,  Lodovico,  aiu^Caaolo.  A5- 
TOLFo,  other  Guests,  and  Beidx  with  Preit- 
tices. 

Can.  O  gentlemen,  so  late  ?  you're  very  wd« 
oome,  pray  sit  down. 

Lod.  Carolo,  did'st  ere  see  such  a  nest  of  caps? 

Ast.  Methinks 
It's  a  most  civil  and  mott  comely  sight 

Lod.  What  does  he  i'the  middle  feok  like? 

Ast.  Troth,  Kke  a  spire>steeple  in  a  coootry 
village,  ovei^peering  so  many  tbatch't  houses. 


7  Tke  pelican  does  it. — The  yoimg  pelican  is  fabled  to  sock  the  mother's  blood.    For  that  reasoo,  Kiif 
Lear  calls  bis  daughters  pelican  daughten, 
AgaiD,  Shirley's  Love  in  a  Maze,  1632 : 


«( 


The  pelican  loves  not  her  young  so  well. 
That  digs  upon  her  breast  a  hundred  springs. 


(» 


See  Shakespeare,  vol.  ix.  p.  406.  edit.  1778. 

*  To  wear  blue-^The  habit  of  servants  at  the  time* 

Dekkar*8  Bel-man  of  London,  Sign.  H  :  **  But  the  gnest  beiqg  departed  from  his  Inne  to  the  towBC,tr 
into  the  faire,  backe  comes  this  counterfeit  blem  coate,  numiag  in  aU  haste  for  his  maister's  doke  bi|, 
or  portmanteau,*'  &c. 

Dekkar's  Bel-man'e  Night  waVtes,  Sign.  E  S :  *<— The  other  act  their  parU  in  bhw  coaTet,  as  they  were 
their  serving-men,  though  indeed  they  be  all  fellowes.** 

TAe  Curtain  Drawer  of  the  World,  1619,  p.  2.  <*  Not  a  8ervh|g-mati  dare  appeare  in  a  hUte  coat,  aotbe- 
canse  it  Is  the  livery  of  charity,  but  Iqist  he  should  be  thooght  a  retainer  to  their  enemy.*' 
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Lod,  Itfs  xzAutt  a  iMg  pik6-fttiff  against  so 
maay^  bucklers  without  piKes;  thev  sit  for  all 
the  world  like  a  pair  of  organs,  and  he*s  the  tall 
great  ruarinc  pipe  in  the  midst* 

Att.  Ua»ha,ha,ha. 

Cwn.  What's  that  yon  Uuigb  at,  sigpiiors  ? 

A»i.  Troth,  shall  X  tell  jfou  ?  and  aloud 
tellk; — 

We  laagh  to  see  (jet  laugh  we  not  in  acora) 
Aoionpt  so  many  caps  that  long  hat  worn. 

Ijod,  Mine  is  as  tall  a  lelt  as  any  is  this  day  in 
Millan,  and  there  ore  I  love  it,  for  the  block  was 
deft  out  lor  my  head,  and  fits  me  to  a  hair. 

Can.  indeed  you  are  good  observers,  it  shews 
strange 
Bat,  gentlemen,  I  pray  neither  contemn, 
Nor  yet  deride  a  avil  ornament ; 
I  coald  build  so  much  in  the  round  cap's  praise. 
That  love  this  high  roof,  I  this  flat  would  raise. 

Lod.  Pr'ythee,  sweet  bridegroom,  do't 

Cam,  So  all  tiiese  guests  will  pardon  me,  111 
do't 

Omnei.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Can,  Thus  then  in  the  cap's  honour ; 
To  every  sex  and  state,  both  nature,  time. 
The  countries'  laws,  yea,  and  the  very  clime^ 
Do  allot  distinct  habits ;  the  spruce  courtier 
'^  Jets  up  and  down  in  silk ;  the  warrior 
Marches  in  buff,  the  clown  plods  on  in  gray : 
But  for  these  upper  garments  thus  I  say, 
The  seaman  has  his  cap,  pared  without  brim. 
The  gallant's  head  is  feathered,  that  fits  him ; 
The  soldier  has  his  murrion, "  women  have  tires; 
Beasts  have  their  head-pieces,  and  men  tiave 
theirs. 

Lod,  Proceed. 

Can,  Each  degree  has  his  fashion ;  it's  fit  then. 
One  should  be  laid  by  for  the  cititen. 
And  that's  the  cap  which  you  see  swells  not  high. 
For  caps  ate  emblems  of  humility ; 
It  is  a  dtixen's  badge,  and  first  was  worn 


By  the  Somant;  '*  for  when  Any  bondman's 

turn 
Came  to  be  made  a  freeman,  thtis  'twas  said, 
lie  to  the  CM>  was  called ;  that  is,  was  made 
Of  Rome  a  treeman,  bat  was  first  close  shorn. 
And  so  a  citicen's  hair  is  still  short  worn. 

Lod,  That  close  shaving  made  barbers  a  com* 

And  now  every  atiaen  uses  it. 

Can,  Of  geometric  figures  the  most  rare. 
And  perfectest,  are  the  circle  and  the  square ; 
The  du  and  the  school  much  build  upon 
These  figures,  for  both  love  proportion. 
The  city-cap  is  round,  the  scholw  square. 
To  shew  that  government  and  learning  are 
The  perfeccest  limbs  i'the  body  of  a  state ; 
For  without  them,  all's  disproportionate. 
If  the  cap  had  no  honour,  this  might  rear  it^ 
The  reverend  Fathers  of  the  law  do  wear  it. 
It's  light  for  summer,  and  in  ooid  it  sits 
Close  to  the  scull,  a  warm  house  for  the  wits; 
It  shews  the  whole  face  boldly,  'tis  not  made 
As  if  a  man  to  look  on't  were  afraid ; 
Nor  like  a  draper's  shop  with  broad  dark  shed. 
For  he's  no  atizen  that  hides  his  head. 
Flat  caps  as  proper  are  to  city  powns, 
As  to  armours  helmets,  or  to  kmgs  their  crowns. 
Let  then  the  dty-cap  by  none  be  scom'd, 
Since  with  it  pnnces'  heads  Imve  been  adom'd; 
If  more  the  round  cap^s  honour  you  would  know, 
How  would  this  long  gown  with  the  steeple 
show  ? 

Omnei.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  most  vile,  most  ugly. 

Can.  Pray,  sigaior,' pardon  me^  'twas  done  in 


the 


A  cup  of  claret  wine  there. 
1  Prea.  Wine;  yes  forsooth,  wine  for 

bride. 
Car.  You  have  well  set  out  the  cap,  sir. 
Lod.  Nay,  that's  flat. 
Cor.  A  health. 


9  Bucklers  without  pikes.^Tbe  ancient  hmckUn  had  a  prominent  fpifte,  and  sometimes  a  pUtol  in  the 
centre  of  tbenu  If  my  memory  docs  not  fiul  me,  specimem  of  both  kinds  may  be  seen  in  the  Tower  of 
London  -^. 

■^  JtU  up  and  down. — See  Note  83  Co  Edward' JL  p.  107. 

"  Murrion, — A  head  piece  or  cap  of  steel.    So,  in  Pkilaiier^  vol.  I.  p.  183.  edit  1178. 

*'  Thus  do  we  chip  our  musty  miirr/onj  on. 
And  trace  the  streets  io  terror.*' 

**  For  when  a  bondman^i  fitm,  jfc. — **  The  ceremony  of  manamlssion  was  tbos  performed  :  the  slave 
was  brought  before  the  Consul,  and  in  after  times  before  the  Pnetor,  by  his  master,  who,  laying  his  hand 
upon  his  servant's  head,  said  to  the  Prsetor,  Hune  hominem  liberum  cue  ooio,  and  with  that,  let  him  go  out 
of  his  hand,  which ^hey  termed  etnanu  emitterc.  Then  the  l^vtor  laying  a  rod  upon  his  head,  called  Fin* 
dUia,  said,  Dico  eum  liberum  tne  more  Quiritum,    Hence  PenUu, 

**  Vindicta  postquam  meas  a  Prsstore  recessL 

After  this,  the  LicCor,  taking  the  rod  out  of  the  Pnetor^s  hand,  struck  the  servant  several  blows  on  the 
head,  face,  and  back ;  and  nothing  now  remained  but  piUo  donari^  to  receive  a  cap  in  token  ofuiertg^  and 
to  have  his  name  entered  In  the  common  Roll  of  !•  reemen,  with  the  reason  of  his  obtainiQg  tliat  fmvour.** 
Kennet's  Roman  Jntifuities,  p.  100.    I^ec  also  Addison's  Dialogua  on  Jncknt  MedaU,  p.  07.  edit.  1709. 
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Xoi.  Since  his  ca|/s  rouDd,  that  shall  go  roand. 
'^  Be  bare ; 

For  in  the  cap's  praise  all  ofjoa  have  share. 

VTht  Brtde  hits  the  Prentice  on  the  Up$. 

Lod,  The  Bride's  at  cufis. 

Can.  Oh,  peace  I  pray  thee,  thus  far  o£FI  stand, 
I  spied  the  error  of  my  servants. 
Slie  called  for  cbiret,  and  you  filled  oat  sack ; 
That  cup  give  me,  'tis  for  an  old  man's  back, 
And  not  for  hers.   Indeed  'twas  but  mistaken. 
Ask  all  these  else. 

Omnes.  No  faith,  'twas  but  mistaken. 

1  Pren.  Nay,  she  took  it  right  enough. 

Call.  Good  Luke,  reach  her  that  glass  of  claret 
Here,  Mibtress  Bride,  pledge  me  tl^re. 

Bride.  Now  I'll  none.  [Esit  Bride. 

Can.  How  now  ? 

Lod,  Look  what  your  mistress  ails. 

1  Pren,  Nothing,  sir,  but  about  filling  a  wrong 
glass,  a  scurvy-trick. 

Con,  I  pray  you  hold  your  tongue^  my  servant 
there 
Tells  me  she  is  not  well. 

Omnes.  Step  to  her,  step  to  her. 

Lod.  A  word  with  vou :  do  you  hear  ?  This 
wench  (your  new  wife;  will  take  you  down  in 
vour  wedding-shoes,  unless  you  hang  her  up  in 
her  wedding-garters. 

Can.  How,  hang  her  in  her  ^rters? 

Lod.  Will  jrou  be  a  tame  pigeon  still  ?  shall 
your  back  be  like  a  tortoise-shell,  to  let  carts  go 
over  it,  yet  not  to  break  ?  This  she-cat  will  have 
more  lives  than  your  last  puss  had,  and  will 
scratch  worse,  and  mouze  you  worse ;  look  to't. 

Can.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 

Lod.  What  would  1  have  you  do  ?  Swear,  swag- 
ger, brawl,  fling;  for  fightuig  it's  no  matter,  we 
have  had  knocking  pusses  enow  already;  you 
know,  that  a  woman  was  made  of  the  nb  of  a 
man,  and  that  rib  was  crooked.  The  moral  of 
which  is,  that  a  man  must  from  his  beginning  be 
crooked  tu  his  wife;  be  you  like  an  orange  to 
her,  let  h^r  cut  yuu  never  so  fair,  be  you  sour  as 
vinegar ;  will  you  be  ruled  by  me  ? 

Can.  In  any  thing  that's  civil,  honest,  and  Just. 

Lod.  Have  you  ever  a  prentice's  suit  will  fit 
ipe? 

Can.  I  have  the  very  same  which  myself  wore. 

Lod.  Til  send  my  man  for*t  within  this  half 
hour,  and  within  this  two  hours  1*11  be  your  pren- 
tice ;  the  hen  shall  not  overcrow  the  cock,  I'll 
sharp<  n  your  spurs. 


'  Can,  It  will  be  but  some  jest,  sir. 
Lod.  Only  a  jest;  farewell.    Come,  Carolo. 

[Exeunt. 
Omnei,  Well  take  oar  leaves,  sir,  too. 
Can.  Pray  conceit  not  ill  of  my  wife's  sudden 
rising.  This  young  knight,  sir  Lodovioo,  is  deep 
seen  in  phync,  and  he  tells  me,  the  disease  called 
the  Mother  hangs  on  my  wife ;  it  is  a  vehement 
heaving  and  beating  of  the  stomach,  and  that 
swelling  did  with  the  pain  thereof  cramp  up  her 
arm,  that  hit  his  lips,  and  brake  the  glass;  no 
harm,  it  was  no  liarm. 

Omnet.  No,  si^ior,  none  at  alL 
Can.  The  streightest  arrow  may  fly  wide  by 
chance. 
But  come,  we'll  dose  this  brawl  ap  in  some  dance. 

[Eient. 

Enter  Bellafeont  and  Matbeo. 

BeL  Oh  my  sweet  husband, .  wert  thou  in  tky 
grave,  and  art  alive  again  ?  O  welcome,  welcome. 
•  Math,  Doest  know  me  ?  my  cloak  pr'ythee 
lay  it  up.  Yes  faith,  my  winding  sheet  was  ta- 
ken out  of  lavender,  to  be  stuck  with  rosemary; 
I  lackt  but  the  knot  here,  or  here;  yet,  if  I  bad 
had  it,  I  should  have  made  a  wry  mouth  at  the 
world  like  a  playse ;  '^  but,  sweetest  villain,  I  am 
here  now,  and  1  will  talk  with  thee  soon. 

BeL  And  glad  am  I  thou  art  here. 

Math.  Did  these  heels  caper  in  shackles?  Ah ! 
my  little  plnmp  rogue,  1*11  bear  up  for  all  thi^ 
and  fly  high.    Catzo,  Cat^o, 

Bel  Matbeo? 

Math.  What  sayest,  what  sayest?  Oh  brave 
fresh  air !  a  pox  on  these  grates  and  gingling  of 
keys  c^od  rattling  of  iron.  I'll  bear  up,  I'll  fly 
high,  wench,  hang  tosse. 

Bel.  Matbeo,  pr'ythee  make  thy  prison  diy 
glass. 
And  in  it  view  the  wrinkles,  and  the  scars, 
By  which  thou  wert  disfigured ;  viewing  them, 
mend  them. 

Math.  rU  go  visit  all  the  mad  rogues  now,  and 
the  good  roaring  boys. 

BeL  Thou  dost  not  hear  me  ? 

Math.  Yes  faith  do  I. 

BeL  Thou  hast  been  in  the  hands  of  misery, 
and  taken  strong  physic :  pr'ythee  now  be  sound. 

Math,  Yes.  S'foot,  I  wonder  how  the  inside 
of  a  tavern  looks  now.  Oh  !  when  shall  I  '*  biile, 
bizle  ? 


'3  I  sAotfid  have  made  a  wry  mouth  at  the  world  like  a  playeeSo,  in  Nash's  Lenten  Stuffs  15^  :  *'  Nooe 
won  the  days  in  this,  but  the  herring  whom  all  their  clamorous  suffrages  saluted  with  Vive  le  Roy,  God 
save  the  King,  (aod  save  the  King,  save  only  the  playse  and  the  butt,  that  made  wry  mouths  at  Aim,  aod 
for  their  mocking  have  wry  mouths  ever  sioce.'^ 
Dekkar^s  Satiromaslrix  :  *^  bate  one  at  that  stake  my  place  mouth  yelpers." 

'^  Bizle,  biztc—Or,  as  it  is  sometimes  spelt,  bezxU.  He  means  to  say,  when  shall  I  have  an  opportonity 
io  drink  to  excess.  Nash,  in  Pierce  Penilesse  his  Supplication  to  the  Devill,  159iS,  describing  a  liane,  say*, 
'*  Tbos  walkcs  bee  up  and  do  woe  in  his  iViajestie,  taking  a  yatd  pf  ground  at  every  step,  and  stampes  oi^ 
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Bel  NaTy  see,  thoa  art  thirsty  still  for  poison; 
come,  I  will  not  have  thee  swagger. 

Math,  Honest  ape's  face. 

BeL  Tis  that  sharpened  an  axe  to  cut  thy 
throat. 
Good  lore,  I  would  not  have  thee  sell  thy  sub- 
stance 
And  time  (worth  all)  in  those  damned  shops  of 

hell; 
Those  dicing-housesy  that  stand  never  well, 
But  when  they  stand  most  ill ;  that  four-8()uared 

sin 
Has  almost  lodged  us  in  the  beggar's  Inn. 
Besides  (to  speak  which  even  my  soul  docs  grieve) 
'^  A  sort  of  ravens  have  huug  upon  thy  sleeve, 
And  fed  upon  thee ;  good  Matheo  (if  you  please) 
So  base  a  scorn  to  spread  wing  amongst  these ; 
By  them  thy  fame  is  speckled,  yet  it  shows 
clear  amoil^tibem ;  so  crows  are  fair  with  crows. 
Custom  in  sm,  gives  sin  a  lovely  dye: 
Blackness  in  Moors  is  no  deformity. 

Math,  fiellafront,  Bellafront,  I  protest  to  thee, 
I  swear,  as  I  hope  my  soul,  I  will  turn  over  a 
n^w  leaf;  the  prison  I  confess  has  bit  me,  the 
best  man  that  sails  in  such  a  ship  may  be  lousy. 

BeL  One  knocks  at  door. 

Math,  I'll  be  the  porter:  they  shall  see,  a  jail 
cannot  hold  a  brave  spirit;  FU  fly  high.     J£jri'. 

BeL  How  wild  is  his  behaviour !  oh,  I  fear 
He's  spoiled  by  prison,  he's  half  damned  comes 

there; 
But  I  must  sit  all  storms :  when  a  full  sail  his 
Fortunes  spread,  he  loved  me ;  being  now  poor, 
1*11  beg  for  him,  and  no  wife  can  do  more. 

Enter  Matheo,  and  Orlando  Uke  A  Servings- 

man. 

Math,  Come  in,  pray ;  would  you  speak  with 
me,  sir  ? 


OrL  Is  your  name  si^iot  Matheo? 

Math,  My  name  is  Sighior  Matheo, 

OrL  Is  this  gentlewoman  your  wife,  sir  ? 

Math,  This  gentlewoman  is  my  wife,  sir, 

OrL  The  destinies  spin  a  strong  and  even 
thread  of  both  your  loves. — ^The  mother's  owb 
face,  I  have  not  forgot  that  {Atide.)  I'm  an  old 
man,  sir,  and  am  troubled  with  a  whoreson  salt 
rheum,  that  I  cannot  hold  my  water.  Gentle* 
woman,  the  last  man  I  served  was  your  father. 

BeL  My  father  ?  any  tongue  that  sounds  his 
name 
Speaks  music  to  me  :  welcome,  good  old  man^ 
How  does  my  father  ?  lives  he  ?  has  he  health  ? 
How  dov  my  father  ?  I  so  much  do  shame  him. 
So  much  do  wound  him,  that  I  scarce  dare  name 
him. 

OrL  I  can  speak  no  more. 

Math,  How  now,  old  lad  !  what,  dost  cry  ? 

OrL  The  rheum  still,  sir,  nothing  else ;  I  should 
be  well  seasoned,  for  mine  eyes  lie  in  brine ; 
look  you,  sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Math,  What  is*t,  my  little  white  pate  ? 

OrL  Troth,  sir,  I  have  a  mind  to  serve  your 
worship. 

Afa/A.To  serve  me  ?  Troth,  my  friend,  my  for* 
tunes  are,  as  a  man  may  say 

OrL  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  I  know  when  all  sins 
are  old  in  us,  and  go  upon  crutches^  that  cove- 
tousness  does  but  then  he  in  her  cradle :  'tis  not 
so  with  me.  Letchery  loves  to  dwell  in  the  fair- 
est lodging,  and  covetousness  in  the  oldest 
buildings,  that  are  ready  to  fall :  but  my  white 
head,  sir,  is  no  inn  for  such  a  gossip.  If  a  serv- 
ing-inan  at  my  years  be  not  stored  with  biscuit 
enough,  that  has  sailed  about  the  world  to  serve 
him  the  voyaee  out  of  his  life,  and  to  bring  him 
East-home,  1\\  pity  but  all  his  days  should  be  fast- 
ing days.  I  care  not  so  much  for  wages,  for  I  have 


the  earth  lo  terrible,  as  if  he  ment  to  koock  up  a  ipirite,  when  (fouU  dnmken  beznU)  If  an  EoglUhman 
let  hb  little  finger  to  him,  he  falls  like  a  bogVtrough  that  is  set  on  one  end." 

Every  Woman  in  her  Humour ,  1609,  Sign.  B  8  :  **  —  yooders  the  most  hard-favoured  newes-walkes 
the  streetei,  seaven  men  goeiiig  to  their  graves  that  dyed  with  drinking  and  hitnVmg,*' 

Jack  Drum's  Enttrtmnment^  1616,  Sign.  A  S  : 


c< 


-*Ti8  now  become 


The  shewing  home  of  Betelert  discourse.** 

'5  J  utrt  of  ravens.-^  A  ampany^  a  number^    See  Note  4  to  Oammer  Gurtons  Needle^  p.  IW. 
This  word,  in  the  tame  sense,  is  used  in  Waller^s  Poenu,  4to.  1729,  p.  3 1 

'<  As  when  a  iort  of  lusty  shepherds  try 
Their  force  at  football  care  of  victory, 
Makes  them,"  &c. 

On  which  Mr  Fenton  observes,  that  *'  Mr  Waller  useth  the  word  sort,  in  the  same  sense  which  it  ofteq 
bears  io  Spencer,  to  signify  a  crowd :  and  so  we  find  it  employed  in  that  old  Version  of  the  Psalms,  which 
b  retained  in  our  Liturgy  ;  Ve  ihall  be  tlain  all  the  tort  o/^ou,  Ps.  IxIL  3. 

*'  So  afterwards  we  read  In  our  Author : 

As  when  a  tort  of  wolves,*'  &c. 
**  And  in  another  poem : 

**  So  when  a  tort  of  lusty  shepherds,**  &c. 

But  I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  it  in  any  writer  since  the  Restoration,  except  once  in  Sir  GeorA 
Etherege's  Sir  Fopling  FluHer.'* 
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scraped  a  lumdlul  of  gold  toeether ;  I  hare  a  lit- 
tle moDey,  sir,  which  I  would  put  into  your  wor- 
ship's hands,  not  so  much  to  make  tt  more— 

Maih.  No,  no^  you  s^  well :  thou  sayest  well ; 
but  I  must  tdl  yott  :*llow  much  is  the  money, 
sayest  thou? 

OrL  About  twenty  pounds,  sir. 

Maih.  Twennr  pounds  ?  Let  me  see;  that  shall 
bring  thee  in,  aner  ten  per  centuMf  per  annum. 

OrL  No,  no,  no,  sir,  no;  I  cannot  abide  to 
have  money  iogender;  &e  upon  this  silver  letchery, 
fie ;  if  I  may  have  meat  to  my  mouth,  and  rags 
to  my  back,  and  a  flock-bed  to  snort  upon,  when 
I  die,  the  longer  liver  take  alL 

Math,  A  g^od  old  boy,  yfaith  1  if  thou  servest 
me,  thou  shiUt  eat  as  I  eat,  drink  as  I  drink,  lie 
as  I  lie,  and  ride  as  I  ride. 

OrL  That's  if  you  have  money  to  lure  horses. 

Math.  Front,  what  dost  thou  think  on't? 
This  eood  old  lad  here  shall  serve  me. 

Bel  Alas,  Matheo,  wilt  thou  load  a  back  that 
is  already  broke  ? 

Math.  Peace !  pox  on  you,  peace !  there's  a 
trick  in't,  I  fly  high,  it  shall  be  so.  Front,  as  I  tell 
you :  give  me  thy  hand,  thou  shall  serve  me  yfaith; 
welcome :  as  for  your  money— 

OrL  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  I  have  it  here. 

Math.  Pish,  keep  it  thyself,  man,  and  then 
thou'rt  sure  'ds  safe. 

OrL  Safe !  and  'twere  ten  thousand  ducats, 
your  worship  should  be  m^r  casb-keeper ;  I  have 
heard  what  your  worship  is,  an  excellent  dung- 
hill cock,  to  scatter  all  abroad ;  but  1*11  venture 
twenty  pounds  on's  head. 

Math,  And  didst  thou  serve  my  worshipful 
fathep>in-hiw,  Signior  Orlando  Frisoobaldo,  that 
madman  once  ? 

OrL  I  served  him  so  long,  till  he  turned  me 
out  of  doors. 

Math.  It's  a  notable  chuff,  I  have  not  seen 
him  many  a  day. 

OrL  No  matter  and  you  never  see  him ;  it's 
an  arrant  grandee,  a  churl,  and  as  damn'd  a  cut- 
throat  

BeL  Thou  villain,  curb  thy  tongue !  thou  art  a 
Judas, 
To  sell  thy  master's  name  to  slander  thus. 

Math.  Away  ass,  he  speaks  but  truth :  thy  fa- 
ther is  a — 

BeL  Gentleman. 

Math.  And  an  old  knave ;  there's  more  deceit 
In  him  than  in  sixteen  poticaries ;  it's  a  Devil, 
thou  mayst  beg,  stan'e,  hang,  damn ;  does  he  send 
thoe  so  much  as  a  cheese  ? 

OrL  Or  so  much  as  a  gammon  of  bacon  ? 
Be'll  give  it  his  dogs  first. 
Math,  A  jail,  a  jail. 
OrL  A  Jew,  a  Jew,  sir. 


Math.  A  dog. 

OrL  An  English  masti£^  sir: 

Math.  Pox  rot  out  has  old  sttaking  garbage ! 

BeL  Art  not  ashamed  to  strike  an  absent  msa 
thus? 
Art  not  ashamed  to  let  this  vile  dog  bark. 
And  bite  my  father  thus?  Ill  not  endure  it; 
Out  of  my  doors,  base  slave. 

Math.  Your  doors !  a  vengieance !  I  shall  lite 
to  cut  that  old  rogue's  throat,  for  all  you  take  hii 
part  thus. 

OrL  He  shall  live  to  see  thee  bang^  first 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Math.  God's-fto,  my  lord,  your  lordship  is  moit 
welcome; 
I'm  proud  of  this,  my  lord. 

H^.  Was  bold  to  see  you.    Is  that  your  wife? 

Math.  Yes,  sir. 

Hip.  Fll  borrow  her  lip. 

Math.  With  all  niy  hear^  my  lord. 

OrL  Who's  this,  1  pray,  sir  ? 

Math.  My  lord  Hipolito :  what's  thy  name  ? 

OrL  Pacheco. 

Math,  Pacheco  !^ne  name :  thoa  seest,  Pk* 
checo,  I  keep  company  with  no  sooundrelsy  nor 
base  fellows. 

Hip.  Came  not  my  footman  to  you  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  I  sent  by  him  a  diamond  and  a  letter; 
Did  you  receive  them  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord,  I  did. 

Hip,  Read  you  the  letter  ? 

BeL  O'er  and  o'er  'tis  read. 

Hip.  And  faith  your  answer  ? 

BeL  Now  the  time's  not  fit ; 
You  see,  my  husband's  here. 

Hip.  I'll  now  then  leave  you. 
And  choose  mine  hour :  but  ere  I  part  away, 
Hark,  you  remember  I  must  have  no  nay.^- 
Matheo,  I  will  leave  you. 

Maih,  A  glass  of  wine  ? 

Hip.  Not  now ;  Fll  visit  you  at  other  times. 
You're  come  off  well  then  ? 

Math.  Excellent  well,  I  thank  your  lordship: 
I  owe  you  my  life,  my  lord ;  and  will  pay  oy 
best  blood  in  any  service  of  yours. 

Hip.  I'll  take  no  such  dear  payment ; — hsrk 
you,  Matheo,  I  know,  the  prison  is  a  golf ;  if 
money  run  low  with  you,  my  purse  is  yours;  cill 
for  it. 

Math.  Faith,  my  lord,  I  thank  mv  stars,  diey 
send  me  down  some ;  I  cannot  sink,  so  long  ss 
these  bladders  hold. 

Hip.  I  will  not  see  your  fortune's  ebb,  pray  try. 
To  starve  in  full  bams  were  '^  fond  modesty. 

Math.  Open  the  door,  sirrah. 


l^  Fond,  i.  t.foQlUh.    So,  in  Chorchyard'i  ChatlengCy  159S,  p.  74. 


*'  O  coontrey  sweete,  penwade  obedience  heere, 
*'  Aefurmc  thtfond^  and  siiU  preierve  the  wise." 
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Hip.  Drink  this,  and  anon  I  pmy  thee  give  thy 
mistress  this.  [Exit. 

OrL  O  noble  spirit !  if  no  worse  guests  here 
dwelly 
My  blue  coat  sits  on  my  old  shoulders  welK 

Math.  The  only  royal  fellow ;  he*s  bounteous 
as  the  Indies ;  wtmt's  that  he  said  to  thee,  Bella- 
front? 

BeL  Nothing. 

^iatfi,  I  prVihee,  good  girl } 

BeL  Why,  I  tell  you  nothing. 

Matk.  Nothing !  it's  well :  tricks,  that  I  must 
be  beholden  to  a  scald  hot-livered  goatish  gallant, 
to  stand  with  my  cap  in  my  hand,  and  vail  bon- 
net, when  I  have  spread  as  loftv  sails  as  himself; 
would  I  had  been  hanged.  Nothing !  Pacbeco, 
brush  mv  cloak. 

OrL  Where  is't,  sir  ? 

Matk.  Come,  we'll  fly  high. 
Nothing !  there  is  a  whore  still  in  thine  eye. 

{Exit. 

OrL  My  twenty  pounds  flies  high.  O  wretched 
woman ! 
This  varlet's  able  to  make  Lucrece  common.^ 
How  now,  mistress  ?  has  my  master  dyed  you 
Into  this  sad  colour? 

BeL  Fellow,  be  gone,  I  pray  thee;  if  thy  tongue 
Itch  after  talk  so  much,  seek  out  thy  master, 
Thou'rt  a  fit  instrument  for  him. 

OrL  Zownes,  I  hope  he  will  not  play  upon  me  ? 

BeL  Play  on  thee !  no,  you  two  will  fly  together. 
Because  vou  are  roving  arrows  of  one  feather. 
Would  thou  wouldst  leave  my  house,  thou  ne'er 

shalt 
Please  me ;  weave  thy  nets  ne'er  so  high, 
Thou  shalt  he  but  a  spider  in  mine  eye. 
Thou'rt  rank  with  poison ;  poison  tempered  well 
Is  food  for  health;  but  thy  black  tongue  doth 

swell 
With  venom,  to  hurt  him  that  gave  thee  bread ; 
To  wrong  men  absent,  is  to  spuro  the  dead. 
And  so  did'st  thou  thy  master,  and  my  father. 

OrL  You  have  small  reason  to  take  his  part ; 
for  I  have  heard  hioi  say  five  hundred  times,  you 
were  as  arrant  a  whore  as  ever  sdfiened  tiflnny 
neckcloths  in  water-starch  upon  a  Saturday  i'the 
afternoon. 

BeL  Let  him  say  worse ;  when  for  the  earth's 
offence 
Hot  vengeance  through  the  marble  clouds  is  driven, 
Is't  fit  earth  shoot  again  those  darts  at  heaven  ? 


OrL  And  so  if  your  father  call  yOa' whore, 
you'll  not  call  him  old  knave  ? — Friscobaldo,  she 
carries  thy  mind  up  and  down ;  she*s  thine  own 
flesh,  blood,  and  bone  (ande)*  — Troth,  mistress,  to 
tell  you  true,  the  fireworks  that  ran  from  me  upon 
lines  against  my  good  old  master,  your  fatner, 
were  but  to  try  how  my  young  master,  your  hoa- 
band,  loved  such  squibs :  but  it's  well  known,  I 
love  your  father  as  myself;  I'll  ride  for  him  at 
mid-night,  run  for  you  by  owl-light ;  I'll  die  for 
him,  drudge  for  you ;  I'll  fly  low,  and  I'll  fly  high, 
(as  my  master  says)  to  do  you  ^mxI,  if  you'll  ror* 
give  me. 

BeL  I  am  not  made  of  marble :  I  forgive  thee. 

OrL  Nay,  if  you  were  made  of  marble,  a  good 
stone-cutter  might  cut  you :  I  hope  the  twenty 
pounds  I  delivered  to  my  master  is  in  a  sure 
band. 

BeL  In  a  sure  hand,  I  warrant  thee,  for  spending, 

OrL  I  see  my  young  master  is  a  madcap,  and 
a  bonui  iocius.  I  love  him  well,  mistress:  jret 
as  well  as  I  love  him,  I'll  not  play  the  knave  with 
you ;  look  you,  I  could  cheat  you  of  this  purse 
full  of  money ;  but  I  am  an  old  lad,  and  I  scorn 
to  coney-catch :  yet  I  have  been  a  dog  at  a  coney 
in  my  time. 

BeL  A  purse,  where  hadst  it  ? 

OrL  The  gentleman  that  went  away,  whisper* 
ed  in  mine  ear,  and  charged  me  to  give  it  you. 

BeL  The  lord  Hipolito? 

OrL  Yes,  if  he  be  a  lord,  he  gave  it  me. 

BeL  Tis  all  gold.    * 

OrL  'TIS  like  so :  it  may  be,  he  thinks  yoa 
want  money,  and  therefore  bestows  his  aUnt 
bravely,  like  a  lord. 

BeL  He  thinks  a  silver  net  can  catch  the  poor; 
Here's  bait  to  choke  a  nun,  and  turn  her  whore. 
Wilt  thou  be  honest  to  ine  ? 

OrL  As  your  nails  to  your  fingers,  which  I 
think  never  deceived  you. 

BeL  Thou  to  this  lord  shalt  go,  commend  me 
to  him. 
And  tell  him  this ; — the  town  has  held  out  long» 
Because  (within)  'twas  rather  true,  than  strong. 
To  sell  it  now  were  base ;  say  'tis  no  hold 
Built  of  weak  stuff,  to  be  blown  up  with  gold. 
He  shall  believe  thee  by  tliis  tokeu,  or  this ;  if 
not,  by  this. 

OrL  Is  this  ail? 

BeL  This  is  all. 

OrL  Miue  own  girl  still ! 


Ben  Jonson's  Devil  is  an  Au^  A.  1.  8.  6  : 

<*  * in  me  makes  that  proffer, 

<*  Which  never  fair  one  was  %ofand  to  lose." 

Buphues  and  hit  England^  p.  0  :  *<  he  that  is  young  ^hinkcth  the  olde  manfindf  and  the  oldeknoweth  the 
young  man  to  be  a  foole." 

Ibid.  p.  10 :  **  that  were  as  fond  as  not  to  cut  one*s  meat  with  tliat  knife  that  another  hath  cut  bis 
finger.*' 

The  word  in  the  same  sense  k  still  m  use  in  the  northern  parts  of  this  kingdom. 
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BeL  A  star  may  shoot,  not  fall. 

[Exit  Bellafront. 

OrL  A  star !  naj,  thou  art  more  than  the  moon, 
for  thou  hast  neither  changing  quarters,  nor  a  roan 
standing  in  thy  circle  with  a  bush  of  thorns.  Is't 
possible  the  lord  Hipolito,  whose  face  is  as  civil 
as  the  oatside  of  a  dedicatory  book,  ^ould  be  a 
mutton-monger  '^  ?  A  poor  man  has  but  one  ewe, 
and  this  grandeb  sheep- biter  leaves  whole  flocks 
of  fat  wethers  (whom  he  may  knock  down)  to 
devour  this.  Til  trust  neither  lord  nor  butcher 
with  (j^nick  flesh  for  this  trick ;  the  cuckoo  I  see 
now  sings  all  the  year,  though  every  man  cannot 
hear  him,  but  V\l  spoil  his  notes.  Can  neither 
love-letters,  nor  the  Devil's  common  pick-locks 
(gold)^  nor  precious  stones,  make  my  girl  draw  up 
her  percuUis?  hold  put  still,  w^ncH, 
All  are  not  bawds  (I  see  now)  that  keep  doors, 
Nor  all  good  wenches  that  are  markt  for  whores. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Candido,  LoDovtco  like  tt  Prentice, 

Lod.  Come,  come,  come,  what  do  ye  lack,  sir? 
what  du  ye  lack,  bir  ?  what  is't  ye  lack,  sir  ?  is 
not  my  worship  well  suited  ?  did  you  ever  see  a 
gentleman  better  disguised  ? 

Can.  Never,  believe  me,  signior. 

Lod.  Yes :  but  when  he  has  been  drunk,  there 
be  prentices  would  make  mad  gallants,  for  they 
would  spend  all,  and  drink|  and  whore,  and  so 
forth;  and  I  see  we  gallants  could  make  mad 
prentices.  How  does  thy  wife  like  me  ?  Nay,  I 
must  not  be  so  saucy,  then  I  spoil  all :  pray  you, 
how  does  my  mistress  like  me  r 

Can.  Well :  for  she  takes  you  for  a  tery  sim- 
ple fellow. 

Lod.  And  they  that  are  taken  for  such,  are 
commonly  the  arrantest  knaves:  but  to  our 
Comedy,  come. 

Can.  I  shall  not  act  it.  Chide^  you  say,  and  fret, 
and  grow  impatient:  I  shall  never  do*t. 

Lod.  S'blood  !  cannot  you  do  as  all  the  world 
does — counterfeit  ? 

Can.  Were  I  a  painter,  that  should  live  by 
drawing  nothing  but  pictures  of  an  angry  nmn,  I 
should  not  earn  my  colours ;  I  cannot  do't 
^  Lod,  Remember  you're  a  linen-draper,  and  that 
if  you  give  your  wife  a  yard,  she'll  take  an  ell : 
give  her  not  therefore  a  quarter  of  your  yard,  not 
a  nail. 

Can.  Say  I  should  torn  to  ice,  and  nip  her  love 
DOW  'tis  but  in  the  bud. 

Xck/.  Well,  say  she's  nipt 

Can,  It  will  so  overcharge  her  heart  frith 
grief, 
That  like  a  cannon,  when  her  sighs  go  o% 
She  in  her  duty  either  will  recoil. 
Or  break  in  pieces,  and  so  die  :  her  death,  f 


By  my  unkindness  mi^t  be  counted  murther. 

Lod.  Die !  never,  never ;  I  do  not  bid  you 
beat  her,  nor  give  her  black  eyes,  nor  pinch  her 
sides :  but  cross  her  humours.  Are  not  bakers' 
arms  the  scales  of  justice  ?  yet  is  not  their  bread 
light  ?  and  may  not  you,  I  pray,  bridle  her  with  a 
sharp  bit,  yet  ride  her  gently  f 

Can.  Well,  I  will  try  your  pills  :  do  yon  your 
faithful  service,  and  be  ready  still  at  a  pinch  tu 
help  me  in  this  part,  or  else  I  shall  be  out  dean. 

Lod.  Come,  come,  I'll  prompt  you. 

Cam  111  call  her  forth  now,  shall  I  ? 

Lod,  Do,  do,  braveljr. 

Can.  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither. 

Lod,  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither. 

Call.  Sirrah,  bid  my  wife  come  to  me :  why, 
when? 

Luke,  Presently,  sir,  she  comes. wi/lia— 

Lod.  La  you,  there's  the  edio,  she  comes. 

Enter  Bride. 

Bride,  What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  ? 

Can,  Marry^  wife, 
I  have  intent,  and  (you  see)  this  stripling  here. 
He  bears  good  will  and  liking  to  my  trade, 
And  means  to  deal  in  linen. 

Lod,  Ves,  indeed,  sir,  I  would  deal  in  linen,  if 
my  mistress  like  me  so  well  as  I  like  her. 

Can,  t  hope  to  find  him  honesc    Pray,  good 
wife, 
Look  that  his  bed  and  cbamlier  be  made  readv. 

Bride.  You're  best  to  let  him  hire  me  for  bis 
maid. 
I  look  to  his  bed !  look  to't  yourself. 

Can.  Even  so 
I  swear  to  you  a  great  oath. 

Lod.  Swear,  cry  Zounds ! 

Can.  I  will  not,  go  to  wife,  I  will  not 

Lod,  That  youf  great  oath  ? 

Can.  Swallow  these  gudgeons. 

Lod,  Well  said. 

Can,  Then  fast,  then  you  may  choose. 
You  know  at  table  what  tricks  you  played. 
Swaggered,  broke  glasses  !^  Fie,  fie,  ^  fie ; 
And  now  before  my  prentice  here  you  make 
An  ass  of  me;  thou  what  shall  I  c»ll  (hee  ?^ 

Bride,  Even  what  ^ou  will. 

Lod,  Call  her  arrant  where. 

tan.  Oh  fie,  by  no  means,  then  shell  call  ait 
cuckold.  Sirrah,  go  look  to  the  shop :  how  docs 
thi/show? 

Lod.  Excellent  well,  FU  go  look  to  the  shoo, 
sir.    Fine  cambricks,  lawns,  what  do  you  lack) 

[Exit  LoDovica 

Can.  A  curst  cow's  milk  I  have  drunk  once  be- 
fore, 


1^  MutlM-mMger^Set  Note  68  to  the  Fi»t  Part  of  The  Hmest  trhore,  p.  65«. 
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And  'twas  so  nmk  in  taste,  FlI  drink  no  more. 
Wife,  ni  tame  you. 

Bride.  You  may,  sir,  if  you  can'; 
But  at  a  wrestling  I  have  seen  a  fellow, 
Limbed  like  an  ox,  thrown  by  a  little  man. 

Can,  And  so  you'll  throw  me.    Reach  me, 
knaves,  a  yard. 

Lod.  A  yard  for  my  master. 

1  Fren.  My  master  is  grown  valiant. 

Can.  rii  teach  you  fencing  tricks. 

Omnes.  Rare !  rare  !  a  prize  ! 

I/hL  What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 

Can,  Marry,  my  good  prentice,  nothing  but 
breathe  my  wife. 

Bride,  Breathe  me  with  yoor  ywd  ? 

Lod,  No,  hell  but  measure*you  out,  forsooth. 

Bride.  Since  you'll  needs  fence,  handle  your 
weapon  well. 
For  if  you  take  a  yard.  Til  take  an  ell. 
Reach  me  an  ell. 

'Lod,  An  ell  for  my  mistress. 
Keep  the  laws  of  the  noble  science,  sir,  and  mea- 
sure weapons  with  her;  your  yard  is  a  plain 
heathenish  weapon ;  *tis  Uk)  short,  she  may  give 
jou  a  handful,  and  yet  you'll  not  reach  her. 

Can,  Yet  I  have  the  longer  arm ;  come  fall  to't 
roundly. 
And  spare  not  me,  wife,  for  I'll  lay't  on  soundly. 
If  o'er  husbands  their  wives  will  needs  be  masters, 
We  men  will  have  a  law  to  win't  at  wasters.  '* 

Lod,  'Tis  for  the  breeches,  is't  not  ? 

Can,  For  the  breeches. 

Bride^  Husband,  I  am  for  you,  Fll  not  strike  in 
jest. 

Can,  Nor  I. 

Bride,  But  will  you  sign  to  one  request  ? 

Can.  What's  that? 

Bride.  Let  me  give  the  first  blow. 

Can.  The  first  blow,  wife,  shall  1  ? 

Lod.  Let  her  ha't. 
If  she  strike  hard,  in  to  her,  and  break  her  pate. 

Can.  A  bargain.    Strike. 

Bride.  Then  guard  vou  from  this  blow, 
For  I  play  all  at  legs,  but  'tis  thus  low. 

[She  kneels. 
Behold,  I  am  such  a  cunning  fencer  grown, 
I  keep  my  ground,  yet  down  I  will  be  thrown 
With  the  least  blow  you  give  me ;  I  disdain 
The  wife  that  is  her  hustoid's  sovereign. 
She  that  upon  your  pillow  first  did  rest. 


They  say,  the  breeches  wore,  which  I  detest : 
The  tax  which  she  imposed  upon  you,  I  abate 

you. 
If  me  yon  make  jour  master,  I  shall  hate  you. 
The  world  shall  judge  who  offers  fairest  play ; 
You  win  the  breeches,  but  1  win  the  day. 

Ciifi.Thou  wiu'st  the  day  indeed ;  give  me  thy 
hand, 
ni  challenge  ihee  no  more :  my  patient  breast 
Played  thus  the  rebel,  only  for  a  jest : 
Here's  the  rank  rider  that  breaks  colts  'tis  he 
Can  tame  the  mad  folks,  and  curst  wives. 

Bride.  Who,  your  man  ? 

Can.  My  man!  my  master,  though  his  head 
be  bare ; 
But  he's  so  courteous,  he'll  put  off  his  hair. 

Lod.  Nay,  if  vour  service  be  so  hot,  a  man 
cannot  keep  his  hair  on,  I'll  serve  yoq  no  longer. 

Bride.  Is  this  your  schoolmaster  ? 

Lod.  Yes  faith,  wench,  I  taught  him  to  take 
thee  down :  I  hope  thou  canst  take  him  down 
without  teaching ;  you  have  got  the  conquest,  and 
you  both  are  friends. 

Can.  Bear  witness  else. 

Lod.  My  ppeotieeship  then  ends. 

Can.  For  tne  good  service  you  to  me  have  done, 
I  give  you  all  your  years. 

Lod.  I  thank  you,  master. 
I'll  kiss  my  mistress  now,  that  she  may  say, 
My  man  was  bound  and  free  all  in  one  day. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Orlando,  and  Infelice. 

Jfi/I  From  whom,  sayst  thou  ? 

OrL  From  a  poor  gentlewoman,  madam,  whom 
I  serve. 

Inf.  And  what's  your  business? 

OrL  This,  madam  :  my  poor  mistress  has  a 
waste  piece  of  ground,  which  is  her  own  by  in- 
heritance, and  led  to  her  by  her  mother;  there's 
a  lord  now  that  ^s  about,  not  to  take  it  clean 
from  her,  but  to  inclose  it  to  himself,  and  to  join 
it  to  a  piece  of  his  lordship's. 

Jnf.  What  would  she  hikve  me  do  in  this  ? 

OrL  No  more,  madam,  but  what  one  woman 
should  do  for  another  in  such  a  case.  My  hon- 
ourable lord,  your  husband,  would  do  any  thing 
in  her  behalf,  but  she  had  rather  put  herself  in- 
to your  hands,  because  you,  a  woman,  may  dq 
more  with  the  duke  your  father. 


■>  Woiterf^Wasten  are  eudgeU ;  as  io  Cbarcbyard*B  Challenge^  p.  84 :  «-«Dd  fodafaiely  a  stout,  taale 
cobber  will  lay  down  <Ae  matter,  and  yeelde  to  kim  that  bath  more  practise  and  skill  io  the  weapon  tbap 
bimselfe." 

PMloMter,  A.  4 :  *<  Tbou  would*st  be  lotb  to  play  half  a  dozen  of  venies  at  wottfrt.*' 
Mlothew,  in  bis  Dictionary,  as  Mr  Theobald  observes,  has  given  a  most  ridicoloos  reason  for  the  etymo- 
logy of  this  word :  That  cudgels  were  called  Wagtert,  because  io  playing  and  beating  bonU  with  them, 
they  waste  and  fitter.  In  opposition  to  this  coiyectore,  Mr  Theobald  offers  the  following  :  **  We  fiod  in 
our  old  law-hooks,  that  the  statute  of  Westm.  (50  Edwardi  tertii,  Cap.  14.)  was  made  against  night- 
walkers  and  suspected  persons,  called  Koberdesmer  fVastoun  and  draw  latches.  These  wastoun,  or 
plonderers,  derived  tbe\r  name  from  the  Latin  term  vastataret;  and  ^bence  the  mischievoaa  weapons,  <^ 
hlaJgeons,  with  which  they  went  armed,  were  called  wasters,  i.  e.  destroyers." 


57S 


SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dbkkai. 


Inf,  Where  lies  this  land  ? 

Orl.  Withiti  a  stone's  cast  of  this  place.  My 
mistress,  I  think,  would  be  content  to  lei  him 
enjoj  it  after  her  decease^  if  that  would  serve  his 
turn,  so  ray  master  would  yield  too :  but  she  can- 
not abide  to  hear  that  the  lord  should  meddle 
with  it  in  her  lifetime. 

Inf,  Is  she  then  married  ?  why  stirs  not  her 
husband  in  it? 

Orl,  Her  husband  stirs  in  it  under  hand ;  but 
because  the  other  is  a  {treat  rich  man,  my  master 
is  loth  to  be  seen  in  it  too  much. 

Inf»  Let  her  in  writing  draw  the  cause  at  large : 
And  I  will  move  the  duke. 

OrL  lis  set  down,  madam,  here  in  black  and 
while  already :  work  it  so,  maidam,  that  she  may 
keep  her  own  without  disturbance,  grievance, 
molestation^  or  meddling  of  any  other ;  and  she 
bestows  this  purse  of  gold  on  your  ladyship. 

Inf,  Old  man,  I'll  plead  for  her,  but  take  no 

Give  lawyers  them,  X  swim  not  in  tliat  flood ; 
Y\\  touch  no  gold,  till  I  have  done  her  good. 

OrL  I  would  all  proctors'  clerks  were  of  your 
mind,  I  should  law  more  amongst  them  than  I 
do  then ;  here,  madam,  is  the  survey,  not  only  of 
the  manor  itself,  but  of  the  grange-house,  with 
every  meadow,  pasture,  plouisli-laiM),  cony-ho- 
Tough,  fish-  pf>nd,  hedge,  ditch,  and  bush,  that  stands 
in  it 

Iftf,  My  husband's  name,  and  hand  and  seal 
at  arms,  to  a  iove-letter  ?  whefe  hadst  thou  this 
writiitg  ? 

OrL  From  the  foresaid  party,  madam*  that 
would  keep  tlie  foresaid  land  out  of  tlie  foresaid 
lord*s  fingers. 

Inf.  Aly  lord  turned  ranger  now  ? 

OrL  You're  a  gooti  huntress,  lady ;  yon  have 
found  your  game  alread) ;  your  lord  would  fain 
be  a  rui»ger,  but  my  mistress  requests  you  to  let 
him  run  a  coune  in  your  own  park,  if  yon*ll  not 
do't  for  love,  then  d<i't  for  money ;  she  has  no 
whirc  uiriney,  but  there's  gold,  or  else  she  prays 
you  to  '^  hug  him  by  this  tokm,  and  so  yon  shall 
be  sure  hi^  nose  will  not  be  rooting  other  men's 
pastures. 

Inf,  This  very  purse  was  wovan  with  mine  own 
hands ; 
This  diamond,  on  that  very  night  when  he 
Uiitieil  my  virgin  girdle,  loave  1  him : 
And  must  a  common  harlot  share  in  mine  ? 
Old  man,  to  quit  thy  pains,  take  thou  the  gold. 

OrL  Not  1,  madam,  old  servingmen  want  no 
money. 

Inf.  Cupid  himself  w^  sure  his  secretary  ; 
These  lines  are  even  the  arrows  love  let  flies. 
The  very  ink  dropt  out  of  Venus'  eyes* 


OrL  I  do  not  thiiik,  madam,  bat  be  fetcbt  of 
some  poet  or  other  for  those  lines,  for  they  are 
parlous  hawkes  to  flie  at  wenches. 

Inf  Here's  honied  poison !  to  me  be  ne'er  tiw 
writ. 
But  lust  can  set  a  double  edge  on  wit. 

OrL  Nay,  that'^  true,  madam ;  a  weoch  wil 
whet  any  tlung,  if  it  be  not  too  dalL 

Inf   Oaths,    promises,    prefcmaents,  jewd!^ 
gold. 
What  snares  should  break,  if  all  these  caoDot 

hold  ? 
What  creature  is  thy  mistress  ? 

OrL  One  of  those  creatures  that  are  oontiarj 
to  man,  a  woman. 

Inf  What  manner  of  woman  } 

OrL  A  little  tiny  woman,  lower  than  yonr  hd^ 
ship  by  brad  and  shoulders,  but  as  mad  a  weoch 
as  ever  unlaced  a  petticoat :  the«<e  things  ihookl 
I  indeed  have  delivered  to  my  lord  your  husbaod. 

Inf  Thev  are  delivered  better :  why  should  ibe 
send  back  these  things? 

OrL  Ware,  ware,  there's  knavery. 

Inf.  Strumpets,  like  cheating  gpunesters,  will 
not  win 
At  first :  these  are  but  baits  to  draw  him  in. 
Hnw  mi^ht  I  learn  his  hunting  hours  } 

OrL  The  Irish  foootman  can  tell  you  all  hb 
hunting  hours,  the  park  he  hunts  in,  the  doe  be 
would  strike;  that  ^  Irish  shackatory  beats  tbe 
bush  for  him,  and  knows  all;  he  brought  that 
letter,  and  that  ring;  he  is  the  carrier. 

Inf,  Know'st  thou  what  other  gifu  have  past 
between  them  ? 

OrL  Little  S.  Patrick  knows  all. 

Inf,  Him  Fll  examine  presently. 

(jirL  Not  whilst  1  am  here,  sweet  madam. 

Inf,  Begone  then,  and  what  lies  m  nic  cmb- 
mand.  [Exit  Orlabm. 

Enter  Bryan. 

Inf,  Come  hither,  sirrah ;  how  much  cost  dioie 
satins,  and  cloth  of  silver,  which  mv  husband  sent 
by  you  to  a  low  gentlewoman  yonder? 

Brymn,  Faat  sattins?  faat  silvers,  fast  k»« 
gentlefolkes  ?  dow  pratest  dow  knowest  not  wfast, 
yfaatla. 

Iif,  She  there,  to  whom  tou  carried  letters. 

Bryan^  ^  dis  haini  And  bod  dow  saist  true,  if 
I  did  so,  oh  how  ?  \  know  net  a  letter  a  de  book, 
yfaat  la. 

Inf  Did  your  lord  never  send  you  with  a  ra^ 
sir,  set  with  t^  diamond? 

Bryan,  Neyer  sa  crees  sa  me,  never ;  he  mj 
run  at  a  towsand  rings  yfaat,  and  I  never  hold 
his  stirrup,  till  he  leap  mto  de  saddle*  ^^ 
Patrick,  madam,  I  never  touch  my  lord*t  diamm 
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nivg  him^To  prevent  swine  from  doing  mischief,  it  is  usual  to  pat  rhi^  thraagh  thdr  MOtrik 
Irish  ahakalory^Wnh  hound.     So  In  /'Aa  Wandering  Jewy  SIgu.  4' :  •*— Ibr  tiOM,  tboagh  br  te  as 

old  roan,  is  an  excellent  footmiMi :  Qo  thacHtoru  comes  nr ere  him  $  if  hce  once  get  tite  start,  bee's  p^* 

and  you  gone  too." 
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nor  ever  had  to  do,  yfaat  la,  with  aoj  of  his  pre- 
cious stones. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Inf.  Are  you  so  close,  you  bawd,  you  pand- 
rintr  slavp? 

Hip.  How  now?  why  Infelice?  what's  your 
qunrrel  ? 

Inf.  Out  of  my  sight !  base  varlet !  get  thee 
gone. 

Hip.  Away,  you  rogue. 

Bryan.  Slawne  loot,  fare  de  well,  fare  de  well. 
Ah  marragh/rqfai  boddah  breen,  [Exit, 

Hip.  What,  grown  a  fighter  ?  pr^ythee  what's 
t)ie  nwtter } 

Inf.  If  you'll  needs  know,  it  was  about  the 
ctock  :  how  works  the  day,  my  lord,  pray,  by 
y^ur  watch? 

Hip.  Lest  you  cuff  me,  1*11  tell  you  presently : 
I  am  near  two. 
Inf.  How,  two  ?  I  am  scarce  at  one. 
Hip.  Oue  of  us  then  goes  false. 
Inf.  Then  sure  'tis  you  ; 
Mine  goes  by  heaven's  dial,  the  sun,  and  it  goes 
true. 
Hip.  I  think,  indeed,  mine  runs  Somewhat  too 

fast. 
Inf.  Set  it  to  mine,  at  one,  then. 
Hip.  One?  'tis  past: 
n*is  past  one  by  the  sun. 

Inf  Faith,  then^  belike. 
Neither  your  clock  nor  mine  does  truly  strike; 
And,  since  it  is  uncertain  which  goes  true, 
Better  be  false  at  one^  than  false  ai  two. 
Hip.  You*re  very  pleasant,  madam. 
Ir^.  Yet  not  merry. 

Hip,  Why,  Infclice,  what  should  make  you  sad? 
Inf.  Nothmg,  my  lord,  but  my  false  watch : 
Pray  tell  me. 
You  see,  my  clock  or  yours  is  out  of  frame, 
Must  we  upon  the  workmen  lay  the  blame, 
Or  on  ourselves  that  keep  them  ? 

Hip.  Faith,  on  both. 
He  may,  by  knavery,  spoil  them;  we,  by  sloth.— 
But  why  talk  you  all  riddle  thus  ?  I  read 
Stran^i^e  comments  in  those  margins  of  your  looks: 
Your  cheeks  of  late  are  (like  bad  printed  books) 
So  dimly  charactered,  I  scarce  can  spell 
One  line  of  love  in  them.    Sure  all's  not  well. 

Inf.  All  is  not  well,  mdeed,  my  dearest  lord  : 
JjHik  up  thy  gates  of  hearing,  that  no  somid 
Of  what  I  speak  may  enter. 
Hip,  What  means  this  ? 


Inf.  Or  if  my  omnttrnf/jjom  ihvst  myself  betrayi 
Count  it  a  dream,  or  turn  thme  cyeaAway, 
And  think  me  not  thy  wife.  {Skt^kHeebi 

Hip.  Why  do  joo  kneel  ? 
Inf  Earth  is  sin's  cushioo ;  when  the  sick  soul 
feeb  herself'  growing  poor,  then  she  turns  beggar, 
cries  and  kneels  for  help  Hipolito  (for  husband 
I  dare  not  call  thee)  1  have  »tolen  that  jewel  of 
my  chaste  honour,  (wliich  was  only  thine,)  and 
given  it  to  a  slave. 
Hip.  Ha ! 

Inf,  On  thy  pillow  adultery  and  Inst  have  slep^ 
the  groom 
Hath  climbed  the  unlawful  tree,  and  pluckt  the 

sweets; 
A  villain  bath  usurped  a  husband's  sheets. 
Hip.  'SdeAth,  who?— «  cuckold !— who? 
Ir^'  This  Irish  footman. 
Hip.  Worse  tlian  damnation !  a  wild  kerne,  m 
frog,  a  dog,  whom  Fll  scarce  spurn !  Longed  you 
for  shamrock?^'   Were  it  my  father's  father, 
heart !  1*11  kill  him,  although  I  take  him  on  his 
death-bed,  gasping  *twixt  heaven  and  hell!  a 
shag-haired  cur !  ^  Bold  strumpet,  why  hangest 
thou  on  me  ?  think'st  I'll  be  a  bawd  to  a  whore, 
because  she's  noble  ? 

Inf.  I  beg  but  this. 
Set  not  my  shame  out  tp  the  world's  broad  eye ; 
Yet  let  thy  vengeance  (like  my  fault;  soar  high, 
So  it  be  in  darkened  clouds. 

Hip.  Darkened  !  my  horns 
Cannot  be  darkened,  nor  shall  my  revenge. 
A  harlot  to  my  slave  ?  the  act  is  base, 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  thy  disgrace : 
Could  uot  I  feed  your  appetite  ?  Ob,  women ! 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair ; 
But,  since  the  first  fell,  tempting  devils  you  are: 
Yon  should  be  men's  bhss,  but  you  prove  their 

rods; 
Were  there  no  women,  men  might  live  like  gods. 
You  have  been  too  much  down  already,  rise ; 
Get  from  my  sight,  and  henceforth  shun  my  bed ; 
rilwith  no  strumpet's  breath  be  poisoned. 
As  for  vour  Irish  Lubrican,  tliat  spirit 

I  Whom  by  preposterous  charms  thy  lust  hath  raised 
In  a  wrong  circle,  him  1*11  damn  more  black 
Than  any  tyrant's  souL 


Inf.  Hipolito! 
Hip. 


Tell  me,  didst  thou  bait  hawks  to  draw 
him  to  thee,  or  did  he  bewitch  thee  ? 

Inf.  The  slave  did  woo  me. 

Hip.  Two  wooes  in  that  screech-owl's  language ! 
Oh,  who  would  trust  your  cork- heeled  sex  r  I 


*<  Skmnroek. — The  quarto  reads  ihmnockf  a  weed  which  the  Irish  wear  in  their  bats  on  tome  particular 
festival.    A  collectiou  of  Jiibernian  Poetry,  published  cot  many  years  ago,  is  entitled,  The  Shamrock.  8. 

In  the  Dedication  to  Derickes  Image  of  jfrelande,  1581 :  *'  My  harte  abhorretb  their  dealynge8,aDd  ray 
soule  dooth  detest  their  wilde  ihamroace  manners." 

**  A  shag-haired  cur. — Shakespeare  bestofrs  the  same  epithet  m  a  Kerne  of  Ireland,  in  the  Second 
Purt  of  Xi^r  Henry  VL  ediu  1778,  p.  3AT^ 
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think  to  sate  your  lust !  you  would  love  a  horse, 
a  bear,  a  croaking  toad,  so  your  hot  itching  veins 
might  have  their  bound.  Then  the  wild  Irish  dart 
was  thrown:  come,  how?  the  manner  of  this 
£ght? 

Jnf,  Twas  thus ;  he  gave  me  this  battery  first 
*    Ob,  I 
Mistake,  believe  me,  all  this  in  beaten  gold : 
Yet  I  held  out,  but  at  length  this  was  cnarroed. 

Hip,  What  ?  change  your  diamond,  wench ! 
the  act  is  base, 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  not  your  disgrace. 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite  ? 

Inf,  Oh,  men ! 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair ; 
But,  since  the  first  fell,  worse  than  devils  you  are. 
You  should  our  shields  be,  but  you  prove  our  rods. 
Were  there  no  men,  women  might  live  like  gods.  I 
Guilty,  my  lord  ?  1 


K^.  Yes,  guilty,  my  good  kdy. 
Inf,  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  but  henceforth  shon 
my  bed. 
With  no  whore*s  leavings  FU  be  poisoned; 

[ExiU 
Hip,  O'er-reached  so  finely !  Tis  the  very  dia- 
mond 
And  letter  which  I  sent ;  this  villainy 
Some  spider  closely  weaves,  whose  poisoned  bulk*' 
I  roust  let  forth.— Who's  there's  without  ? 
Serv.  [within^  My  lord  calls. 
Hip.  Send  me  the  footman. 
;S^.  Call  the  footman  to  my  lord.    Brjan  \ 
Bryan ! 

EiUer  Bbtan. 

flip.  It  can  be  no  man  else;  that  Irish  Judas, 
*^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  prospers, 


^^  Buflb— i.  e.  hod^.    So,  in  David  and  Bethtabef  by  G.  Peele  9 

"  Bury  his  bulk  beneath  a  heap  of  stones^*' 

Ben  JonBon*8  Sejanut^  A.  5 : 

'*  Their  bulks  and  sools  are  bound  on  fortane*8  wheeL** 


VolponCf  A.  2.  S.  3 : 

*'  Beside,  thb  feat  body  of  mine  doth  not  crave 

Half  the  meat,  drink,  and  clotb,  one  of  your  buUu  w\]l  have." 

^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  jirofpert.— That  Ireland  is  free  from  all  venomous  or  polsoeoH 
freatares,  is  a  fart  which  is  asserted  by  almost  efery  one  who  hath  written  concerning  that  country* 
Dericke,  in  The  Image  of  /retond^,  1681 ,  Sign,  C  «,  says : 

f*  Within  the  compasse  of  this  land, 

no  poysonyng  beast  doeth  live ; 
To  adder,  snake,  nor  crocadile, 

no  respitte  doeth  it  give  ; 
Whereby  the  same  repast  male  take 

to  feede  his  appetite : 
But  witli  a  deadly  percyng  blowe, 

eche  vermine  it  doeth  smite. 
As  sone  as  they  doe  touche  the  grounde, 

even  by  and  by  they  dye ; 
And  hope,  of  longer  life  to  live, 

from  every  one  doeth  flye. 
For  where  tyme  past  it  did  posscsse 

eche  hartrall  wicked  beast ; 
The  hissing  serpent  with  her  mate, 

and  worme  of  poyson  least  i 
Yet  now  no  such  it  will  retaine, 

it  voucheth  not  to  see  i 
The  frogge,  the  tode,  nor  viper  vile, 

within  her  bounds  to  bee." 

The  same  author  says,  that  the  country  was  exempted  fi-om  these  poisonous  creatures  by  the  meaai  of 
St  Patrick.    He  likewise  adds, 

**  No  beast  that  noyeth  mortall  man 

is  procreated  theare; 
It  brynges  forthe  no  lion  leare, 

nor  yet  the  ravnyng  beare. 
No  b^t  (I  sale)  which  do  possesse 

one  jote  of  ere  well  ki^ide ; 
^xcepte  the  wolfe,  that  nosome  is. 

^  irishe  soile  I  fiode." 
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But  in  tbe  nation's  blood,  bath  thus  betrajed  me. 
Slave,  get  you  from  your  service. 

Bryan.  Faat  meanest  thou  by  this  now  ? 
Hip,  Question  me  not,  nor  tempt  my  fury,  vil- 
lain : 
Could^st  thou  turn  all  the  mountains  in  the  land 
To  bills  of  gold,  and  to  give  me,  here  thou  stay- 
est  not 
Bryan,  I  faat,  I  care  not 
Hip,  Prate  not,  but  get  thee  gone,  I  shall  send 

else. 
bfyan,  I,  do  predy,  I  had  rather  have  thee 
make  a  scabbard  of  my  guts,  and  let  out  all  de 
Irish  puddings  in  my  poor  belly,  den  to  be  a  false 
knave  to  dee  t  faat,  I  will  never  see  dyne  own 
sweet  face  more.  A  mawhid  deer  a  gra,  fare  dee 
well,  fare  dee  well !  I  will  go  steal  cows  again  in 
Ireland.  [Esit, 

Mip.  He's  damned  that  raised  this  whirlwind, 
which  haih  blown 
Into  her  eyes  this  jealousy  \  Yet  111  on, 
rll  on,  stood  armed  devils  staring  in  my  face ; 
To  be  pursued  iu  flight,  quickens  the  race  : 
Shall  my  blood-streamS  by  a  wife*s  lust  be  bar'd  ! 
Fond  woman,  no !  iron  grows  by  strokes  more 

hard. 
Lawless  desires  are  seas  scorning  all  bounds ; 
Or  sulpliur,  which,  being  rammed  up,  more  con- 
founds : 
Struggling  with  madmen,  madness  nothing  tamies ; 
Winds  wrestling  with  gre^t  fires  incense  the  flames. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Bella  front  and  Orlando. 

Bel,  How  now,  what  ails  your  master  ? 

OrL  He's  taken  a  younger  brother's  purge,  for- 
sooth, and  that  works  with  him. 

BeL  Where  is  his  cloak  and  rapier  ? 

OrL  He  has  given  up  his  cloak,  and  his  rapier 
is  bound  to  the  peace ;  if  you  look  a  little  higher, 


you  may  see  that  another  hath  entered  into  hat- 
baud  for  him  too.  Six  and  four  have  put  him  in* 
to  this  sweat 
.  Bel.  Where's  all  his  money  ? 

OrL  Tis  put  over  by  exchange.  His  doublet 
was  going  to  be  translated,  but  .for  me :  if  any 
man  would  have  lent  but  half  a  ducat  on  his  beardf, 
the  hair  of  it  had  stuft  a  pair  of  breeches  by  this 
time.  I  had  but  one  poor  penny,  and  that  I  was 
glad  to  niggle  out,  and  buy.a  holly  wand  to  grace 
him  through  the  street.  As  hap  was,  his  boots 
were  on ;  and  them  I  dustied^  to  make  people 
think  he  had  been  riding,  and  I  had  nm  by  him. 

BeL  Oh  me,  how  does  my  sweet  Matheo  ? 

iSlnter  Matueo. 

Math.  Ob,  rogue,  of  what  devilish  stuff  are 
these  dice  made  of?  of  the  parings  of  the  devil's 
corns  of  his  toes,  that  they  run  thus  damnably? 

BeL  i  pr'ythee  vex  not. 

Math*  If  any  haqdicraftVman  was  ever  suffer- 
ed to  keep  shop  in  hell,  it  will  be  a  dice-maker ; 
he's  able  to  undo  more  souls  than  the  devil.  I 
played  with  mine  own  dice,  yet  lost — Have  you 
any  money  ? 

BeL  'Las,  I  have  none. 

Math,  Must  have  money,  must  have  some; 
must  have  a  cloak,  and  rapier,  and  tilings.  Will 
you  go  set  your  lime-twigs,  and  get  me  some  birds^ 
some  money  ? 

BeL  What  lime- twigs  should  1  set  ? 

Math,  You  will  not,  then?  Must  have  cash 
and  pictures :  Do  you  hea?,  frailty,  shall  I  walk 
Plymouth  cloak,^'  that's  to  say,  like  a  ro^ue, 


in  a 


in  my  noise  and  doublet,  and  a  crabtrec  cudgel  in 
my  hand,  and  you  swim  in  your  satins?  Must 
have  money,  come. 

OrL  ts*t  bed- time,  master,  that  you  undo  my 
I  mistress  ? 


fiamaby  Rycti)  in  his  Description  of  Ireland,  p.  44.  sayf^  "  I  will  not  contend  whether  it  were  Saint 
I^atricke  who,  by  his  praiers,  hath  thus  purged  Ireland  from  toads,  from  snakes,  from  adders,  and  from 
other  tike  venomous  wormes;  bat  there  arc  other,  as  well  beasts  as  birds,  as  tbe  roebuck,  tbe  moule,  tbe 
planet,  tbe  nytiogale,  that  are  meer  strangers  iu  J  reland,  as  the  other  i  and  I  cannot  tbinke  hut  that  it  was 
one  man's  worke  to  expell  all  these  together,  and  all  at  one  time.  But  if  it  were  Saiot  Patrick,  or  who- 
soever otherwise,  that  was  so  severe  against  the  nytingale,  the  sweete  querrister  of  the  wood,  wh«)se  de* 
lectable  harmony  is  pleasing  to  every  eare,  I  would  he  had  been  as  strict  in  justice  against  that  foul- 
mouthed  bird  tbe  cuckow,  whose  notes  were  never  yet  pleasing  to  any  man's  eare,  that  was  jealous  of  his 
wife." 

*^  Plymouth  ctpak—^^  That  is,"  says  Ray,  in  his  Proverbtf  174^,  p.  838.  *<  a  tme^  a  itaff;  whereof  this 
is  the  occasion.  Many  a  man  of  good  extraction,  coming  home  from  far  voyages,  may  chance  to  land 
here,  and,  being  out  of  sorts,  is  unable  for  tbe  present  time  and  place  to  recruit  himself  with  clothes. 
Here  Hf  not  friendly  provided)  they  make  tbe  next  wood  their  draper's  shop,  where  a  staff  cut  out  serves 
tbem  ror  a  covering.  For  we  use,  when  we  walk  in  cuerpo,  to  carry  a  staff  in  our  hands,  but  none  when 
in  a  cloak." 

A  Plymouth  cloak  Is  mentioned  in  The  Wandering  Jew,  Sign.  D :  **  But  let  fortune  snatch  her  wheel 
from  you,  a  poor  ale-house  is  your  inn,  an  old  freeze  jerkio,  in  summer,  your  Sooday  suit, and  a  PHmoitth 
el^akt  your  caster." 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[DfikKAB. 


BeL  Undo  roe  ?  Yes,  yes,  at  these  riflings 
I  have  been  too  often. 

Math.  Help  to  flea,  Pacheco. 

OrL  Fleaing  call  you  it  ? 
'  jIfaM.  1^11  paiim  you,  by  the  Lord,  to  your  very 
eye-brows. 

BeL  With  all  my  heart ;  since  henven  will  have 
me  poor, 
As  good  be  drowned  at  sea,  as  dtowned  at  shore. 

OrL  Why  hear  you,  sir  ?  lYakh,  do  not  make 
away  her  sown. 

Maih,  Oh,  it's  summer,  it's  sommer ;  your  on- 
1^  fashion  fora  woman  now,  is  to  be  light,  to  be 
Lght, 

OrL  Why,  pray,  sir,  employ  some  of  that  mo- 
ney you  have  of  mina 

Alath,  Thine?  ril  starve  first,  Fll  beg  first: 
when  I  touch  a  penny  of  that,  let  these  fingers 
ends  rot. 

OrL  So  they  may,  for  that's  past  touching.  I 
saw  my  twenty  pounds  fly  high. 

Math,  Knowest  thou  never  a  damned  broker 
about  the  city  ? 

OrL  Damned  broker  ?  yes,  five  hundred. 

Math,  The  gown  stood  me  in  above  twenty 
ducats,  borrow  ten  of  it;  cannot  live  without  sil- 
ver. 

OrL  I'll  make  what  I  can  of  it,  sir ;  I'll  be  your 
broker. 
But  not  your  damned  broker. — Oh,  thou  scurvy 

knave ! 
What  makes  a  wife  turn  whore,  but  such  a  slave  ? 

[Exit. 

Math,  How  now,  little  chick,  what  ailest? 
weeping,  for  a  handful  of  tailors'  shreds  ?  Pox  on 
them,  are  there  not  silks  enow  at  mercers  ? 

BeL  I  care  not  for  gay  feathers,  I. 

Math,  What  doest  care  for  then?  why  doest 
grieve  ? 

BeL  Why  do  I  grieve?  a  thousand  sorrows 
strike 
At  one  poor  heart,  and  yet  it  lives.    Matheo, 
Thou  art  a  gamester,  prithee  throw  at  all. 
Sec  all  upoo  one  cast  I  we  kneel  and  pray. 
And  struggle  for  life,  yet  must  be  cast  away. 
Meet  misery  quickly  then,  split  all,  sell  all, 
And  when  thou  hast  sold  all,  spend  it ;  but,  I  be- 
seech thee. 
Build  not  thy  mind  on  me  to  coin  thee  more ; 
To  get  it,  would'st  thou  have  me  play  the  whore  ? 

Math.  Twas  your  profession  before  I  married 
you. 

BeL  Umh  ?  it  was  indeed :  if  all  men  should 
be  branded 
For  sins  long  since  laid  up,  who  could  be  saved  ? 
The  quarter-day's  at  hand,  how  will  you  do 
To  pay  the  rent,  Matheo  ? 

math.  Why,  do  as  all  of  our  occupation  do 
against  quarter-days;  break  up  house,  remove, 
shift  your  lodgings :  Pox  a  your  quarters  ! 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  Where's  this  gallant  ? 


Math.  Signior  Lodovico !  How  does  my  little 
mirror  of  knighthood  ?  this  is  kindly  done,  i^faith : 
welcome,  by  my  troth. 

Lod.  And  how  dost,  frolic  ?  save  yoo,  fair  lady. 
Thou  lookest  smug  and  bravely,  noble  Matheo. 

Math.  Drink  and  feed,  laugh  and  lie  warm. 

Lod.  Is  this  thy  wife  ? 

Math.  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir,  whom  I  make 
use  of  a-nights. 

Lod,  Pay  custom  to  your  lips,  sweet  lady. 

Math.  Borrow  some  shells  of  him ;  some  winc^ 
sweetheart. 

Lod.  I'll  send  foi't  then,  i'faith. 

Math,  You  send  for't  ?  Some  wine,  I  pr^ytbee. 

BeL  I  have  no  money. 

Math,  'Sblood,  nor  I:  What  wine  love  yoo, 
signior  ? 

Lod.  Here,  or  I'll  not  stay,  I  protest ;  trouble 
the  gentlewoman  too  much  ?[£rif  BBLLAFRorr.] 
And  what  news  flies  abroad,  Matheo  ? 

Math.  Troth  none.  Oh,  signior,  we  have  beei 
merry  in  our  days. 

Lod.  And  no  doubt  shall  again. 
The  divine  powers  never  shoot  darts  at  men 
Mortal,  to  kill  them. 

Math,  You  say  true. 

Lod,  Why  should  we  grieve  at  want  ? 
Say  the  world  made  thee  her  minion,  that 
Thy  head  lay  in  her  lap,  and  that  she  danced  thee 
On  her  wanton  knee,  she  could  but  give  thee  a 

whole 
World;  that's  all,  and  that  all's  nothing:  the 

world's 
Greatest  part  cannot  fill  up  one  comer  of  thj 

heart. 
Say,  the  three  comers  were  all  filled,  alas ! 
Of  what  art  thou  possessed  ?  a  thin  blowo  glass: 
Such  as  by  boys  is  pufled  into  the  air. 
Were  twenty  kingdoms  thine,  thou'dst  live  in  care; 
Thou  could'st  not  sleep  the  better,  nor  live  longer, 
Nor  merrier  be,  nor  healthfuller,  nor  stronger. 
If  then  thou  want'st,  thus  make  that  ^vant  thy 

pleasure, 
No  man  wants  all  things,  nor  has  all  in  measore. 

Math.  I  am  the  most  wretched  fellow :  sore 
some  left-handed  priest  christened  me,  I  am  so 
unlucky ;  I  am  never  out  of  one  puddle  or  aoo* 
dier,  still  falling. 

Enter  Bbllafbont  and  Orlahdo. 

Math,  Fill  out  wine  to  my  little  fii^r. 
With  my  heart,  i'faith. 

Lod,  Thanks,  good  Matheo. 
To  your  own  sweet  self. 

OrL  All  the  brokers'  hearts,«8ir,  are  made  of 
flint.  I  can,  with  all  my  knocking,  strike  bet  six 
sparks  of  fire  out  of  them ;  here  s  six  ducats,  if 
you'll  take  them. 

Math.  Give  me  them :  an  evil  conscience  gpaw 
them  all!  moths  and  plagues  bang  upon  ibeir 
lousie  wardrobes ! 

Lod,  Is  this  your  man,  Matheo  ?  an  old  ser- 
ving-man. 
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OrL  Ydd  mtf  give  me  t'other  half  too^  sir; 
That's  the  heggar. 

Lod.  WhathiUt  there,  gold  ? 

M\ath,  A  sort  of  rascals  are  in  my  debt,  God 
knows  what !  and  thejr  feed  me  widi  bits,  #ith 
crums ;  a  pox  choke  them  ! 

Lcfd.  A  #ord,  Matheo:  be  not  angry  With  ihe; 
Beliete  it  that  I  know  tbe  touch  of  tin, 
And  can  part  copper,  though  it  be  plded  o'er. 
From  the  true  gold :  the  sails  which  thod  dost 

spread, 
Would  shew  well,  if  they  were  nbt  borrowed. 
The  sound  6f  thy  low  fortunes  drew  me  hither, 
I  give  myself  unto  thee,  pr'ythee  use  me ; 
I  will  bestow  on  you  a  suit  of  sattin. 
And  All  things  else  to  fit  a  gentltoiim, 
Because  I  love  you. 

Math.  Thanks,  good  noble  knight. 

Lod,  Call  on  me  when  you  please ; 
Till  theri,  ftir^ell.  [EsU. 

Math.  Hkh  angled  ?  hast  cut  up  this  fresh  sal- 
mon? 

BkL  Wottld'si  have  me  be  so  base? 

Math,  Its  base  to  steal,  its  base  to  be  a  whore ; 
Thou'lt  be  more  base,  Til  make  thee  keep  il  door. 

[Exit. 

OrL  1  hope  he  will  not  sneak  away  with  all  the 
iboflev,  will  he  ? 

Set  Thou  seest  he  does. 

OrL  Nay,  then,  its  well.  I  set  my  brains  up- 
on an  upright  last;  though  my  wits  be  old,  yet 
they  are  like  a  withered  pippin,  wholesome.  Look 
you,  mistress,  I  told  him  I  had  but  six  ducats  of 
the  (knave^  broker;  but  I  had  eight,  and  kept 
these  two  for  you. 

BeL  Thou  shouId*st  have  given  him  all. 

OrL  What,  to  %  high  ? 

BeL  like  waves,  my  misery  drives  On  misery. 

[Exit. 

OrL  Sen  hfs  wife's  clothes  from  her  back  r  Does 
atiy  poulterer's  wife  pull  chickens  alive  ?  He  riots 
all  abroad,  Wants  all  at  home ;  he  dices,  whores, 
swaggers,,  swears,  clieats,  borrows,  pawns :  Til 
give  him  hook  and  line  a  little  more  tor  all  this. 
Yet  sure  i*the  end  he^il  delude  all  my  hopes, 
And  show  tiit  a  French  trick  danced  oh  the  ropes. 

[Exit. 

Enter  at  one  Door  Lodovico  and  Carolo  ;  at 
another  Bots  and  MUtrm  Horseleach  ; 
Cam  DIDO  and  his  Wife  appear  in  the  Shop. 

Lbd,  Hist,  hist,  lieutenant  Bots,  how  dost,  man? 

Car.  Whither  are  you  ambling,  Madam  Horse^ 
leach? 

Hottt,  About  worldly  profit,  sir :  how  do  your 
worships  ? 

Bott,  We  want  tools,  gentlemen,  to  furnish 
the  trade ;  they  wear  out  day  and  night,  they 
wear  out  till  no  mettle  be  left  in  their  back  ;  we 
hear  of  two  or  three  new  wenches  are  come  up 
with  a  canrieci  and  your  old  gosliawk  here  is  fly- 
ing at  them. 

Lod.  And  faitb,  what  flesh  Ji&ve  you  at  home? 

VOL.  I. 


orte.  Ordinary  dishes,  by  ray  troih,  sweet nien ; 
i*s  few  good  I'the  city ;  I  am  as  well  furnisht 


Morte. 
there* 
as  any,  and  thdugh  I  say  it,  as  well  customed. 

Bots,  We  have  meats  of  all  sorts  of  dressing ; 
we  have  stewed  meat  for  your  Frenchmen,  pretty 
light  picking  meat  for  your  Italian,  and  that 
which  is  rotten  roasted  for  Don  Spaniardo. 

Lod.  A  pox  on't. 

Bots.  We  have  poulterers^  ware  for  your  sweei 
bloods,  as  dove,  chicken,  duck,  teal,  woodcock, 
and  so  forth  t  and  butcher's  meat  for  the  citizen : 
yet  muttons  fall  very  bad  this  year. 

Lod.  Stay,  is  not  that  my  patient  linen-draper 
yonder,  and  my  fine  young  smug  mistress,  his  wife? 

Car.  Sirrah  Grannam,  Til  give  thee  for  thy  fee 
twenty  crowns,  if  thou  canst  but  procure  me  the 
weaving  of  yon  velvet  cap. 

Horse.  Vou'd  wear  another  thing  besides  the 
cap.    You're  a  wag. 

Bots.  Twenty  crowns  ?  we'll  share,  and  I'll  be 
your  pully  to  draw  her  on. 

Loid.  Do't  presently,  we'll  have  some  sport 

Horse.  Wheel  you  about,  sweet  men :  do  you 
see,  I'll  cheapen  wares  of  the  man,  whilst  Bob  is 
doing  with  his  wife. 

Xod.  To't ;  if  we  come  into  the  shop  to  do  yot^ 
grace,  we'll  call  yOu  madahi. 

Bots*  Pox  a  your  old  face,  give  it  the  badge  of 
all  scurvy  faces,  a  masque. 

Can,  what  is't  you  lack,  gentlewoman  ?  cam- 
brick  or  lawns,  or  nne  hoUands  ?  pray  draw  near^ 
I  can  sell  you  a  penny-worth. 

Bots,  Some  cambiick  for  my  old  lady. 

Can.  Cambrick  ?  you  shall^  the  purest  thread 
in  Millan. 

Lod.  and  Car.  Save  you,  Siguior  Candido. 

Lod.  How  does  my  noble  master?  how  ^y 
fair  mistress  r 

Can,  My  worshipful  good  servant,  view  it  well, 
for  'tis  both  fine  and  even. 

Car.  Cry  you  mercy,  madam,  though  mask'd,  I 
thought  it  should  be  you  by  your  roan.  Pray, 
Signior,  shew  her  the  best,  for  she  commonly  deals 
for  good  ware. 

Can,  Then  this  shall  fit  her,  this  is  for  your 
ladyship. 

nots,  A  word,  I  pray,  there  is  a  waiting  gen- 
tlewoman of  my  lady's,  her  name  is  Ruyna,  says 
she's  your  kinswoman,  and  that  you  snould  be 
one  of  her  aunts. 

Wife,  Oneof  heraunts?troth,sir,Iknow  hcrnot. 

Bots.  If  it  please  you  to  bestow  the  poor  Ja:^ 
hour  of  your  legs  at  any  time,  I  will  be  your  con- 
voy thither  ? 

Wife.  I  am  a  snail,  sir,  seldom  leave  my  house, 
ift  please  her  to  visit  me,  she  shall  be  welcome. 

Bots.  Do  you  hear?  the  naked  troth  is:  roy 
lady  hath  a  young  knight,  her  son,  who  loves  you  ; 
you're  made,  if  you  lay  hold  upon't :  this  jewel  he 
sends  you. 

Wife,  Sir,  I  return  his  love  and  jewel  with 
scorn ;  let  go  my  hand,  or  I  sliall  call  my  husband. 
You  are  an  arrant  knave.  ^£U^« 

4iT> 
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Xodl  What,  will  she  do?  \ 

Bols,  Do  ?  they  shall  all  do  if  Bots  sets  upon 
them  once;  she  was  as  if  she  had  profcst  the  trade, 
squeamish  at  first,  at  last  I  shewed  her  this  jewel, 
said,  a  knight  seat  it  her. 

LotL  Is*t  gold,  and  right  stones? 

Bols,  Copper,  copper,  I  go  a  fishing  with  these 
baits.  She  nibbled,  l^ut  would  not  swallow  [the 
hook,  because  the  conger- head  her  husband  was 
by :  but  she  bids  the  gentleman  name  any  after- 
noon, and  she'll  meet  him  at  her  garden-house, 
which  I  know. 

Lod,  Is  this  no  lie  now  ? 

Bott.  Damn  me  if — 

JLxL  Oh  pr'ythee  stay  there. 

Bots*  The  twenty  crowns,  sir. 

Lod.  Before  he  has  bis  work  done?  but  on 
my  knightly  word,  he  shall  pay*t  thee. 

Enter  Astolfo,    Beraldo,  Fontinell,    and 

Bryan. 

Ast,  I  thought  thou  had'st  been  gone  into  tbine 
own  couDtry. 

Bryan.  No  faat  la,  I  cannot  go  dis  four  or 
tree  dayes. 

Ber.  Look  thee,  yonder's  the  shop,  and  that's 
the  man  himself. 

Fonti,  Thou  sbalt  but  cheapen,  and  do  as  we 
(old  thee,  to  put  a  jest  upon  him,  to  abuse  his 
patience. 

Bryan,  I  faat,  I  doubt  my  pate  shall  be  knocked : 
but  sa  crees  sa  me,  for  your  ^kes,  I  will  runne 
to  any  linen-draper  in  hell  come  preddy. 

Omnes,  Save  you,  gallants. 

Lod  and  Car,  Oh,  well  met ! 

Can,  You'll  give  no  more  you  say  ?  I  cannot 
take  it. 

Horse,  Truly  I'll  give  no  more. 
^  Can,  It  must  not  fetch  it.    What  wo'd  you 
bave,  sweet  gentlemen  ? 

Ast,  Nay,  here's  the  customer. 

[Eseunt  Bots  and  Horseleach. 

Lod,  The  garden-house  you  say  ?  we'll  bolt 
out  your  roguery. 

Can,  I  will  but  lay  these  parcels  by — My  men 
are  uU  at  Customhouse  uuloadjng  wares ;  if  cam- 


briek  you  wo'd  deal  in,  there's  the  best,  all  Mil- 
Ian  cannot  sample  it. 

Lod,  Do  you  hear?  one,  two,  three:  SYoot, 
there  Caftie  in  four  gallants;  sure  your  wife  is* 
sUpt  up,  and  the  fourth  man  I  bold  my  life  i» 
grafting  your  wardentrce.  ** 

Can.  Ha,  ha,  ha:  you  gentlemen  are  full  of  jest. 
If  she  be  up^  she's  gone  some  wares  to  show, 
I  have  above  as  good  wares  as  below. 

Lod,  Have  you  so  ?  nay  tbtrn — 

Can,  Now,  gentlemen,  b't  cambricks? 

Bryan,  I  predee  now  let  me  have  de  best  warn 

Can,  What's  that  he  says^  pray,  gentlemen? 

Lod,  Marry,  he  says  we  are  like  to  bave  the 
best  wares 

Can,  The  best  wares !  all  are  bad,  yet  wires 
do  good. 
And,  like  to  surgeons,  let  sidt  kingdonis  blood. 

Bryan,  Faat  a  devil  pratest  tow  su,  a  pox  on 
dee,  I  preddee  let  me  see  some  hoUeii,  to  make 
linen  shirts,  for  fear  my  body  be  lousy. 

Can,  Indeed  I  understand  no  word  be  speaks. 

Car,  Matry,  be  says,  that  at  the  siege  in  Hol- 
land there  was  much  bawdry  used  among  the  sol- 
diers, tliough  they  were  lousy. 

Can,  It  may  be  so,  that's  likely,  true  indeed, 
In  every  garden,  sir,  does  grow  that  weed. 

Bryan,  Pox  on  de  gardens,  and  de  wecdi^  and 
de  fooles  cap  dere,  and  de  cloutes ;  hear,  dost 
make  a  hobby-horse  of  me  ? 

Omnes.  Oh,  ie,  he  has  torn  the  cambriok. 

Can,  'Tis  no  matter. 

Ast,  It  frets  me  to  the  souL 

Can,  So  does  not  me. 
My  customers  do  oft  for  remnants  call. 
These  are  two  remnants  now,  no  loss  at  alL 
But  let  me  tell  you,  were  my  servants  here. 
It  would  have  cost  more.— Thank  yon,  geode- 
men, 


I  use  yoa  well,  pray  know  my  shop  again. 


[£lB^. 


Omnes,  Ha,  ba,  ha ;  come,  come,  let's  |^  ^^^ 
go.  [Exeaa/. 

Enter  Matheo  (brave  *')  and  Bellaprost. 

Alalh,  How,  am  I  suited,  Front?  am  I  aot 

gallant,  ha  ? 


'«  Warden-tree^A  pear  tree.  "  FoUmum,  Plin.  Volema  autem  pyra  sunt  prsgrandia,  ita  dicta,  . 
iiDpleant  volam."     Barrels  JlveaHe,    The  French  call  this  pear  poirt  de  garde.    See  Mr  Steevcs's 
>Jotc  on  The  Winter's  Tale^  A.  4.  S.  2. 

*7  Brnve — i.  e./iie,  gaudily  dressed.     As,  lo  Lyly's  Euphnes  and  his  England,  p.  67  :  **<— another  lijeth 
an  bis  Vijfin^  npon  his  backe, judf;ing  that  women  are  wedd 

The  Pic/tirr,  by  Massinger,  A.  S.  S.  6: 


wedded  to  bravcrie,** 


"  And  to  how  many  several  women  you  are 
**  Beholding  for  your  bravery," 

The  Emperer  of  the  East,  A.  S.  S.  1  : 

** — her  branry 

*•  So  alters  her,  I  had  for^t  her  facej' 
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BeL  Yes,  sir,  yon  are  suited  well. 

Math.  Exceedtng  passing  well,  and  to  the  time. 

BeL  The  tailor  has  plajed  his  part  with  you. 

^  Math,  And  I  have  played  a  gcntleraan's  part 
with  my  tailor,  for  I  owe  him  fur  the  making  of 
h. 

BeL  And  why  did  you  so,  sir? 

Math.  To  keep  the  fashion :  It*s  your  only 
Csshion  now  of  your  best  rank  of  gallants,  to 
make  their  tailors  wait  for  their  money  ;  neither 
were  it  wisdom  indeed  to  pay  them  upon  the 
iirst  edition  of  a  new  suit ;  for  commonly  the  suit 
is  owing  for,  when  the  linings  are  worn  out,  and 
there's  no  reason  then  that  the  tailor  should  be 
paid  before  the  mercer. 

BeL  Is  this  the  suit  the  knight  bestowed  upon 
you? 

MM,  This  is  the  suit,  and  I  need  not  shame 
to  wear  it;  for  better  men  than  I  would  be  glad  to 
have  suits  bestowed  on  them.  lt*s  a  generous 
fellow, — but — pox  on  him — we,  whose  pericra* 
fiions  are  the  very  limbecks  and  strllitories  of  good 
wit,  and  fly  high,  must  drive  liquor  out  of  stale 
j»ping  oysters.  Shallow  knight!  poor  Squire 
Imaclieo :  I'll  make  a  wild  Cataian  ^*  of  torty 
such  :  hang  him,  he's  an  ass,  he's  always  sober. 

BeL  This  is  your  fault  to  wound  your  friends 
etill. 

Math.  No  faith.  Front,  Lodovico  is  t  noble 
Slavonian :  it's  more  rare  to  sec  him  in  ^  woman's 
company,  than  for  a  Spaniard  to  go  injto  England, 
and  to  challenge  the  English  fencers  tl^ne. — 
One  knocks, — See— Xa,/a,  so/,  ia,fa,  /a,  rustle 
in  silks  and  sattins :  there's  music  in  this,  and  a 
uffety  petticoat,  it  makes  both  fly  high,— Catzo. 

Enter  Bellafront,  after  her  Orlando  like 
himselff  with  four  Men  after  him. 

BeL  Matbeo  ?  'tis  my  father. 

Math.  Ha,  father?  it's  no  matter,  he  finds  oo 
taUered  prodigals  here. 

OrL  Is  not  the  door  good  enough  to  hold  your 
blue  coats  ?  away,  knaves.  Wear  not  your  elothes 
thread-bare  at  knees  for  me ;  bf g  heaven's  bles- 
sing, not  mine.  Oh,  cry  your  worship  mercy, 
4ir;  was  somewhat  bold  to  talk  to  this  gentle- 
woman, your  wife  here. 

Math,  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir. 


OrL  Stand  not,  sir,  bare  to  me;  I  have  read 
oft 
That  serpents,  who  creep  low,  belch  ranker  poi- 
son 
Than  winged  dragons  do,  that  fly  aloft. 

Math.  If  it  offend  you,  sir  ?  'tis  for  my  plea- 
sure. 

OrL  Your  pleasure  be't,  sir  ?  umh,  is  this  your 
palace? 

BeL  Yes,  and  our  kingdom,  for  'tis  our  content. 

OrL  Its  a  very  poor  kingdom  then  ;  what,  are 
all  your  subjects  gone  a  sheep- shearing  ?  not  ^ 
maid  ?  not  a  man  ?  not  so  much  as  a  &it  ?  you 
keep  a  good  house  belike,  just  like  one  of  your 
profession,  every  room  with  bare  walls,  and  ^ 
half-headed  bed  to  \'ault  upon,  as  al!  your  bawdy- 
houses  are.  Pray,  who  are  your  upholsters?  Oh, 
the  spiders,  I  see ;  they  bestow  hangings  uyou 
you. 

Math,  Bawdy-house !  Zounds !  sir — — 

BeL    Oh,  sweet  Maiheo,  peace.    Upon  my 
knees 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  not  to  arraign  me 
For  sins,  which  heaven,  I  hope,  long  since  hath 

pardoped. 
Those  flnmes,  like  lightning  flashes,  are  so  spent, 
The  heat  no  more  remains,  than  where  ships  went^ 
Or  where  birds  cut  the  air,  the  print  remains. 

Math.  Po%  on  him,  ko^d  to  a  dog  ! 

BeL  She  that's  a  whore 
Lives  gallant,  fares  well,  is  not,  like  me,  poor; 
I  have  now  as  small  acquaintance  with  that  sin, 
As  if  I  had  never  known  it;  that,  never  been. 

OrL  No  acquaintance  with  it !  what  maintains 
thee  then  ?  how  dost  live  then  ?  has  thy  husband 
any  lands?  any  rents  coming  in,  niiy  stock  going, 
any  ploughs joggim;,  any  ships  sailing?  hnst  thou 
any  wares  to  turn,  so  much  as  to  get  a  single  penny 
by  ?  yes,  thou  hast  ware  to  sell,  knaves  are  thy 
chapmen,  and  thy  shop  is  hell. 

Math.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

OrL  So,  sir,  I  do  hear,  sir,  more  of  you  than 
you  dream  I  do. 

Math,  You  fly  a  little  too  high,  sir. 

OrL  Why,  sir,  too  high  ? 

Math,  I  have  suffered  yonr  tongue,  like  *'  a 
bard  cater  tra,  to  run  all  this  while,  and  have  no( 
stopt  it. 


■•f 


Ibid.  A,  4,  S.  1  : 

<<  I've  built  no  palaces  to  face  the  Court, 

"  Nor  do  my  follower's  bravery  shame  his  train.'* 

^s  J  wild  Cataian  of  forty  guch ;— i.  e.  forty  sach  shallow  kaigbU,  &c.  would  go  to  the  composition  of 
a  dexteraui  tkUf,    8ee  a  note  on  the  Merry  Wivtt  of  Windsor^  last  edition,  p.  <65. 

*9  A  bard  cater  fro— The  follow  ini;  passage  from  The  Jrt  of  Juggling,  or  Legerdemaintf  by  8,  R.  4to. 
|612,  Sign.  C  4,  will  Mifficieotly  explain  the  terms  above  used  ;  *«  First  you  must  know  a  lai^s^t,  which 
is  a  die  that  simple  men  have  seldom  heard  of,  but  often  seene  to  their  cost  j  and  this  is  a  well-favoored 
die,  and  seemeth  good  and  square,  yet  it  is  forged  longer  upon  the  cater  and  trea  than  any  other  way  ;  and 
therefore  it  is  called  a  langret.  buck  be  ^Iso  called  bard  cater  treat,  because  commonly  the  longer  end  will 
it  his  o>Toc  sway  draWe  downewards,  and  tume  up  to  the  eie  si^e  slncke  deuce  or  ace*  The  principal  use  «f 
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OrL  Well,  sir,  you  talk  like  a  gamester. 
Math,  If  you  come'  to  bark  at  her,  liecause 
sbe*s  a  poor  rogue ;  look  you,  herd's  a  finp  path, 
sir,  and  there,  there  the  door. 
BeL  Matheo? 

Math,  Your  blue  coats  stay  for  you,  sir. 
I  love  a  good  honest  roaring  boy,  and  so — 
OrL  That*s  the  devik 

Math.  Sir,  sir,  I'll  have  no  Joves  in  my  house 
to  thunder  avount :  she  shall  live  and  be  main- 
tained ;  when  you,  like  a  keg  of  musty  sturgeon, 
shall  stink.  Where  ?  in  your  coffin.  How  f  be 
a  musty  fellow,  and  lousy. 

Orl,  I  know  she  shall  be  maintained,  but  how  ? 
she  like  a  quean,  thou  like  a  knave;  she  like  a 
whore,  thou  like  a  thief. 

Math,  Thief!  zounds,  thief ! 
BeL  Good  dearest  Matheo. — Father ! 
Math,  Pox  on  you  both,  Til  not  be  braved  : 
new  sattin  scorns  to  be  put  down  with  bare 
bawdy  velvet    Thief ! 

OrL  Aye,  thief;  thouVt  a  murtherer,  a  cheat- 
er, a  whore-monger,  a  pot-huuter,  a  borrower,  a 
beggar — 

BeL  Dear  father — 

Alath.  An  old  ass,  a  dog,  a  churl,  a  chuff,  an 
usurer,  a  villain,  a  moth,  a  mangy  mule  with  an 
old  velvet  foot-cloth  on  his  back,  sir. 
BeL  Oh  me ! 

OrL  Varlct,  for  this  T\\  liang  thee. 
Math,  Ha,  ha,  alas. 

OrL  Thou  keepest  a  man  of  mine  here,  under 
my  nose. 

Math,  Under  thy  beard. 
OrL  As  arrant  a  smell-smock,  for  an  old  mut- 
ton-monger, as  thyself. 
Math,  No  as  yourself. 

OrL  As  arrant  a  purse-taker  as  ever  cri^d, 
stand ;  ytt  a  good  fellow,  I  confess,  and  valiant; 
but  he'll  bring  thee  to  the  gallows ;  you  both  liave 
robbed  of  late  two  poor  country  pedlars. 

Math.  How's  this  ?  bow's  this  ?  c|ost  tho\i  fly 
high.'  rob  pedlars?    bear  witness.  Front,  rob 
pedlars  ?  my  man  and  I  a  thief. 
BeL  Oh,  sir,  no  more. 

OrL  Aye,  knave,  two  pedlars,  hue  aq(t  c^  is 
up,  warrants  are  out,  ana  I  shall  see  thee  client 
a  ladder. 

Math.  And  come  down  again  as  well  as  a 
bricklayer,  or  a  tyler.  How  the  vengeance  knows 
he  this?  if  I  be  hanged,  I'll  tell  the  people  1 
married  old  Friscobaldo's  daughter,  Fll  frisco 
you,  and  your  old  carcase. 

OrL  Tell  what  thou  canst;  if  I  stay  iiere  longer, 


I  shall  be  hamed  too,  for  being  in  thy  compviy ; 
therefor^  i^  f^fomnid  you,  I  lei|yei  yqu* 
Afath,  Kneel,  i|iid  eet  money  of  him* 
OrL  A  knave  ana  a  quean,  a  thief,  aod  a 
strumpet,  a  coup]e  of  beggars,  a  brace  of  baggages. 
Math.  llang  upon  him.  Aye,  aye,  sir,  fareyoa 
well ;  we  are  so-:  follow  clos^— we  are  beggars— 
in  ^attin— ^  him. 

BeL  Is  this  your  ^infort,  when  so  maojyeaif 
You  have  left  me  frozen  to  death  ? 
OrL  ^rpeze  still,  sti^^e  still. 
BeL  Yes,  ^q  I  shall ;  I  pnqsty  I  miMt  and  vilL 
If  as  you  say  I*m  poor,  relieve  me  then, 
Let  me  not  sell  niy  body  to  base  men. 
You  call  me  strumpet,  heay^o  knows  I  an  nooec 
Your  cruelty  maj  drive  me  to  be  oiie : 
]jet  not  that  sin  be  yours;  Jet  not  the  shame 
Of  oon^mon  whore  live  longer  than  my  Qame^ 
That  cunning  bawd.  Necessity,  night  aii4  day 
Plots  to  undo  me ;  drive  that  has  away, 
ticst  being  at  lowest  e(>by  es  npw  1  am, 
I  sink  for  ^yer. 

OrL  Lowest  ebb,  what  ebb  ? 
BeL  So  poor,  tkuit,  though  to  tell  it  Ite  of 
shame, 
I  am  not  worth  a  dish  to  hold  ray  meat; 
I  am  yet  poorer,  (  vftait  bread  to  eat. 
OrL  It  s  not  seen  by  your  cheeks. 
Mfath,  I  think  she  hi^  read  an  homily  to;  tipUa 
too  the  old  rogue. 

QrL  \Vant  bres^d?  there's  sattiu  :  bake  that 
Math,  S'blood,  n^ake  pasties  of  my  clothes  ? 
OrL  A  fur  new  clpke,  stew  that ;  an  excellent 
gilt  rapier. 

Math,  Will  you  eat  that,  sir  ? 
OrL  I  could  feast  ten  good  fellows  with  those 
hangers. 
Math,  The  pox  you  shall, 
OrL  I  shall  not,  till  thou  begge^  think  tboa 
«  art  poor ; 

And  when  thou  be^st,  111  feed  thee  lit  99 

dpor, 
As  I  feed  dogs,  with  bones ;  till  then  be^ 
Borrow,  pawn,  steal,  and  bang,  turn  baw^ 
When  thou'rt  no  w)ior^ : — roj  he^rt-strings  m^ 
Would  crack,  were  they  strained  more,      [a^ 
Math.  This  is  your  father,  yoi^r  damn^d^ 
confusion  light  upon  all  the  getji^eratipn  of  yoa  I 
he  can  come  bra^ine  hither  with  four  while 
herrings  at's  tail,  m  blue  coats  without  roes  in 
their  Allies,  but  I  may  starve  ere  he  give  me  so 
much  as  a  cob.  ^^ 

BeL  What  tell  you  n^e  of  this  ?  alas. 
Math,  Go  tirot  after  your  dad,  do  you  capita- 


them  is  at  Novom ;  for  lo  longe  a  paire  ofbatd  cater  treas  be  walking  on  the  board,  so  long  can  ye  not  ca4 

five  nor  nine,  unles  it  be  by  great  chance^  that  the  ronghoes  of  the  table,  or  some  other  stoppe,  force  them 

to  stay,  and  run  against  their  kiode :  for  without  cater  or  trea  ye  know  that  five  or  nine  can  never  cone.** 

JMoosienr  D*01ive,  1606,  the  stop  cater  tre  is  mentioned ;  and  again,  The  Lvndon  Prodigal,' 

5^  A  co»— A  herring  is  called  a  cob.    See  Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,    this  is,  however,  a  qaibbl^  here,  fat 


1  think  a  cabin  Ireland  signifies  a  coin,  or  piece  of  money* 


Psky:4B.] 


am  SONEST  W«OBE. 


Ml 


late,  ni  pwpn  ml  for  yoq,  V\\  m  »twl  W  \^ 

hanged  for  such  aa  hypocritical  clo!|e  pommon 
harlot;  »w»y>  you  iog—Bitwp  ylUith  1  Udffoo^ ! 
give  me  aon^e  meat. 

^^  Yes,  »ir.  [ftn>. 

Afa^A.  Goodman  sliive,  my  man,  too,  is  gallop- 
ed to  the  devil  a'the  t'other  side.  Padiepp,  1 11 
checo  you :  Is  this  your  dad's  day  ?  £ngifmd» 
thuf  say,  is  the  only  hell  for  hprses,  1^4  oqly  Pa- 
radise for  womeq ;  pniy,  gj^t  you  tq  that  Paradise, 
because  you're  called  an  Honest  Wkfure.  There 
they  live  none  but  honest  whores,  with  t^  pox ! 
Marry,  here,  in  o|ir  city,  all  our  i^n  ^Te  Ui%  fpot- 
^leth  nags;  the  masrer  no  sooner  lights,  bn^  the 
Vfi^n  leapt  into  the  saddle. 

Enter  Bellafront,  with  Meat, 

Bel.  Will  you  sit  down,  I  pr^y,  sir? 

Maih'  I  could  tear,  by  the  Xprd '  his  flesh, 
imd  eat  bis  midriff  in  salt,  a«  I  eat  this* — Must  I 
choke. — My  father  Friscobaldq !  I  shall  m^fs  & 
pitiful  hpgrjouse  of  you,  Qrlfindpi  if  you  fiill  qnce 
iqto  my  fingers.— Hert's  the  ^vouF^est  meat ;  I 
have  got  a  stomach  with  chafing.  What  rogue 
ahould  t^U  him  of  those  two  pedlars  f  A  plague 
choke  him,  and  gnaw  him  to  the  bare  bones  ! — 
Come,  fill. 

BeL  Thou  sweatest  with  very  aq^tcr^  good 
tweaft:  Vex  not;  'las  'tis  no  fault  qf  mme. 

Math,  Where  didst  buy  this  muttpq  ?  I  never 
felt  better  ribs. 

Bek  A  neighbour  sent  it  me- 

^nter  Orlando. 

4fq^^.  Hah,  fieighboqr  ?  fob,  my  mpoth  stinks ! 
You  whq^  do  you  beg  viptuals  for  iqie?  Is  this 
•atcin  doublet  to  be  bombasted^'  with  broken 
H^atf  [Take$  uj^  tkfi  SiQol. 


Ori.  What  ffjll  yoq  do,  «lrt 

M^tk*  B^^  out  the  brains  of  a  heg^y-r — 

[£ji|  BELLAtaONT. 

Qrl  Pe&t  out  an  ast's  head  of  your  own : — 
Al^ay,  mistress  !-rZounds !  do  but  touch  one 
l^air  of  l^ef,  and  FU  so  quilt  your  cap  with  jokl 
iron,  that  yqur  cqxpqmb  shall  adie  the  wone 
tl^ese  %eveo  years  fi^r't:  I>oes  t^e  look  like  a 
roasted  rabbit,  that  yoq  mus^  have  the  bead  (or 
the  bnains  ? 

Math.  |ia,hal  Qoontof  mydQon,yottBQgu0y 

away !  Four  marks,  trudge. 

'QrL  Four  marks?  no,  sir,  my  twen^  pounda 
that  you  have  made  fly  high,  and  I  am  gone. 

Math*  Must  I  be  fed  with  cbippings  ?  yon^re 
best  get  a  clap-dish,  ^*  and  say  yun  re  proctor  to 
some  Spittal-hquse.  Wheve  liasf  thou  belsq*  ^t- 
checo  ?  Come  hither,  my  little  ^nrkey-cock. 

OrL  I  cannot  abiae,  sir,  to  see  ^  womap  wrong- 
ed :  not  r. 

Math*  Sirrah,  here  wm  ra?  iatber-in-laar  to-dav. 

OrL  pish,  then  you're  full  of  crowns.  ^ 

Math,  Hang  him,  he  would  hav«  thrust  ciowna 
upon  me,  to  have  fallep  in  again,  but  I  scorn  cast 
clothes,  or  any  roan's  gold. 

Qrl,  But  mine;  how  did  he  brook  that,  sir? 

Math,  Oh,  swore  like  a  dozen  af  drunken  tink- 
ers ;  at  last,  growing  foul  in  words,  he  and  four  of 
his  men  drew  upon  me,  sir. 

Qrf,  In  your  bouse  ?  vonld  I  had  been  fay. 

Math,  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  fell  to  my  old. 
lock,  and  so  thrashed  say  hlue  coats,  and  old 
crabtreerface  my  father-in-law,  and  then  walked 
like  a  lion  in  my  grate. 

OrL  Oh,  noble  master ! 

I  Math,  Sirrah,  he  could  tell  me  of  the  robbing 
the  two  pedlers,  and  that  warrants  ^te  out  (or  im 
both. 


?v  BonthfiUedr^U  e.  stqffed  oat.    So,  in  Gascoigof  *8  Fabl$  o/Jeromimi,  p.  23i : 

"  Thy  bodies  bolstred  oot 

With  ^mbMt  and  with  bagges. 
Thy  roalet,  thy  ruffes,  thy  canles,  thy  coifes. 

Thy  jerkins,  and  thy  jagges. " 

to  bamhaai  was,  in  general,  to  stuff  with  cotton,  See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  Fint  Part  of  Hemry  /r, 
^*  9»  S«  ^. 

5*  C(wd«A-— «  Tl^^  bei^gaifs,  two  or  t|i^t5c  cen^qjle^  ago,  iM  to  prof  laim  tbf  ir  wapt  by  a  wooden 
^ish  with  a  moveable  cover,  which  they  clacked  to  show  that  the  vessel  was  empty."  See  Mr  S(eefens*a 
^ote  oq  Measure  for  Measure^  A.  S.  S.  8. 

Aj^in,  in  Charchyard*8  ChaUeng^y  1593,  p.  143  : 

**  Where  1  was  wont,  the  golden  chaines  to  wear, 

A  payre  of  beads  aboat  my  necke  was  wound, 

A  linnen  cloth  was  lapt  about  my  heare, 

A  ragged  gowne,  that  trailed  on  the  grpuqdi^ 

j1  di$h  that  elapty  and  gave  a  heavy  soond, 

A  staying  staffbp  and  wallet  therewithaU.  ^ 

I  bear  abpat,  as  witncsse  of  my  fall." 

9«f^  #w  >a  hia  Huwyir,  A.  8.  ^.  1 :  m  ^q  he  tl^ink  tp  be  relieved  by  mc,  when  he  b  got  teto  oae  a' 
yotir  city  poqqds,  th^  counten,  he  has  gof  the  wrqng  sow  by  the  ear  Tfaithy  and  elapa  Ms  diiA  qt  the  wfMc 
*-- i*s  door."  ^ 


i58e 


SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dekkai. 


OrL  Good  sir,  I  like  not  those  crackers. 

Math,  Crackhalter,  ^vo't  set  tbj  foot  to  mine  ? 

OrL  How,  sir,  at  drinking  ? 

Maih.  We'll  pull  that  old  crow,  mj  father : 
rob  thy  master.  I  know  the  house,  thou  the 
servants;  the  purchase^  is  rich,  the  plot  to  get 
it  easy :  the  dog  will  not  part  from  a  bone. 

OrL  Pluck't  out  of  his  throat,  then :  I'll  snarl 
for  one,  if  this  can  bite. 

Math.  Say  no  more,  say  no  more,  old  cole; 
meet  me  anon  at  the  sign  of  the  Shipwreck. 

OrL  Yes,  sir. 

3iJath,  And  dost  hear,  man  ? — the  Shipwreck. 

[Bnt. 

OrL  Thott'rt  at  the  Shipwreck  now,  and  like  a 
swimmer 
Bald,  but  unexpert,  with  those  waves  ^ost  play, 
Whose  dalliance,  whore-like,  is  to  cast  thee  away. 

Enter  Hipolito  and  Bellafrokt. 

.And  here's  another  vessel,  better  fraught. 
But  as  ill-manned,  her  sinking  will  be  wrought, 
If  rescue  <x>me  not  j  like  a  man  of  war 
rU  therefore  bravely  out;  somewhat  I'll  do. 
And  either  save  them  both,  or  perish  too. 

[ExU. 
Hip,  It  is  my  fate  to  be  bewitched  by  those 

eyes. 
BeL  Fate?  your  folly. 
Why  should  my  face  thus  oiad  yon  f  las,  those 

colours 
Are  wound  up  long  ago,  which  beauty  spread ; 
The  flowers  tiiat  once  grew  here,  are  withered. 
You  turned  my  black  soul  white,  made  it  look 

new. 
And  should  I  sin,  it  ne'er  should  be  with  you. 
Hip,  Your  hand,  I'll  offer  you  fair  play.  When 
first 
We  met  i'the  lists  together,  you  remember 
You  were  a  common  rebel ;  with  one  parley 
I  won  you  to  come  in. 
BeL  You  did. 
Hip  I'll  try 
>^If  now  I  can  beat  down  this  chastity 


With  the  same  ordnance.    Will  yop  yiekl  tliif 

fort,  *  * 

If  with  the  power  of  argument  now,  as  then, 
I  get  of  you  the  conquest :  as  before 
I  turned  you  honest,  now  to  turn  you  whore^ 
By  force  of  strong  persuasion  ? 

BeL  If  you  can, 
I  yield. 

Hip,  The  alarm's  struck  np :  Vm  your  man. 

BeL  A  woman  gives  defiance. 

Hip,  Sit« 

BeL  Begin; 
*T\B  a  brave  battle  to  encounter  sin. 

Hip,  You  men  that  are  to  fight  in  the  same  war 
To  which  I'm  prest,  and  plead  at  the  same  hat, 
To  win  a  woman,  if  you  would  have  me  speed. 
Send  all  your' wishes. 

BeL  No  doubt  you're  heard,  proceed. 

Hip,  To  be  a  harlot,— that  yon  stand  npoiv— 
Tlie  very  name's  a  diarm  to  make  you  one. 
Harlot  was  a^ame  of  so  divine 
And  ravishing  touch,  that  she  was  concubine^ 
To  an  Enplish  king:  her  sweet  bewitching  eye. 
Did  the  king's  heart-strings  in  such  love-knots  de^ 
That  even  the  cc^est  was  proud  when  she  could 

hear 
Men  say,  Behold,  another  harlot  there. 
And,  after  her,  all  women  that  were  fair 
Were  harlots  called,  as  to  this  day  some  are: 
Besides,  her  dalliance  she  so  well  does  mit. 
That  she's  in  Latin  called  the  Meretrix, 
Thus  for  the  name ;  for  the  profession,  this; 
Who  lives  in  bondage,  lives  laced ;  the  chief  bliai 
This  world  below  can  yield,  is  liber^ ; 
And  who,  than  whores,  with  looser  wings  dare  flj? 
As  Juno's  proud  bird  spreads  the  fairest  tail. 
So  does  a  strumpet  hoist  the  loftiest  sail. 
She's  no  man's  slave,  men  are  her  slaves;  her 

eye 
Moves  not  on  wheels  screwed  up  with  jealousj. 
She,  horsed  or  coached,  does  merry  journies  make, 
Free  as  the  sun  in  his  ^ilt  zodiac ; 
As  bravely  does  she  shme,  as  fast  she's  driTeo^ 
But  stays  not  long  in  any  house  of  heaven ; 


^3  T^e  purchat6  it  rieh,^'PurekaMe  was  anciently  a  cant  word  for  itolen  goods.  A?f  In  Bartk^hmem 
Fair,  A.  2.  8.  4 1  **  All  th^  parses  taA'purcha^  I  give  you  to-day  by  conveyance,  bfiog  hither  to  Unla'i 
ItreaenUy.*'        ■  •        t  ■•    f 


I%e  Jlchemitt,  A.  4.  S.  7 : 

€t  


-I'the  mean  time. 


Do  yott  two  pack  up  all  the  goods  and  purchaUf 
That  we  can  carry  i'the  two  trunlLS.** 

See  also  Mr  Whalley'i  Note  on  the  fast  passage,  and  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  op  the  First  Part  of  Hcwy  If* 

A.  «.  9.  J  • 

^* concubine 

To  an  Eni^lUh  king, — Arlotta  (from  whence  the  word  harlot  is  ftuicifully  derived)  was  not  the  cob- 
cuhioe  of  an  English  monarch,  bat  mistreat  to  Robert,  onf:  of  the  dukes  of  Normandy,  and  father  to  WHi 
liam  the  Coaqoeror;    S, 


Bekkab.] 


THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


MS 


But  shifts  from  sign  to  sign  her  amorous  prizfiSy 

More  rich  being  when  she's  down^  than  wnen  she 
rises. 

In  brief,  gentlemen  haunt  them,  soldiers  fight  for 
them. 

Few  men  but  know  them,  few  or  none  abhor 
them; 

Thus,  for  sport  sake,  speak  I,  as  to  a  woman, 

Whom,  OS  the  worst  ground,  I  would  turn  to 
common : 

But  you  1  would  enclose  for  mine  own  bed. 
BeL  So  should  a  husband  be  dishonoured. 
Hip,  Dishonoured  !  not  a  whit :  to  fall  to  one. 

Besides  your  husband,  is  to  fall  to  none. 

For  one  no  number  is. 

BeL  Faith,  should  you  take 

One  in  your  bed,  would  you  that  reckoning  make  ? 

^is  time  you  sound  retreat. 
'  Hip.  Say,  have  I  won ; 

Is  the  day  ours  ? 

BeL  The  battle's  but  half  done. 

None  but  yourself  have  yet  sounded  alarms, 

Let  us  strike  too,  else  you  dishonour  arms. 
Hip,  If  you  can  win  the  day. 

The  glory's  yours. 

BeL  To  prove  a  woman  should  not  be  a  whore, 

When  she  was  made,  she  had  one  man,  and  no 
more; 

Tet  she  was  tied  to  laws  then ;  for,  even  tlien, 

*ris  said,  she  was  not  made  for  men,  but  man. 

Anon,  t'increase  earth's  brood,  the  law  was  varied. 

Men  should  take  many  wives ;  and  though  they 
married 

According  to  that  act,  yet  'tis  not  known> 

But  that  those  wives  were  only  tied  to  one. 

New  parliaments  were  unce ;  for  now  one  wo- 
man 

Is  shared  between  three  hundred,  nay  she's  com- 
mon; 

Common  as  spotted  leopards,  whom  for  sport 

fAen  hunt,  to  get  the  flesh,  but  care  not  for't. 

So  spread  they  nets  of  gold,  and  tune  their  calls, 

To  enchant  silly  women  to  take  falls ; 

Swearing  they  are  angels,  which  that  they  may 
wio, 

They'll  hire  the  devil  to  cnme  with  false  dice  in. 

Oh  sirens  subtle  tunes  !  yourselves  you  flatter. 

And  our  weak  &ex  betray ;  so  men  love  water ; 

It  serves  to  wash  their  hands,  but,  being  once 
foul, 

Tlie  water  down  is  poured,  cast  out  of  doors. 

And  even  of  such  base  use  do  men  make  whores. 

A  harlot,  like  a  hen,  more  sweetness  reaps, 

To  pick  men  one  by  one  up,  than  in  heaps ; 

Yet  all  feeds  but  confounding.    Say  you  should 
taste  me, 

I  serve  but  for  the  time,  and  when  the  day 

Of  war  is  done,  am  cashiered  out  of  pay ; 

If  like  lame  soldiers  I  could  beg,  that's  all. 

And  there's  lust's  rendezvous,  an  hospital. 

Who  then  would  be  a  roan's  slave,a  man*s  woman  ? 

She's  half-starved  the  first  day  that  feeds  in  com- 
mon. 


Hip,  You  should  not  feed  so,  but  with  me  alooe. 

BeL  If  I  drink  poison  by  stealth,  is't  not  all  one? 
Is't  not  rank  poison  still  with  you  alone ! 
Nay,  say  you  spied  a  courtezan«  whose  soft  side 
To  touch,  you'd  sell  your  birth-right  for  one  kiss. 
Be  racked ;  she's  won,  you're  sated ;  what  follows 

this? 
Oh,  then,  you  enrse  that  bawd  that  told  you  in, 
(The  night)  you  curse  your  lust,  you  loath  the  sin. 
You  loath  her  very  sight,  and  ere  the  day 
Arise,  you  rise  glad  when  you're  stolen  away. 
Even  then,  when  you  are  drunk  with  all  her  sweets. 
There's  no  true  pleasure  in  a  strumpet's  sheets. 
Women,  whom  lust  so  prostitutes  to  sale, 
Like  dancers  upon  ropes,  once  seen  are  stale. 

Hip.  If  all  the  threads  of  harlots'  lives  are  spun 
So  coarse  as  you  would  make  them,  tell  me  why 
You  so  long  loved  the  trade  ? 

BeL  If  all  the  threads 
Of  harlots'  lives  be  fine  as  you  would  make  them. 
Why  do  not  you  persuade  your  wife  turn  whore. 
And  all  dames  else  to  fall  before  that  sin  ? 
Like  an  ill  husband,  though  I  knew  the  same 
To  be  my  undoing,  followed  I  that  game. 
Oh,  when  the  work  of  lust  had  earned  my  bread. 
To  taste  it,  how  I  trembled,  lest  each  hit. 
Ere  it  went  down,  should  choke  me,  chewing  it ! 
My  bed  seemed  like  a  cabin  hung  in  hell ; 
The  bawd,  hell's  porter ;  and  the  liquorish  wine 
The  pander  fetched,  was  like  an  easy  fine, 
For  which,  methought,  I  leased  away  my  soul ; 
And  oftentimes,  even  in  my  quaffing  bowl, 
Thus  said  I  to  myself,  I  am  a  whore, 
And  have  drunk  down  thus  much  confusion  more. 

Hip,  It  is  a  common  rule,  and  'tis  most  true. 
Two  of  one  trade  never  love ;  no  more  do  you. 
Why  are  you  sharp  'gainst  that  you  once  profest  f 

BeL  Why  doat  you  ou  that,  which  you  did  once 
detest  ? 
I  cannot,  seeing  she's  woven  of  such  bad  stuffy 
Set  colours  on  a  harlot  base  enough. 
Nothing  did  make  me,  when  I  loved  them  best„ 
To  loath  them  more  than  this :  when  in  the  street 
A  fair  young  modest  damsel  I  did  meet, 
She  seemed  to  all  a  dove,  when  I  passed  by. 
And  I  to  all  a  raven ;  every  eye 
That  followed  her,  went  with  a  bashful  glance; 
At  me,  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 
Darted  forth  scorn :  to  her,  as  if  site  had  been 
Some  tower  unvanquished,  would  they  vail ; 
*Gainst  me  swoln  rumour  hoisted  every  sail. 
She,  crowned  with  reverend  praises,  passed  by 

them  ; 
r,  though  with  face  mask t, could  not  scape  the  fiem ; 
For,  us  if  heaven  had  set  strange  marks  on  whores. 
Because  they  should  be  pointing  stocks  to  man, 
Drest  up  in  ci vilest  shape,  a  courtezan 
Let  her  walk  saint-like,  noteless,  and  unknown, 
Yet  she's  betray'd  b?  some  trick  of  her  own. 
Were  harlots  therefore  wi^,  tiiey'd  be  soid  dear; 
For  men  account  them  good  but  for  one  year ; 
And  then  like  almanacks,  whose  dates  are  gone. 
They  are  thrown  by,  and  ncf  more  looki  upon.. 


iu 


I§EC0JID  PAtCt  OF 


[D^ttii. 


Wlio'H  titei«fbr^  Inidcwartf  ROl,  Whd  Wilt  Utoiich 

fdrth 
Id  seas  sb  foul,  for  ^^ttir^  nb  tbbre  #hHh  f 
Ltist's  voyage  hatb,  if  hot  thh  b&tli^e,  this  troHi 
Buy  ne'er  so  chei(|^  ^Oiir  wdrd  Coiiies  hdin^  iVitH 

Wliat,  shall  I  sound  retreat?  the  battle's  done : 
Let  thd  wotia  judg^  Which  of  Hi  ttfb  haV^  Won, 

H^.  I ! 

JBe^  Yoii?  nay,  then,  d^  co^Hrds  do  in  fight, 
What  by  b!d#s  cannot,  OMi  U6  sav^  by  flight. 

[Erit 

Hip;  Fly  to  ear£h*iJiked  tenivb :  to  die  caves 
Of  everlasting  bMrOr,  FIl  purstie  thee, 
Thougb  load^n  with  ^ht,  e¥€u  to  htWi  brazen  doors. 
Thids  msest  inen  turn  fodls^  dotttin^  bh  i^hdr^s. 

Enter  the  Dufte, Lonovico,  andOKLkv^ :  after 
them  In FELicEy  Carolo,  Astolfo^  Beraldo^ 

PONTINELL. 

OrU  1  beseeth  ydu^  gt^ce,  though  your  eve  h^  to 

£ier6iflg,  as  tinder  a  j>oor  bitie  6iat  to  cull  out  an 
onest  fathei*  from  ari  old  serving-nian ;  yet,  good 
niy  Ite^d,  discover  not  the  plot  to  any,  but  only 
this  ^ntleinan  that  is  now  to  be  an  actor  in  our 
ensuing  comedy. 

Duke.  TIiou  hast  thy  wish,  Orlaridb,  p^ass  un- 
knbwn, 
Sforsa  slisiil  only  go  filohg  With  thee, 
To  vet  that  warrant  served  upbn  thy  scfh. 

Lod.  To  attach  him  iipon  felony,  fof*  Vko  ped- 
lars :  is*t  not  so? 

(hi  Right,  my  noblb  khigbt;  those  pedlars 
were  two  knaves  of  minfe ;  he  fleeced  the  nien 
before,  aild  now  he  purposed  to  fleii  the  master, 
ile  Will  rob  me,  his  teeth  water  to  be  ifibblidg  at 
my  gold,  but  this  shall  hang  him  by  tfit  gills,  till 
I  pull  him  on  shore. 

Duke.  Away ;  ply  ybu  the  btisin^ss. 

OrL  Thanks  to  your  grace;  but,  my  good  lord, 
for  my  daughter. 

Dukt,  Yob  know  what  I  have  Sitid. 

OrL  And  remember  n^wt  I  iuive  sworn ;  she's 
mure  honest,  an  mv  soul,  than  one  of  the  Turk's 
wenches,  watched  by  a  hundred  eunuths. 

Lod,  So  she  had  need,  for  the  Turks  make 
them  whures. 

OrL  He*s  a  Tark  that  makes  any  woman  a 
whore,  he's  no  true  Christian  I'm  sure.  I  commit 
jour  grace. 

Dukt,  Infelice. 

Inf,  Here,  sir. 

Lod,  Siguier  Friscobaldo. 

OrL  Frisking  again  ?  Pacheco. 


JM.  Uds  Wy  Pach^bb  ?  W^l  h«te  sdm^  Mrj 
v^iUi  (his  WttMnt;  'ds  to  apprtihtod  all  toS|iea^ 
personsin  the  house;  besides,  there's  btie  fiocs 
«  JMiiHdCir,  and  one  Madaiii  tiors&Ieach  a  hiM^ 
\  that  have  abu^  my  friend,  those  twtf  tobies  will 
W6  fVl>ret  into  the  pursenet.  ^' 

OrL  Let  me  alone  for  dabbing  thete  ff^  neck : 
come,  cbme. 

iMd.  Do  jt  hftaiv  gallants?  dieet  xtUt  mem  li 
Matheo's. 

Omhet.  £tious»h. 

[Exeunt  LoDOVfcb  and  OkUnho. 

Duke.  The  old  feiloW  smgs  that  note  thod  itert 
before. 
Only  his  tunes  are,  that  she  b  no  Whb/e, 
But  that  she  sent  his  lettbrs  and  bis  gi^ 
Out  of  a  noble  triomph  o'er  his  lost. 
To  shew  she  trampled  his  assaults  in  duSt 

Inf,  Tis  a  good  honest  servant,  that  old  :lJn. . 

Duke.  1  doubt  no  less. 

Inf.  And  it  niay  be  my  hiisbiilTd ; 
Because  when  once  this  woman  Witt  cmmaskt, 
!  He  level'd  nil  her  thoughts,  and  made  them  fit; 
Now  he'd  mar  all  again,  to  try  biS  Wit. 

Duke.  It  may  be  so  too ;  for  to  turn  a  harldi 
Honbst,  it  miist  bb  by  strong  antidotes ; 
Tis  rare,  ai  to  tee  panthers  c^nmge  their  vptfb, 
'And  when  she's  once  a  star  fixed,  lind  shines 

bright, 
Though  'twer^  impiety  tiien  to  dim  her  lig^ 
Bbcause  we  seb  such  tapers  seldom  bam ; 
Yet  'tis  the  pride  and  glory  Of  some  men, 
To  change  her  to  a  blazing  star  again. 
And  it  may  bb  Hipolito  does  ho  more. 
It  cannot  be,  biit  you're  acduainted  nU 
With  that  same  madnbss  ot  our  80n*in-laW, 
That  dotes  so  on  a  courtezan. 

O/hnet.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Car.  All  the  aty  thinks  he's  a  whoremonger. 

Ait.  Yet  I  Wah-ant,  he'll  ^^r,  nb  mM  dH^ 
him. 

Ber. 'TIS  like  so ;  fof  when  a  man  gobs  a  weodi- 
ing,  it  is  as  if  he  had  a  strong  stinking  breath, 
every  one  smells  him  out,  yet  he  feels  it  not, 
though  it  be  ranker  then  the  sweat  of  siiteea 
bearWarders. 

Duke.  I  doubt  then  you  have  all  diose  stihk- 
ing  breaths, 
You  might  be  all  smelt  out. 

Car.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  think  we  are  all  as  yoa 
have  been  in  your  youth  when  you  went  a  rosT* 
ing,  we  all  love  to  hear  the  cuckoo  sing  upon 
other  men's  trebs. 

Duke.  It's  well  yet  yoa  confess ;  but,  girl,  th| 
bed 

\ 


95  pHneiief— **  A  liet  of  which  the  mouth  is  drawn  together  by  a  strfa^.** 


ti 


Conies  are  taken  by  par8cnet3  in  their  burrows.'*    Mortimer. 
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Shall  not  be  parted  with  a  courtezan — *6s  strange, 
No  frown  of  mine,  no  frown  of  the  poor  lady, 
(Mj  abused  child,  his  wife)  no  care  of  fame, 
Of  honour,  heaven  or  hell,  no  not  that  name 
Of  common  strumpet,  can  affright,  or  woo 
Him  to  abandon  her;  the  harlot  does  undo  him, 
She  has  betwitched  him,  robb'd  him  of  his  shape, 
Turn'd  him  into  a  beast,  bis  reason's  lost; 
You  see  he  looks  wild,  does  he  not  f 

Car,  I  have  noted  new  moons 
In's  face,  my  lord,  aJl  full  of  change. 

Duke.  He's  no  more  like  unto  Hipolito, 
Than  dead  men  are  to  living — never  sleeps, 
Or  if  he  do,  its  dreams;  and  in  those  dreams 
His  arms  work, — and  then  cries — sweet— 
What's  her  name,  what's  the  drab's  name  ? 

Att,  In  troth,  my  lord,  I  know  not ; 
I  know  no  drabs,  not  I. 

Duke,  Oh,  Bellafront ! 
And  catching  her  fast,  cries,  my  Bellafront 

Car,  A  drench  that's  able  to  kill  a  horse  can- 
not kill  this  disease  of  smock-smelling,  my  lord,  if 
it  have  once  eaten  deep. 

Duke,  I'll  try  all  physic,  and  this  med'cine  first ; 
I  have  directed  warrants  strong  and  peremptory. 
To  purge  our  city  Millan,  and  to  cure  the  outwaitl 
Parts,  the  suburbs,  for  the  attaching 
Of  all  those  women,  who,  like  gold,  want  weight. 
Cities,  like  ships,  should  have  no  idle  freight 

Car,  No,  my  lord,  and  light  wenches  are  no 
idle  freight ; 
But  what^s  your  grace's  reach  in  this  f 

Duke,  This,  Carolo.    If  she  whom  my  son 
doats  on. 
Be  in  that  master-book  enroll'd,  he'll  shame 
Ever  t'approach  one  of  such  noted  name. 

Car,  But  say  she  be  not  ? 

Duke,  Yet  on  harlots'  heads 
New  laws  shall  fall  so  heavy,  and  such  blows  shall 
Give  to  those  that  haunt  them,  that  Hipolito^ 
If  not  for  fear  of  law,  for  love  to  her, 
If  he  love  truly,  shall  her  bed  forbear. 

Car,  Attach  all  the  light  heels  i'the  city,  and 
dap  'em  up ! — Why,  my  lord,  you  dive  into  a 
well  unsearchable,  all  the  whores  within  the  walls, 
and  without  the  walls.  I  would  not  be  he  should 


meddle  with  them  for  ten  such  dukedoms;  the 
army  that  you  speak  on  is  able  to  fill  all  the  pri- 
sons within  this  city,  and  to  leave  not  a  drinking 
room  in  any  tavern  besides. 

Duke,  Those  only  shall  be  caught  that  are  of 
note. 
Harlots  in  each  street  flow ; 
The  fish  being  thus  i'the  net,  ourself  will  sit, 
And  with  eye  most  severe  dispose  of  it. — Come, 
giH.        [Exeunt  Duke  and  Ikfelice; 

Car,  Arraign  the  poor  whores  ! 

Ast.  I'll  not  miss  that  sessions. 

Font  Nor  I. 

Ber,  Nor  I, 
Though  I  hold  up  my  hand  there  myself. 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  Matbeo,  Oelando,  and  Looovico. 

Math,  Let  who  will  come,  my  noble  chevalier, 
I  can  but  play  the  kind  host,  and  bid  'em  wel« 
come. 

Lod.  We'll  trouble  your  house,  Matheo,  but  as 
Dutchmen  do  in  taverns,  drink,  be  merry,  and  be 
gone. 

Orl,  Indeed,  if  you  be  right  Dutchmen,  if  you 
fall  to  drinking,  you  must  he  gone. 

Math,  The  worst  is,  my  wife  is  not  at  home;  but 
we'll  fly  high,  my  generous  knight,  for  all  that; 
there's  no  music  when  a  woman  is  in  the  concert 

Orl.  No,  for  she's  ^^  like  a  pair  of  virginals^ 
Always  with  jacks  at  her  tail. 

Enter  Astolfo,  Carolo,  Beraldo,  Fontihelu 

Lod,  See,  the  covey  is  sprung. 

Omnes,  Save  you,  gallants. 

AfaM.  Happily  encountered,  sweet  bloods. 

Lod,  Gentlemen,  you  all  know  Signior  Candi- 
do,  the  linen-draper,  he  that's  more  patient  than 
a  brown  baker,  upon  the  day  when  he  heats  his 
oven,  and  has  forty  scolds  about  him. 

Omnes.  Yes,  we  know  him  all,  what  of  him  } 

Lod.  Would  it  not  be  a  good  fit  of  mirth,  to 
make  a  piece  of  English  cloth  of  him,  and  to 
stretch  him  on  the  tenters,  ^'  till  the  threads  of 
his  owp  natural  humour  crack,  by  making  him 


f 


3^  Likeapmirofvirginaiif 

Atwa^  withjackt  at  her  taU— So,  in  Ram  Alley ^  or  Merry  Tricks,  161 1  : 

^  Where  be  these  rascals  that  skip  op  and  down 
Like  virginal  jacks  r* 

Again,  Bacon:  *<  In  a  virginal^  ai  soon  as  ever  the  jack  falleth,  and  toacbeth  the  strii^,  the  sound 
ccascih."    8. 

See  note  74  to  the  Fint  Part  of  this  play,  p.  555. 

37  Stretch  him  on  the  tenter^^L  e.  tlie  teoter-booksi  on  which  cloth  after  dyeing  is  kanf  te  dry.  The 
quarto  reads  tatntsirs*    & 
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3'  drink  healths,  tobacco,  dance,  sing  bawdy  songs, 
or  to  run  any  bias  according  as  we  think  good  to 
cast  him  ? 

Car.  Twere  a  morris-dance  worth  the  seeing. 

Ast.  But  the  old  fox  is  so  crafty,  we  shall  hard- 
ly hunt  him  out  of  his  den. 

Math.  To  that  train  I  have  given  fire  already ; 
and  the  hook  to  draw  him  hither,  is  to  see  certain 
pieces  of  lawn,  which  I  told  him  I  have  to  sell, 
and  indeed  have  such:  Fetch  them  down,  Pa- 
checo. 

Orl.  Yes,  sir,  I'm  your  water-spaniel,  and  will 
fetch  any  thing ;  but  V\\  fetch  one  dish  of  meat 
anon,  shall  turn  your  stomach,  and  that's  a  con- 
stable. [Exit. 

Enter  Bots,  ushering  Mistress  Horseleach. 

Omnes.  How  now,  how  now  ? 

Car.  What  gally-foist  ^^  is  this  ? 

Lod.  Peace ;  two  dishes  of  stewed  prunes,^  a 
ba\^d  and  a  pander.  My  worthy  Lieutenant  Bots, 
v/hy,  now  I  see  thou'rt  a  man  of  thy  word,  wel- 
come ;  welcome,  Mistress  Horseleach.  Pray,  gen- 
tlemen, salute  this  reverend  matron. 

Horse.  Thanks  to  all  your  worships. 

Lod.  I  bade  a  drawer  send  in  wine  too  :  Did 
none  come  along  with  thee,  grannaro,  but  the 
lieutenant  P 


Horse.  None  came  along  with  me.  bot  Bots;  if 
it  like  your  worship. 

Bots.  Who  the  pox  should  come  along  with  you 
but  Bots? 

Enter  two  Vintners^  with  Wine, 

Omnes.  Oh,  brave !  march  fair. 

Lod.  Are  you  come  ?  that's  well. 

Math.  Here's  ordnance  able  to  sack  a  city.^ 

Lod.  Come,  repeat,  read  this  inventory. 

1  Vint.  Imprimist  a  pottle  of  Greek  wine ;  a 
pottle  of  Peter  sa  meene;  ^  a  pottle  of  Chami- 
co;  and  a  pottle  of  Ziattica. 

Lod.  You're  paid  ? 

2  Vint.  Yes,  sir.  [Ereunt  Vintners. 
Math.  So  shall  some  of  us  be  anon,  I  feir. 
Bots.  Here's  a  hot  day  towards :  but,  zounds ! 

this  is  the  life  out  of  which  a  soldier  suc^s  sweet- 
ness ;  when  this  artillery  goes  o£f  roundly,  sooit 
must  drop  to  the  ground,  cannon,  demi-canD0D, 
saker,  and  basilisk ! 

Lod.  Give  fire,  lieutenant. 

Bots.  So,  so;  must  I  venture  first  upon  tlie 
breach? — To  you  all,  gallants;  Bots  sets  opoo 
you  all. 

Omn^s.  Its  hard,  Bots,  if  we  pepper  not  you, 
as  well  as  you  pepper  us. 


^'  Drink  healths,  tobacco,  &c.— To  drink  tobacco  was  a  common  phrase  for  smoking  it. 
the  Miseries  of  enforced  Marriage,  A.  1.  **  I  tell  thee,  Weotloe,  thou  canst  not  live  oo  this  side  of  fbf 
world,  feed  well,  drink  tobacco,**  &c. 
Again,  A»  S : 

**  Do ;  and  we'll  stay  here  and  drink  tobacco.** 

Again,  in  the  Interlude  of  Wine,  Beer,  Ale,  and  Tobacco,  contending  ftfr  Superiority^  Tobaceo  flayt/ 

<<  What,  do  ye  stand  at  gaze  ? 

Tobacco  is  a  drink,  too. 

Beer.  A  drink  f 

Tobacco.  Wine,  you,  and  I,  come  both  out  of  a  pipe." 

the  dountryCaptdine,  by  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  1619,  p.  82.  :  *'  I  doe  not  thiuke  but  thoa  wilt  lexve 
thy  law,  and  exercise  thy  taking  in  cotnpassing  some  treatises  against  longe  hayrt,  and  drinkinge  that  moit 
tmchristian  wcede  yrlept  tobacco.'* 

29  Ga/ii^i/bMf— See  Note  8  to  The  Parson*s  Wedding. 

^  StesDcd  prune^-^See  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Dr  Fanner  to  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  3.  S.  S. 

^'  Here*8  ordnance  able  to  sack  a  city  -«So  FalstafT,  oo  the  same  occasion,  in  the  First  Part  of  Henry  W* 
says,  **  there's  that  will  sack  a  city.**    S. 

^  Peter  sa  meene,  CAamirp— These  wines  are  mentioned  likewise  In  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  JVesi,  161& 
Aragoosa,  or  Peter  see  me,  or  Chamico.    S. 

They  appear  to  have  been  Spanish  wines,  being  enumerated  in  the  following  manner  in  Philacotiomsis, 
1635,  p.  48. :  '<  From  the  Spaniard  all  kinds  of  SaclLs,  as  Malligo,  CAomio,  Sherry,  Canary,  Leatica,  IV 
lemo,  Frontiniark,  Peeter  see  mee,\mo  deriba  davia.  Vino  dita  Frontina,  Vino  bianco,  Moscatell  pcraT' 
sivlaa  callis,  Callongallo,  Paracomer,"  Sic. 

The  Discovery  of  a  London  Monster,  called  the  Black  Dog  of  Newgate,  1612,  Sign.  A  3 :  *'  I  found  Eagliili, 
Scottish,  Welch,  Irish,  Dutch,  and  French,  in  severall  roomes,  some  drinking  the  neate  wine  of  Orioncf, 
some  the  Gascony,  some  the  Burdeauz,  there  wanted  neither  Sherry  sack,  nor  Charnoca^  Maligo,  oor  Pe- 
ter  Seemine,  Amber  coloured  Candy,  nor  liquorish  Ipocras,  brown  Bastard,  fat  Aligant,  noraay  qiick 
spirited  liquor  that  might  draw  their  wits  into  a  circle  to  see  the  devill  by  immagniatioo.'* 

Dr  Warburton  says,  as  chameca  h,  in  Spanish,  the  name  of  tiH'pentine-tree,  he  imagines  the  growth  of 
Chimico  was  In  some  district  abounding  with  that  tree;  or  that  it  bad  its  name  from  m  certain  flatoir 
resembling  it. 

See  Notes  by  Dr  Warburton,  Mr  Hawkins,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Dr  Percy,  on  the  Second  Part  of  Bcmy  If* 
Ai  «•  8.  S. 
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Enter  Candido. 

Xo(i.  My  noble  linen-draper !  Some  trine;  wel- 
eome»  old  lad ! 

Math.  You're  welcome,  Sigoior. 

Can,  These  lawns,  sir  ? 

Math,  Presently ;  my  man  is  gone  for  them. 
We  have  rigged  a  fleet,  you  see,  here,  to  sail  about 
die  world. 

Can.  A  dangerous  voyage,  sailing  in  such  ships. 

Bott.  There's  no  casting  overboard  yet. 

Lod.  Because  you're  an  old  lady,  I  will  have 
you  be  acquamted  with  this  grave  citizen :  Pray 
bestow  your  lips  upon  him,  and  bid  him  wel- 
come. 

Horte.  Any  citizen  shall  be  most  welcome  to 
me. — I  have  used  to  buy  ware  at  your  shop. 

Can.  It  may  be  so,  good  madam. 

Horte.  Your  'prentices  know  my  dealings  well 
I  trust  your  good  wife  be  in  good  case;  if  it 
please  you,  bear  her  a  token  from  my  lips  by  word 
of  mouth. 

Can.  I  pray  no  more,  forsooth;  'tis  very  well; 
indeed  I  love  no  sweetmeata.*— She's  a  breath 
stinks  worse  than  fifty  pole-cats ! — ^Sir,  a  word ; 
is  she  a  lady  ? 

Lod,  A  woman  of  a  good  house,  and  an  an- 
cient; she's  a  bawd. 

Can.  A  bawd !  Sir,  I'll  steal  hence,  and  see 
your  lawDS  some  other  time. 

Math.  Steal  out  of  such  company  ?  Pacfaeoo, 
my  man,  is  but  gone  for  'em.  Lieutenant  Bots, 
drink  to  this  worthy  old  fellow,  and  teach  him  to 
fly  high. 

Omnes.  Swagger;  and  make  him  do't  on  his 
knees. 

Can.  How,  Bots  ?  now,  bless  me,  what  do  I 
with  Bots? — No  wine,  in  sooth,  no  wine,  good 
master  Bots. 

Bots.  Grey-beard,  goat's-pizzle,  'tis  a  health  I 
Have  this  in  your  guts,  or  this;  there.  I  will 
sing  a  bawdy  song,  sir,  because  your  verjuice  face 
is  melancholy,  to  make  liquor  go  down  glib :  Will 
you  fall  on  your  marrow-bones,  and  pledge  this 
health ;  'tis  to  my  ^istipeis,  a  whore  ? 

Can.  Here's  ratsbane  upon  ratsbane  I— Master 
Bots,  I  pray,  sir,  iwrdon  me ;  you  are  a  soldier, 
press  me  not  to  this  service,  I  am  old,  and  shoot 
not  in  such  pot-guns. 
Bots,  Cap,  riT  teach  you. 
Can.  To  drink  healths,  is  to  drink  uckness : — 
Gentlemen,  pray  rescue  me. 
Bots.  Zounds !  who  dare  i 

Omnes.  We  shall  have  stabbing,  then. 


Can,  I  have  reckonings  to  cast  up,  good  master 
Bots. 

Bots.  This  will  make  you  cast  'em  up  better. 

Lod.  Why  does  your  hand  shake  so? 

Can.  The  palsy,  Signiors,  danceth  in  my  blood. 

Bots.  Pipe,  with  a  pox,  sir,  then ;  or  1 11  make 
your  blood  dance ! 

Can.  Hold,  hold,  good  master  Bots ;  I  drink. 

Omnes.  To  whom  ? 

Can,  To  the  old  countess  there. 

Horse.  To  me,  old  boy  ?  this  is  he  that  never 
drank  wine ;  once  again  to't. 

Can.  With  much  ado  the  poison  is  got  down. 
Though  I  can  scarce  get  up;  never  before 
Drank  I  a  whore's  health,  nor  will  never  more. 

Enter  Orlando,  with  Lawns. 

Math.  Hast  been  at  gallows  ? 

OrL  Yes,  sir,  for  I  make  account  to  suffer  to* 
day. 

Math.  Look,  Signior,  here's  the  commodity, 

Can,  Your  price  ? 

Math.  Thus. 

Can.  No,  too  dear;  thus. 

Math.  No:  O  fie !  you  must  fly  higher:  Yet 
take  them  home,  trifles  shall  not  make  us  quarrel ; 
we'll  agree,  you  shall  have  them,  and  a  penny- 
worth ;  ril  fetch  money  at  your  shop. 

Can,  Be  it  so,  good  Signior,  send  me  going. 

Math.  Going?  a  deep  bowl  of  wine  for  Signior 
Candido. 

Orl.  He  would  be  going. 

Can.  I'll  rather  stay,  than  go  so;  stop  your  bowl. 

Enter  Constable  and  Billmen^ 

Lod,  How  now  ? 

Bots,  ♦'  Is't  Shrove-Tuesday,  that  these  ghoiU 
walk  ? 

Math,  What's  your  business,  sir  ? 

Con.  From  the  Duke :  You  are  the  man  we 
look  for,  Signior ;  I  have  warrant  here  from  the 
Duke  to  apprehend  you  upon  felony,  for  robbing 
two  pedlars :  I  charge  you,  i*the  Duke's  name,  go 
quickly. 

Math.  Is  the  wind  turned?  well;  this  is  that 
old  wolf,  my  father-in-law.  Seek  out  your  mis* 
tress,  sirrah. 

OrL  Yes,  sir:  as  shafts  by  piecing  are  made 
strong 
So  shall  thy  life  be  straightened  by  this  wron^i;. 

[Exit. 

Omnes.  In  troth  we  are  sorry. 
Math.  Brave  men  must  be  crost;  pish,  it's  but 
fortune's  dice  roving  against  me.  Come,  nr,  pray 


^'  Js^t  Shrove-Tuesday,  thai  (htst  ghotU  walk  f — From  this  passage,^  \  ^nprehend,  it  was  formerly  a 
custom  for  the  peace-officers  to  make  search  after  women  of  ill  fame  on  that  day,  and  to  confine  them 
during  the  season  of  Lent.  80  Sensuality  says,  in  MicrocosmuSf  A.  5 ;  ^*  But  now  welcome  a  cart,  or  % 
^AftfVf-lWfitay'f  tragedy.'* 
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1186  me  like  a  geotlemany  let  toe  not  be  carried 
through  the  streets  like  a  pageant. 
'  Cori*  If  these  gentlemen  pleas^^  jOu  shall  go 
along  with  them. 

(himes.  Be'tso;  come. 

Con,  What  are  yon,  sir  ? 

Bott,  1,  sir  ?  sometimes  a  fi^mre,  sometidief  a 
cypher,  as  the  state  has  occasion  to>  cast  i^  hfer 
accounts :  Fm  a  soldier. 

Con.  Your  name  »  Bots,  is't  not  ? 

Bots.  Bots  is  ray  name :  Bots  is  known  to  this 
company. 

Con,  I  know  yon  are,  sir :  what's  she  ? 

Bots,  A  gentlewoman,  my  mother; 

Con,  Take  them  both  along. 

Boit,  Me,  sir? 

Billmen,  And,  sir. 

Con,  If  he  swagger,  raise  the  street. 

Bots.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  whither  inrill  you 
drag  us? 

Lod,  To  the  garden-house.  Bots,  are  we  even 
with  you  ? 

Con,  To  Bridewell  with  them. 

Bots.  You  will  answer  this*  [Exeunt, 

Con,  Better  than  a  challenge ;  I  hare  warrant 
for  my  work,  sir. 

Lod.  We*ll  go  before.  [Exeunt. 

Con,  Pray  do. 
Who,  Signior  Candido?  a  dtizen  of  your  degree 
Consorted  thus,  and  revelling  in  such  a  house? 

Can.  Why,  sir  ?  what  house,  I  pray  ? 

Con.  Lewd,  and  defamed. 

Can,  Is't  so  ?  thanks,  sir ;  Vm  gone. 

Con,  What  have  you  there  ? 

Can,  Lawns  which  I  bought,  sir,  of  the  gentle- 
man that  keeps  the  house. 

Con,  And  I  have  warrant  here,  to  search  for 
such  stolen  ware.    These  lawns  are  stolen. 

Can.  Indeed ! 

Con.  So  he's  the  thief,  you  the  receiver :  I'm 
sorry  for  this  chance,  I  must  commit  you. 

Can.  Me,  sir,  for  what  ? 

Con,  These  goods  afe  found  upon  you,  and 
you  must  answer't. 

Can.  Must  I  so  ? 

Con.  Most  certain^ 

Can,  I'll  send  for  bail. 

Con.  1  dare  not ;  yet  because  yon  are  a  citizen 
of  worth,  you  shall  not  be  made  a  pointing  stock, 
but  without  guard  pass  only  with  myself. 


Can.  To  Bridewell  too? 
Con.  No  remedy. 

Can.  Yes,  patience ;  being  nol  aad,  tlic^  had 
me  once  to  Bedlam. 
Now  Fm  drawn  to  BrideweU,  loving  no  wliores: 
Con,  You  will  buy  lawn  ?— 

[Exeuai, 

Enter  at  one  door  Hipolito;  at  another,  I/h 
Dovico^  AsTOLFOy  Carolo,  Beraldo,  Fokti- 

NELL. 

Lod.  Yoader^s  the  lord  Hipolhoy  by  any  jnetos 
leave  him  and  me  together ;  now  wiU  I  tarn  him 
(O  a  madman. 

Omnei.  Save  you,  my  lord.  [Eceaaf* 

Lod.  I  have  stranq^  news  to  tell  yoii. 

Hip.  What  are  they? 

Lod.  Yoar  mare's  in  the  pound* 

Hip.  How's  this  ? 

Lod,  Your  nightingale  is  in  a  lime  boifa.- 

H^.  Ha! 

Lod.  Your  puritanical  Honest  Whore^  nti m 
abhiegown. 

Hip,  Blue  gown ! 

Lod.  Sbci'll  chalk  out  yoor  way  to  her  now :  she 
beats  chalk. 

//^.  Where,  wbo  dares? 

Lod*  Do  you  know  the  bri<^  hoase  of  oath 
gation,  by  the  river  side  that  mns  by  MiUan ;  the 
school  where  they^'  pronounce  no  letter  well 
botO? 

Hip.  I  know  it  not 

Loid.  Any  man  that  has  bom  oflioe  of  ooasta* 
hie,  or  any  woman  that  has  fallen  from  a  hone 
load  to  a  cart-load,  or  like  an  old  hen  that  has  had 
none  but  rotten  eggs  in  her  nest,  can  direct  you 
to  her ;  there  yoo  shall  see  your  ponk  amongst 
her  back  friends^  there  you  may  have  her  at  yoar 
will,  for  there  ^e  beats  chalk,  or  grinds  in  the 
mill,  ^  with  a  whip  deedle,  deedle, dee<fle,  deedk; 
ah,  little  monk^. 

Hip.  What  roene  durst  serve  that  warrant 
knowHig  I  loved  her? 

Lod.  Some  worshipful  rascal,  I  lay  ny  life. 

Hip.  I'll  beat  the  lodgmgs  down  about  tbar 


That  are  her  keepers. 

Lod.  So  you  may  bring  an  old  house  over  ber 
head. 

Hip.  Ill  to  hei 


^  Sits  in  a  hloe  gown. — It  appears  from  a  passage  in  Promos  and  CassandrOy  that  a  hhie  gown  wai  tke 
habit  in  which  a  strumpet  did  penance.  So  too,  in  the  Northern  Lass,  I6S3 :  **  — :A11  the  good  jm  ^ 
tended  me  was  a  lockram  coif,  a  blue  gown,  a  wheel,  &c.''  The  wheel,  as  well  as  the  bluogown,  are  1M>- 
tioned  in  subsequent  scenes  of  this  comedy.    S. 

♦5  Pronounce  no  letter  well  but  O  ?—  Sec  A1  r  Steevens's  Note  on  Ikelfth  NightfA.  2.  S.  5. 

^  Beats  chalk,  or  grinds  in  the  mill, — To  beat  chalk,  grind  in  mills,  raise  sand  and  gravel,  aad  snkc 
lime,  were  among  the  employments  assigned  for  vagrants  who  were  committed  to  BrideaelL  See 
Orders  appointed  to  be  executed  in  the  Cittie  of  London,  for  settfng  rogues  and  idle  persons  to  workt,  adfr 
releefe  of  the  poors,    Trinted  by  Hugh  Singleton. 
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rU  to  ber.  ttood  armed  friends  to  guard  the  doors. 

[Exit 

Lod,  Oh  me !  what  monsters  are  men  made  by 

whores ! 

If  this  false  fire  do  kmdle  him,  there^s  one  fapgot 

More  to  the  bonfire ;  now  to  my  Bridewell-birds, 

What  song  will  they  sing?  [Exit, 

inter  Duke,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Beraldo,  Fon- 
TiNELL,  three  or  four  Mastert  of  Bridewell; 
Infelice. 

Duke.  ^^  Your  Bridewell?  that  the  name?  for 
beauty,  strength. 
Capacity,  and  form  of  ancient  building, 
Besides  the  river's  neighbourhood,  few  houses 
Wherein  we  keep  our  court  can  better  it. 

1  Mait»  Hither  from  forcfign  courts  have  prm- 
ces  come. 
And  with  our  Duke  did  acts  of  state  commence, 
Here  that  great  cardinal  had  first  audience^ 
The  grave  Campayne ;  that  Duke  dead,  his  son. 
That  faraous  prince,  gave  free  possession 
Of  this  his  palace,  to  the  citizens. 
To  be  the  poor  man's  ware-house ;  and  endow- 
ed it 
With  lands  to  the  value  of  seven  hundred  marks. 
With  all  the  bedding  and  the  furniture,  once 

proper. 
As  the  lands  then  were,  to  an  hospital 
Belonging  to  a  duke  of  Savoy.    Thus 
Fortune  can  toss  the  world ;  a  prince's  court 
Is  thus  a  prison  now. 

Duke,  Tis  fortune's  sport ; 
These  changes  common  are  ;  the  wheel  of  fate 
Turns  kingdoms  up,  till  they  fall  desolate. 
But  how  are  these  seven  hundred  marks  by  the 

year 
Employed  in  this  your  workhouse  ? 

1  Ma$t.  War  and  peace 
Feed  both  upon  those  lands :  when  the  iron  doors 
Of  wars  burst  open,  from  this  house  are  sent 
Men  fumish'd  in  all  martial  complement. 
The  moon  hath  through  her  bow  scarce  drawn  to 

the  bead, 
Jjke  to^  twelve  silver  arrows,  all  the  months, 
Since  sixteen  hundred  soldiers  went  abroad : 


Here  providence  and  charity  play  such  parts^ 
The  house  is  like  a  very  school  of  arts ; 
For  when  our  soldiers,  like  ships  driven  from  seaf 
With  ribs  all  bioken,  and  with  tatter*d  sides. 
Cast  anchor  here  «*gain,  their  ragged  backs 
How  often  do  we  cover  ?  that,  like  men, 
They  may  be  sent  to  their  own  homes  again. 
All  here  are  but  one  swarm  of  bees,  and  strive 
To  bring  with  wearied  thighs  honey  to  the  hive. 
The  sturdy  beggar,  and  the  lazy  lown. 
Gets  here  hard  hands,  or  laced  correction. 
The  vagabond  grows  sta/d,  and  learns  t*obey, 
The  drone  is  beaten  well,  and  sent  away ; 
As  other  prisons  are,  some  for  the  thief. 
Some,  by  which  undone  credit  gets  relief 
From  bridled  debtors,  others  for  the  poor. 
So  this  is  for  the  bawd,  the  rogue,  and  whore. 

Car.  An  excellent  team  of  horse. 

1  Matt.  Nor  is  it  seen, 
That  the  whip  draws.blood  here,  to  cool  the  spleea 
Of  any  rugged  benclher ;  nor  does  ofience 
Feel  smart,  or  spiteful,  or  rash  evidence ; 
But  pregnant  testimony  forth  must  stand. 
Ere  justice  leave  them  in  the  beadle's  hand  ; 
As  iron,  on  the  anvil  are  they  laid. 
Not  to  take  blows  alone,  but  to  be  made 
And  fashioned  to  some  charitable  use. 

Duke.  Thus  wholsomest  laws  spring  from  the 
worst  abuse. 

Enter  Orlando  before  Bellafront. 

BeL  Let  mercy  touch  your  heart-strings,  gra- 
cious lord, 
That  it  may  sound  like  music  in  the  ear 
Of  a  man  desperate,  being  in  the  hands  of  law. 
Duke.  His  name  ? 
Bel.  Matheo. 

Duke.  For  a  robbery  ?  where  is  he  ? 
BeL  In  this  house. 

[Exeunt  Bellafront,  and  one  of  the 
Masters  of  Bridewell, 

Duke.  Fetch  you  him  hither 

Is  this  the  jwrty  ? 

Or  I.  This  is  the  hen,  my  lord,  that  the  cock, 
with  the  lordly  comb,  your  son-in-law  would 
crow  over,  and  tread. 


^7  Your  BridemeUy  &c. — We  have  here  a  curious  spethnen  of  the  liceoce  which  ancient  writen  used  to  al- 
low themselves  or  introdaciiig  facts  and  circamstanccs  peculiar  to  one  country  into  another.  £ver>  thing 
here  said  of  Bridewell  is  applicable  to  the  bouse  of  correction  which  goes  by  that  name  in  London. — 
Changing  the  names  of  the  duke  and  his  son  to  those  of  Henry  the  Eighth  and  Edward  the  ^ixth,  all  the 
events  mentioned  will  be  found  to  have  happened  in  the  English  Bridewell.  The  situation  of  the  place 
is  also  the  same.  In  the  time  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  princes  were  lodged  there ;  part  of  it  being  built  in  the 
year  1522,  for  the  reception  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  whose  nobles  resided  in  it.  In  152B,  Cardinal  Cam- 
pieus  bad  his  first  audience  there ;  and  after  Henry's  death,  Edward  the  Sixth,  in  the  seventh  year  of 
hb  reign,  1562,  gave  to  the  Citizero  of  London  this  his  paliice  for  the  purpoMt  abovemenlioBcd.  To 
complete  the  parallel,  it  was  endowed  with  land,  late  belonging  to  the  Savoy,  to  the  amount  of  7(0  nuirks 
a  year,  with  all  the  bedduig  and  furniture  of  that  hospital.  See  Stowe's  Survey,  Strype's  edit.  I'^VI,  vol. 
1.  p.  264.  Ther^  Is  also  the  like  anachronism  in  the  First  Part  of  this  Play  concerning  Bethlem  Hospi- 
tal. I  cannot  discover  that  there  is  any  place  for  the  reception  of  lunatics,  in  the  city  of  Milan,  dis- 
tinguished by  that  name. 
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Duke.  Are  your  two  servants  ready  ? 
OrL  My  two  pedlars  are  pack*d  together,  my 
good  lord. 

Duke,  Tis  well;  this  day  in  judgement  shall  he 
spent, 
Vice,  like  a  wound  lanced,  mends  my  punish- 
ment. 
Inf.  Let  me  be  gone,  my  lord,  or  stand  unseen ; 
^Tis  rare  when  a  judge  strikes,  and  that  hone  die. 
And  'tis  unfit  then  women  should  be  by. 
1  Matt,  We'll  place  you,  lady,  in  some  private 

room. 
Inf,  Pray  do  so.  [Exit, 

OrL  Thus  nice  dames  swear,  it  is  unfit  their 
eyes 
Should  view  men  carved  up  for  anatomies ; 
Yet  they'll  see  all,  so  they  may  stand  unseen. 
Many  women  sure  will  sin  behind  a  skreen. 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  Your  son,  the  lord  Hipolito,  is  entered. 
Duke.  Tell  him  we  wish  his  presence.     A 
word,  Sforsa ; 
On  what  wings  flew  he  hither  ? 

Lod.  These — I  told  him  his  lark  whom  he  loved 
was  a'Bridewell-bird;he*smad  that  thiscage  should 
hold  her,  and  is  come  to  let  her  out. 

Duke.  Tis  excellent :  away  go  call  him  hither. 

[Exit  Lodovico. 

Enter  one  of  the  Governon  of  ike  Hou$e,  Bel- 
LAFROMT  after  him  with  Matheo,  eifter  him 
the  Constable.  Enter  at  another  door  Lodo- 
vico and  Hipolito  :  Orlando  steps/orthj  and 
brings  in  two  fedlars. 

Duke.  You  are  to  us  a  stranger,  worthy  lord, 
Tis  strange  to  see  you  here. 

Hip.  It  is  most  fit, 
That  where  the  sun  goes,  Attomyes  foUqw  it. 

Duke.   Attomyes  neither  shape  nor  honour 
bear ; 
Be  you  yourself  a  sunbeam  to  shine  clear. 
Is  this  the  gentleman  ?  stand  forth  and  hear  your 
accusation. 

Math,  rU  hear  none :  I  fly  high  in  that :  rather 
tlian  kites  should  seize  upon  me,  and  pick  out 
mine  eyes  to  my  face,  I'll  strike  my  talons  through 
mine  own  heart  first,  and  spit  my  blood  in  theirs ; 
1  am  here  for  shriving  those  two  fools  of  their 
sinful  pack ;  when  those  jack  daws  have  caw'd 
over  me,  then  must  I  cry  guilty,  or  not  guilty; 
the  law  has  work  enough  already,  and  therefore 
I'll  put  no  work  of  mine  into  his  hands,  the  hang- 
roan  shall  ha't  first,  I  did  pluck  those  ganders, 
did  rob  them. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  done  to  confess. 

Math,  Confess  and  be  hanged,  and  then  I  fly 
high ;  is't  not  so  ?  that  for  that ;  a  gallows  is  the 
worst  rub  that  a  good  bowler  can  meet  with ;  I 
stumbled  against  such  a  post,  else  this  night  I  had 
played  the  part  of  a  true  son  in  these  days,  un- 
done my  father-in-law,  with  him  would  I  liave 
run  at  leap-frog,  and  come  over  his  gold,  though 


I  had  broke  his  oeck  foi^t:  bat  the  poor  aalmoo- 
trout  is  now  in  the  net. 

Hip.  And  now  the  law  must  teach  you  to  fly 
high. 

Math.  Right,  my  lord,  and  then  may  you  fly 
low ;  no  more  words ;  a  moose,  mum,  you  are 
stopped. 

Bel.  Be  good  to  my  poor  husband,  dear  my 
lords. 

Math.  Ass,  why  shouldst  thou  pray  them  to  be 
good  to  me,  when  no  man  here  is  good  to  one 
another? 

Duke.  Did  any  hand  work  io  this  theft  but 
yours  ? 

Math.  O  yes,  my  lord,  yes:— the  hanfnaD 
has  never  one  son  at  a  birth,  his  children  always 
come  by  couples ;  though  I  cannot  give  the  old 
dog,  my  father,  a  bone  to  ^naw,  she  daughter 
shall  be  sure  of  a  choak-pear.— Yes,  my  lord, 
there  was  one  more  that  fiddled  my  fine  pediarii 
and  that  was  my  wife. 

Bel.  Alas,  I  f 

OrL  O  everlasting,  supernatural  soperlatiTe 
villain ! 

Omnes.  Your  wife,  Matheo  ? 

Hip.  Sure  it  cannot  be. 

Math.  Oh,  sir,  you  love  no  quarters  of  mutton 
that  hang  up,  you  love  none  but  whole  mutton ; 
«he  set  the  rubbery,  I  performed  it;  she  spurred 
me  on,  I  gallop*d  away. 

OrL  My  lords— ^r 

BeL  My  lords,  (fellow  give  me  speech)  if  my 
poor  life 
May  ransom  thine,  I  yield  it  to  the  law. 
Thou  hurt'st  thy  soul,  yet  wipest  off  no  offmce, 
By  casting  blots  upon  my  innocence ; 
Let  not  these  spare  me,  but  tell  truth ;  no,  see 
Who  slips  his  neck  out  of  the  misery. 
Though  not  out  of  the  mischief ;  let  thy  servant, 
Tliat  shared  in  this  base  act,  accuse  me  here,— 
Why  should  my  husband  perish,  he  got  clear? 

OrL  A  good  child,  hang  thine  own  father. 

Duke.  Old  feHow,  was  thy  hand  in  too  ? 

OrL  My  hand  was  in  the  pjfe,  my  lord,  I  con- 
fess it ;  my  mistress,  I  see,  will  bnng  me  to  the 
gallows,  and  so  leave  me ;  but  I'll  not  leave  her 
so:  I  bad  rather  hang  in  a  woman's  company, 
than  in  a  man's ;  because  if  we  should  go  to  bell 
together,  I  should  scarce  be  let  in,  for  all  the  dt^ 
vils  are  afraid  to  have  any  women  come  amongst 
them ;  as  I  am  true  thief,  she  neither  consent 
to  this  felony,  nor  knew  of  it. 

Duke.  What  fury  prompts  tliee  on  to  kill  thy 
wife? 

Math.  Its  my  humour,  sir;  'tis  a  foolish  bag- 
pipe that  I  make  myself  merry  with;  why  should 
I  eat  hemp-seed  at  the  hangman's  thirteen- pence 
half-penny  ordinary,  and  have  this  whore  laugh 
at  me  as  I  swing,  as  I  totter  ? 

Duke.  Is  she  a  whore  ? 

Math.  A  six-penny  mutton  pasty,  for  any  t% 
cut  up. 

OrL  Ah,  toad,  toad,  toad. 
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Math,  ^  A  barber's  cittern  for  every  serving  I 
Ban  to  play  upon ;  that  lord,  yoar  sou,  knows  it. 

)lip.  ly  sir ;  am  I  her  bawd  then  ? 

Math,  No,  sir,  but  she^s  your  whore  then. 

OrL  Yea  spider^  dost  catch  at  great  flies  ? 

Hip.  My  whore  ? 

Math,  I  cannot  talk,  sir,  and  tell  of  your  rems, 
and  your  rees,  and  your  whirligigs,  and  devices ; 
but,  my  lord,  1  found  tiicm  like  sparrows  in  one 
nest,  bailing  together,  and  bulling  of  me,  I  took 
them  in  bed,  was  ready  to  kill  them,  was  up  to 
stab  her — 

Hip,  Close  thy  rank  jaws :  pardon  me,  I  am 
vexed. 
Thou  art  a  villain,  a  malicious  devil, 
Deep  as  the  place  where  thou  art  lost,  thou  lyest; 
Since  I  am  thus  far  got  into  this  storm, 
rU  tbrough,  and  thou  shalt  see  1*11  through  un- 
touched, 
When  thou  shalt  perish  in  it. 

Enter  Infzlice. 

Inf,  *Ti8  my  cue 
To  enter  now ;  room !  let  my  prize  be  play*d, 
I  have  lurk*d  in  clouds,  yet  heard  what  all  have 

said ; 
What  jury  more  can  prove  she  has  wrong'd  my  bed 
Than  her  own  husband,  she  must  be  punished ; 
I  challenge  law,  my  lord,  letters,  and  gold,  and 

jewels. 
From  my  lord  that  woman  took. 

Hip.  Against  that  black-mouthed  devil,  against 
Tetters,  and  gold, 
And  against  a  jealous  wife  I  do  uphold, 
Thus  far  her  reputation  ;  I  could  sooner 
Shake  the  Appenine,  and  crumble  rocks  to  dust, 
Thao>  though  Jove's  shower  rained  down,  tempt 
her  to  lust. 
Bel,  What  shall  I  say  ? 
Orl.  [He  discovers  lum$elf.]  Say  thou  art  not 
a  whore,  and  that's  more  than  fifteen  women 
amongst  five  hundred  dare  swear  without  lying : 
this  shalt  thou  say,  no  let  me  say*t  for  thee ;  thy 
husband's  a  kuave,  this  lord's  an  honest  man ; 
thou  art  no  punk,  this  lady's  a  right  lady.    Pa- 
checo  is  a  thief  as  his  master  is,  but  old  Orlando 
is  as  true  a  man  as  thy  father  is :  I  have  seen  you 
fly  high,  sir,  and  I  have  seen  you  fly  low,  sir ;  aud 
to  keep  you  from  the  gallows,  sir,  a  blue  coat  have 
I  worn,  and  a  thief  did  I  turn  ;  mine  own  men  are 
the  pedlars,  my  twenty  pound  did  fly  high,  sir,  your 
wife's  gown  did  fly  low,  sir:  whither  fly  you  now. 


sir  ?  you  have  scaped  the  gallows,  to  the  devil  yott 
fly  next,  sir.    Am  I  right,  my  liege  ? 

Duke.  Your  father  has  the  true  physician  played. 

Math,  And  1  am  now  his  patient. 

Hip.  And  be  so  still, 
Tis  a  good  sign  when  our  cheeks  blush  at  ill. 

Con,  The  linen-draper,  Signior  Candido, 
He  whom  the  dtv  terms  the  patient  man. 
Is  likewise  here  for  buying  or  those  lawns 
The  pedlars  lost 

Inf.  Alas,  good  Candido.        [Exit  Constable, 

Duke,  Fetch  him ;  and  when  these  payments 
up  are  cast. 
Weigh  out  your  light  gold,  but  let's  have  them  last. 

Enter  Candido,  and  Constable, 

Duke.  In  Bridewell,  Candido  ? 

Can,  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  What  xnake  you  here  ? 

Can.  My  lord,  what  make  you  hei^  ? 

Duke.  I'm  here  to  save  right,  and  to  drive 
wrong  hence. 

Can,  And  I  to  bear  Wrong  here  with  patience. 

Dukd.  You  have  bought  stolen  goods. 

Can,  So  they  do  say,  my  lord. 
Yet  bought  I  them  upon  a  gentleman's  word ; 
And  I  imagine  now,  as  I  thought  then. 
That  there  be  thieves,  but  no  thieves  gentlemen. 

Hip,  Your  credit's  crack'd  being  here. 

Can.  No  more  than  gold 
Being  crack'd,  which  does  his  estimation  hold. 
I  was  in  Bedlam  once,  but  was  I  mad  ? 
lliey  made  me  pledge  whores'  healths,  but  atti  I 

bad, 
Because  I'm  with  bad  people  ? 

Duke.  Well,  Stand  by. 
If  you  take  wrong,  we'll  cure  the  injury. 

Enter  Constable,  after  them  Bots,  after  him  two 
BeadieSf  one  with  hemp,  the  other  with  a  bee* 
tk,^ 

Duke,  Stay,  stay,  what's  he  ?  a  prisoner  ? 

Con,  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip,  He  seems  a  soldier? 

Bots,  I  am  what  I  seem,  sir,  one  of  fortune's 
bastards,  a  soldier,  and  a  gentleman,  and  am 
brought  in  here  with  master  Constable's  band  of 
Billmen,  because  they  face  me  down  that  I  live, 
like  those  that  keep  bowling-alleys,  by  the  sins 
of  the  people,  in  being '°  a  squire  of  the  body. 

Hip,  Oh,  an  apple-squire. 

Bots,  Yes,  sir,  that  degree  of  scurvy  squires^ 
and  that  I  am  maintained  by  the  best  part  that 


♦»  A  harher't  cl/t^ra.— See  Note  IS  to  The  Mauor  of  Quinhcrugh,  A.  3.  8.  S. 
Again,  in  More  Foolss  yet,  by  Roger  Sharpe,  4to,  ifllO  : 

"  Here  comes  eld  Sponge  the  barber  with  Aw  lu'eJ* 
^  A  beette,^^A  mallet.  Malleus  ligneut,     Barretts  Alvearie, 

^^^  **'^JL^^^It*  ^^i-r^^.  •*>."j'!  ••r^***  *>^y'  ^y*  ^r  Steeveu,  (Note  on  the  Flut  Part  of  Henry  IK 
vol.  V.  p,  260.  edit.  1778,)  signified  originally  the  attendant  on  a  knight;  the  person  who  bore  his  head- 
piece, spear,  and  shield.     It  afterwards  became  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp,  and  is  so  used  here. 

Again,  in  The  WHtjffair  one,  by  Shirley,  lflS3 :  For  a  procuress ;  here  comes  the  squire  of  her  miatressbodv 
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is  commonly  in  a  woman,  by  the  worst  players  of  \ 
those  parts,  but  I  am  known  to  all  this  company. 
JjmL  My  lord,  'tis  true,  we  all  know  him,  'tis 
lieutenant  Bots. 

Duke,  Bots,  and  where  have  you  served,  Bots  ? 
Bots,  In  most  of  your  hottest  services  in  the 
Low  Countries ;  at  the  Groyne  I  was  wounded  in 
this  thigh,  and  halted  upon  t,  but  'tis  now  sound. 
In  Cleveland  I  mist  but  little,  having  the  bridge 
of  my  nose  broken  down  with  two  great  stones, 
as  I  VI as  scaling  a  fort:  I  have  been  tried,  sir, 
too,  in  Gelderland,  and  scaped  hardly  there  from 
being  blown  up  at  a  breach:  I  was  fired,  and 
lay  i'the  surgeon's  hands  for't  till  the  fall  of  the 
leaf  following. 

Hip,  All  this  may  be,  and  yet  you  no  soldier. 
Boti.  No  soldier, sir?  I  hope  these  are  services 
that  your  proudest  commanders  do  venture  upon, 
and  never  come  off  sometimes. 

Duke,  Well,  sir,  because  you  say  you  are  a 
soldier, 
ni  use  you  like  a  gentleman ;  make  room  there, 
Plant  him  amongst  you,  we  shall  have  anon 
Strange  hawks  fly  here  before  us ;  if  none  light 

on  you. 
You  shall  with  freedom  take  your  flight; 
But  if  you  prove  a  bird  of  baser  wing. 
We'll  use  you  like  such  birds,  here  you  shall  sing. 
Bots»  I  wish  to  be  tried  at  no  other  weapon. 
Duke,  Why,  is  he  fumish'd  with  those  imple- 
ments? 
1  Mast,  The  pandar  is  more  dangerous  to  a 
state. 
Than  is  the  common  thief;  and  though  our  laws 
lie  heavier  on  the  thief,  yet  that  the  pandar 
May  know  the  hangman's  ruff  should  nt  him  too^ 
Therefore  he's  set  to  beat  hemp. 

Duke.  This  does  savour 
Of  justice ;  basest  slaves  to  batost  labour. 
Now  pray,  set  open  hell,  and  let  us  see 
The  sne-devils  that  are  here. 

Inf,  Methinks  this  place 
Should  make  even  Lais  honest. 
1  Mast.  Some  it  turns  good ; 
But,  as  some  men  whose  hands  are  once  in  blood, 
Do  in  a  pride  spill  more,  so  some  going  hence, 
Are,  by  being  here,  lost  in  more  impudence; 
Let  it  not  to  them,  when  they  come,  appear, 
That  any  one  'does  as  their  judge  sit  here ; 
But  that  as  gentlemen  you  come  to  see, 
And  then  perhaps  their  tongues  will  walk  more 
tree, 
Duke,  Let  them  be  marshal'd  in ;  be  covered 
all. 
Fellows,  no  w  to  make  the  scene  more  comical 
Car.  Will  not  you  be  smelt  out  Bots? 
Bots,  No^  your  bravest  whores  have  the  worst 
noses. 


Enter  two  of  the  Masters;  a  Comtahle  ^er  tiem^ 
then  Dorothea  Target,  brave  ;  tfier  her  two 
Beadles,  the  one  with  awheel, ''  the  other  with 
a  blue  gown, 

Lod,  Are  not  you  a  bride,  fonooth  ? 

Dor,  Say  ye  ? 

Car.  He  wo'd  know  if  these  be  not  yonr  Bride* 
men. 

Dor,  Vuh,  yes,  sir ;  and  look  ye,  do  yon  sas 
the  bridelaces  that  I  give  at  my  wedding  wiU 
serve  to  tie  rosemarjr  to  both  jour  coffins  whoi 
you  come  from  hansing-^'Scab ! 

OrL  Fie,  Punk,  ne,  fle,  fie. 

Dor,  Out,  you  stale  stinking  head  of  garlic^ 
fob,  at  my  heels. 

Orl,  My  head's  cloven. 

Hip.  O,  let  the  gentlewoman  alone^  she's  p 
ing  to  shrift. 

Ast,  Nay,  to  do  penance. 

Car,  Ay,  ay,  go.  Punk,  go  to  the  cross  and  be 
whiut. 
'    Dor.   Marry  mew,  marry  muff,  marry  hang 

Cgoodman  dog :  whipt  ?  do  ye  take  me  for  a 
spittle  whore  ?  in  troth,  gentlemen,  yoa  wear 
the  clothes  of  gentlemen,  but  you  carry  not  the 
minds  of  gentlemen,  to  abuse  a  gentlewoman  of 
my  fashion. 

Lod.  Fashion !  pox  a  your  fashions^  art  not  a 
whore  ? 

Dor.  Goodman  slave. 

Duke.  O  fie,  abuse  her  not,  let  us  two  talk ; 
What  mought  I  call  your  name,  pray  ? 

Dor.  I'm  not  ashamed  of  my  name,  sir,  roj 
name  is  Mistress  Doll  Target,  a  western  gentle- 
woman. 

Lod.  Her  target  against  any  pike  in  Millan. 

Duke,  Why  is  this  wheel  borne  after  her  ? 

1  Mast.  She  must  spin. 

Dor,  A  course  thread  it  shall  be,  as  all  threads 


are. 

Ast.  If  you  spin  then  you'll  earn  money  here  too? 

Dor,  I  had  rather  get  half-a-crown  abroad, 
then  ten  crowns  here. 

Orl,  Abroad  ?  I  think  so. 

Inf.  Doest  thou  not  weep  now  thou  art  here? 

Lhr,  Say  ye  ?  weep  ?  yes  forsooth,  as  you  did 
when  you  lost  your  maidenhead ;  do  you  not  hear 
how  I  weep  ?  [Sings, 

Lod.  Farewell,  Doll. 

Dor,  Farewell,  dog.  \Eiit. 

Duke,  Past  shame ;  past  penitenoe,  why  is  that 
blue  gown  ? 

1  Mast,  Being  stript  out  of  her  wanton  loose 
attire. 
That  garment  she  puts  on,  base  to  the  eye. 
Only  to  clothe  her  in  humility. 

Duke*  Are  all  the  rest  like  thb  } 


s>  J  whnL'^nee  Note  44,  p.  588. 
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THE  HONEST  WHORE. 
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1  Mait.  No,  my  good  lord. 
Yoa  see,  this  drab  swells  with  a  wanton  rein. 
The  next  that  enters  has  a  different  strain. 

Duke,  Variety  is  good,  let's  see  the  rest. 

[Exit  Master. 

Bott,  Your  grace  sees  I'm  sound  yet,  and  no 
ballets  hit  me. 

Duke.  Come  off  so,  and  'tis  welL 

Omne$.  Here's  the  second  mess. 

Enter  the  two  Masten^  after  them  the  Ccnstable^ 
ajter  Mm  Penelope  Whorehound,  like  a  Ci- 
tiserCs  wife  ;  after  her  two  Beadles^  one  with  a 
blue  gowfif  another  with  chalk  and  a  mallet. 

Fen.  I  have  worn  many  a  costly  gown,  but  I 
was  never  thus  guarded  with  blue  coats,  and  bea- 
dles, and  constables,  and 

Car.  Ala%  fair  mistress,  spoil  not  thus^  your 
eyes. 

Fen.  Oh,  sweet  sir,  I  fear  the  spoiling  of  other 
places  about  me  tliat  are  dearer  than  my  eyes; 
if  you  be  gentlemen,  if  you  be  men,  or  ever  came 
of  a  woman,  pity  my  case,  stand  to  me,  stick  to 
me, — good  sir,  you  are  an  old  man. 

OrL  Han^  nut  on  me  I  pr'ythee,  old  trees  bear 
no  such  fruiL 

Fen.  Will  you  bail  me,  gentlemen  ? 

ZodL  Bail  thee,  art  in  fur  debt  ? 

Fen,  No;  God  is  my  judge,  sir,  I  am  in  for 
no  debts :  I  paid  my  tailor  for  this  gown,  the  last 
^11%  shillings  a  week  that  was  behind,  yesterday. 

Duke.  What  is  your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Fen.  Penelope  Whorehound,  I  come  of  the 
Whorehonnds. 
How  does  lieutenant  Buts  ? 

Omnei.  A  ha,  Bots ! 

Bo^f.  A  very  honest  woman,  as  I'm  a  soldier, 
a  pox  Bots  ye. 

Fen.  I  was  never  in  this  pickle  before ;  and 
yet,  if  I  go  among  citizens'  wives  they  jeer  at  me ; 
if  I  go  among  the  **  loose-bodied  gowns,  they 
cry  a  pox  on  me,  because  I  go  civilly  attired,  and 
swear  their  trade  was  a  good  trade,  till  such  as 
I  am  took  it  out  of  their  hands :  good  lieutenant 
Bots,  speak  tu  these  captains  to  bail  me. 

1  Mast.  Beggmg  for  bail  still  ?  you  are  a  trim 


eoasip,  go  give  her  the  blue  gown,  ''  set  her  to 
her  chare  ;  work  huswife  for  your  bread,  away. 

Fen.  Out  you  dog,  a  pox  on  you  all,  women 
are  bom  to  curse  thee,  but  I  shall  live  to  5e« 
twenty  such  flat-caps  shaking  dice  for  a  penny- 
worth of  pippins  %  out,  you  blue-eyed  rogue. 

[Exit. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Duke.  Even  now  she  wept,  and  prayed,  now 
does  she  curse  ? 

1  Mast.  Seeing  me:  if  still  she  had  staid,  this 
had  been  worse. 

Hm.  Was  she  ever  here  before  ? 

1  Mast.  Five  times  at  least ; 
And  thus  if  men  come  to  her,  have  her  eyes 
Wrong,  and  wept  out  her  bail. 

Omnes.  Bots,  you  know  her  ? 

Bots.  Is  there  any  gentleman  here,  that  knows 
not  a  whore,  and  is  he  a  hair  the  worse  for  that  f 

Duke.  Is  she  a  city-dame,  she's  so  attired  ? 

1  Mast.  No,  my  good  lord,  that's  only  but  the  vail 
To  her  loose  body ;  I  have  seen  her  here 
In  gayer  masking  suits :  as  several  sauces 
Give  one  dish  several  tastes,  so  change  of  habits 
In  whores  is  a  bewitching  art ;  to-day  she's  all  in 
Colours  to  besot  gallants,  then  in  modest  black. 
To  catch  the  citizen,  and  this  from  their  exami- 
nations 
Drawn;  now  shall  you  see  a  monster  both  in 

shape 
And  nature  quite  from  these,  that  sheds  no  tearj 
Nur  yet  is  nice,  'tis  a  plain  ramping  bear, 
Many  such  whales  are  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Omnes.  Let's  see  her. 

1  Mast.  Then  behold  a  swaggering  whore. 

pSxif. 

Orl,  Keep  your  ground,  Bots. 

Bots.  I  do  but  traverse  to  spy  advantage  how 
to  arm  myself. 

£ii^er  two  Mastersfirsty  after  them  the  Constahle^ 
after  them  a  Beiidle  beating  a  Bason^^^  then 
Catherina  Bountinall,  with  Mrs  EIurset 
LEACB,  after  them  another  Beadle  with  a  blue 
Ueadf  guarded  with  yellow. 

Cath.  Sirrah,  when  I  cry  hold  your  hands,  hold» 


**  Loote^pdied  gowns. — From  several  passages  in  contemporary  writers,  a  loose^odied gown  appears  ta 
bave  been  the  habit  of  a  courtesan.    So  in  More  Footes  yety  by  Koger  Sbarpe,  4to,  1610  : 

"  Briscus  win  tnme  good  husband,  marry  fye. 
What  wencb  b't  tusb  loose- bodied  Margery, 
Good  husband  now,  that  nere  was  good  in*8  life. 
The  better  husband,  sir,  the  worser  wife«" 

^^  Set  her  to  ker  chare«— i.  e.  Her  task^work.    So  in  Sbakespeare*s  Jntony  and  Cleopatrat 

■  ■■     commanded 
By  sucb  poor  passions  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.     !9. 

'♦  A  beadle  beating  a  bason, — In  Ben  Jooson's  New  Inn,  A.  4.  S.  S.,  Latimer  says, — "  And  let  her  fool^ 
man  beat  the  bason  afore  her.*'    On  which  Mr  Whalley  obgenres^  tbat  it  alludes  *'  to  the  custom  of  olt^ 
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]rou  TOfiae^nU^Mrp  kold :  Bawdy  are  the  French 
chUblains  in  your  ^eels,  that  you  can  oome  no 
faster  ?  are  not  you,  bawd,  a  whore's  ancient,  '^ 
and  must  not  I  follow  my  colours  ? 

Hone,  Q,  mistress  Catherine^  you  do  me  wrong 
to  accuse  me  here  as  you  do,  before  the  rigM 
worshipful :  I  am  kooviti  for  a  motherly  honest 
woman,  and  no  bawd. 

Cath,  Many  foh^  honest !  burnt  at  fourteen, 
seven  times  whipt,  six  times  carted,  nine  times 
ducked,  searchea  by  some  hundred  and  fift^  con- 
stables, and  yet  you  are  honest  ?  Honest  mistress 
Horseleech !  is  thb  world  a  world  to  keep  bawds 
and  whores  honest?  How  many  times  hast  thou 
given  gentlemen  a  quart  of  wine  in  a  gallon  pot  ? 
bow  many  twelve-penny  fees,  nay^  two  shilling 
fees,  nay,  when  any  ambassadors  hove  been  here, 
bow  many  half-crown  fees,  hast  thou  taken? 
how  many  carriers  hast  thou  bribed  for  country 
wenches?  how  often  have  I  rinced  your  lungi  in 
aqua  vUa,  '^  and  yet  you  are  honest? 

Duke,  And  what  were  you  the  whilest  ? 

Cath,  Marry  hang  you,  master  slave,  who  made 
you  an  examiner? 

Lod.  Well  said,  belike  this  devil  spares  no  man. 

Cath,  What  art  thou,  pr'ytbee  ? 

Boti.  Nay,  what  arc  thou,  pr'ythee^ 

Cath,  A  whore;  art  thou  a  thief? 

Bott,  A  thief,  no ;  I  defy  the  calling,  I  am  a 
soldier,  have  borne  arms  in  the  field,  been  in  ma- 
ny a  hot  skirmish,  yet  come  off  sound. 

Cath,  Sound  with  a  pox  to  ye,  ye  abominable 
rogue !  you  a  soldier !  you  in  skirmishes !  where  ? 
amongst  pottle-pots  in  a  bawdy-house?  hook, 
look  here,  you  madam  wormeaten,  do  not  you 
know  him  ? 

Hone,  Lieutenant  Bots,  where  have  ye  been 
this  many  a  day  ? 

Bots,  Old  bawd,  do  not  discredit  me,  seem  not 
to  know  me. 

Hone,  Not  to  know  ye,  master  Bots?  as  long 
as  I  have  breath,  I  cannot  forget  thy  sweet  face. 

Duke,  Why,  do  you  know  him  ?  he  says  he  is 
a  soldier. 

Cath,  He  a  soldier  ?  a  pander,  a  dog  that  will 
lick  up  sixpence :  |do  ye  hear,  you  master  Swine's 
snout,  how  long  is't  since  you  held  the  door  for 
me,  and  cried  to*t  again,  nobody  comes,  ye  rogue 
you? 

Omnes,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  youVe  smelt  out  again,  Bots. 

Bots,  Pox  ruin  her  nose  for*t;  and  I  be  not  re- 
venged for  this — um  ye  bitch. 


Lo(L  D*ye  hear  ye,  madam  ?  why  does  joaM  la- 
dy4ip  swagger  thus  ?  you*^  very  brar e^  methinks. 

Cath,  Not  at  your  cost,  master  €od's»bead; 
Is  any  man  here  blear-eyed  to  see  me  bravei 

Aii.  Yes,  I  am. 
Because  ^ood  clothes  upon  a  whore's  back 
Is  like  fair  painting  upon  a  rotten  wait 

Cath,  Marry  mu£^  master  WbopemasttTy  you 
come  upon  me  with  sentences. 

Ber,  By  this  light,  h*as  small  sense  for*L 

Lod,  O  fie,  fie,  do  not  vex  her. 
And  yet  methinks  a  creature  of  more  scurvy  con- 
ditions 
Should  not  know  what  a  good  petdooat  were. 

Caih,  Marry  come  ou^ 
You're  so  busy  about  my  petticoat,  yonll  cusep 
ap  to  my  placket,  and  ye  could  but  attain  the  » 
nour;  but  and  the  outsides  ofiend  yo^r  rogueshipa^ 
look  o'the  lining,  'tis  silk. 

Duke,  Is't  silk  'tis  lined  with  then  ? 

Cath,  Silk  ?  aye  silk,  master  Sbve^  yoo  wooU 
be  glad  to  wipe  your  nose  witli  the  skit t  on'k : 
this  'tis  to  come  among  a  company  of  ooda4ieads 
that  know  not  how  to  use  a  ^entlewonuuu 

Duke,  Tell  her  the  duke  is  here. 

1  Mast,  Be  modest,  Kate,  the  duke  is  here*- 

Cath,  If  the  devil  were  here,  I  care  noe :  set 
forward,  ye  rogues,  and  gjve  attendance  aecord* 
ing  to  your  places ;  let  bawds  and  whores  be  sad, 
for  I'll  sing  and  the  devil  were  a-dying.  f  HmmiI. 

Duke,  Why  before  her  does  the  bason  ring?' 

1  Mast.  It  is  an  emblem  of  their  reveUiof^ 
The  whips  we  use  lets  forth  their  wanton  blood, 
Making  them  calm,  and  more  to  calm  their  pride^ 
Instead  of  coaches  they  in  carts  do  ride. 
Will  your  grace  see  more  of  this  bad  ware? 

Duke^  No,  shut  up  shop,  we'll  now  break  op 
the  fair. 
Yet  ere  we  part — you,  siiv  that  take  upon  ye 
The  name  of  soldier,  that  true  name  of  worthy 
Which  action,  not  vain  boasting,  best  sets  fiorlb, 
To  let  you  know  how  far  a  soldier^s  name 
Stands  from  your  title,  and  to  let  you  see, 
Soldiers  must  not  be  wronged  where  princes  be ; 
This  be  your  sentence. 

Omnes,  Defend  yourself,  Bots* 

Duke,  First,  all  the  private  sufferance  that  the 
house 
Inflicts  upon  offenders,  you,  as  the  basest. 
Shall  undergo  it  double,  after  which. 
You  shall  be  whipt,  sir,  round  about  the  d^. 
Then  banished  from  the  land. 


when  bawdf  and  other  infunous  persons  were  carted.  A  mob  ef  people  used  to  precede  them  beaihg 
httonB,  and  other  utensils  of  the  same  kind,  to  make  the  noise  and  tomult  the  bigger.  Thus  Stowe  de- 
scribes the  punishment  of  a  priest  who  was  taken  in  criminal  conversation  with  another  num*s  wife: 

*  The  first  day  he  rode  in  a  carry  i  the  second  on  a  hone,  his  face  to  the  horse-tail ;  the  third,  kd  be- 

*  twixt  twaine,  and  every  day  nmg  with  batona,*  This  explains  a  passage  in  The  SiUnt  Wonum^  where 
Morose,  amongst  other  execrations  on  the  barber  Cut-beard,  says,— ^  Let  there  lie  no  bawd  carted  that 
»  year  to  employ  a  basoo  of  his.'^^^A*  9*  S,  5. 

*^  Ancient,^ An  euign,  f^  J^  vi/«.— 'Formerly  the  gefieial  name  for  spirits* 
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THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


Ball.  BmmiA  ywr  PMC 

JMit.  Awaj  with  tmo,  MS  it  done  t  panden 
•Dd  wbom 
Are  d^-plague*,  which  being  kept  aliM, 
Nothing  thit  looks  lika  goodneia  en  can  thrive. 
Now,  good  Oriando,  what  wj  you  to  jour  bad 

OrL  Harrj  tbii,  mv  lord,  he  ia  my  loa-iD-law, 
and  in  law  will  I  be  hit  father :  for  if  law  can 
peraer  him,  be  ihatl 
•hall  Miok  no 
wealth. 

BeL  Be  jet  mora  kind  and  metdfol,  good  fa- 
ther. 

OrL  Dolt  tbou  beg  for  him,  thoa  predoui  man's 
meal,  thou  7  has  he  not  heUen  thee,  kickt  thee, 
trod  on  thee,  and  doU  tbou  fawn  on  him  like  his 
■pauel  7  baa  be  not  pawned  ihae  to  thj  petticoat, 
6old  tbee  lo  tby  MDodi,  made  ye  leap  at  a  cnist, 
yet  would'si  have  me  me  him  f 

BeL  Ob  yei,  good  sir,  nomeo  shall  learn  of  me. 
To  lore  tbar  husbands  in  greatett  miseir ; 
Then  shew  him  pit;,  or  yon  wreck  myself, 

OrL  Ha*e  ye  eaten  pigeons  that  you're  M  kind- 
hearted  to  your  mate  i  Nay,  you're  a  couple  of 
wild  heart ;  111  have  je  both  buted  at  one  stake : 


but  as  for  this  knare,  tbe  gallows  it  thy  dnc^  and 
the  ^lows  tbou  slult  have;  111  have  jnstica 


not  forsake  him,  a  father's  everlasting  bleaainK 
fall  Dpon  both  your  heads : — away,  go  kiss  out  of 
my  wght ;  play  tbou  tbe  whore  no  more,  nor  thou 
the  thief  agam; — my  house  shall  be  thine,  my 
meat  shall  be  tbioe,  and  so  shall  my  wine,  but 
ray  mon^  shall  be  mine  ;  and  yet  when  I  di^ 
■o  thou  dost  Dot  &y  high,  take  all;  yet,  good  M»- 
theoiineitd. 

Thus  fur  joT  weeps  Orlando,  and  doth  end, 
Dulu,  Iiten  hear,  Matheo ;  all  your  woes  are 
sUyed 
By  your  good  fathei-iU'law  ;  all  your  ill* 
Are  clear  paired  frran  you  by  his  woriting  pills. 
Come,  Senior  Candido,  iheie  green  yonn|  wits, 
We  see  by  drcumslaDce,  this  plot  hath  laid. 
Still  to  provoke  tby  patience,  nhich  they  find 
A  wall  of  brass,  do  armour's  like  the  mind ; 
Tbou  hast  taught  the  city  patience,  now  out  court 
Shall  be  [hv  sphere,  where  from  thy  good  repor^ 
Rumoars  this  truth  unto  the  world  iiha|l  sing, 
A  patient  man's  a  pattern  for  a  king. 

[Etainl. 
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